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eaaH trolk backward for any moiLdy> mi at hi| 
tumbled down right id the Queea’s £<oe* at 
one night he jnst happened to oome down a eomd(W aa 4iea(!ity 
was smoking* Beauty made beliete to tidte Idm a servant, 
took out a sovereign, and tossed it to him. * k^p a 
aUU tongk^ about my eigar, my good fellow I * BUkssby 


about hi3 mighty dignity being mistaken for &Xti^ 

just laughed a littlo, ever so sdftly, ‘Beg ywir pardotH^ 
thought you were one of the people; wouldn't have done ft 
for worlds , I know you’re never at ease wilh a sovereign^ ^ 
Kow Bultcney wasn’t likely to forget that. If ho wanM 
the King, I’ll lay any money it wa^ to give him to some 
wi etched mount who’d bieak his back Over a fence m a seS- 
mg rare” 

“ Well, he won't have him, Seraph don’t intend tohaVa 
the hoi sc cv( r ridden or hunted at all,” 

“ Konsense ^ ” 


‘‘ By Jo\c, he moans it ' nobod) *s to cross the King’s book; 
he wantb w<ight caiiurs himstll, you know, and procibu^ 
strong ones too. The King’s put in the stud at^ Lydinesrse. 
Poor Bertio ' nobody ever managed a close ftui^las he did at 
the Grand National — ^last but two — don’t 3 on remember?” 

‘‘ Yes , waited so beautifully on -^ight, and shot by 
him like lightning ju^t before the lun^m. Pity he went to 
the bid’” 


“Ah! what a hand he played at ^carte; the very best of 
the Blench science.” 


‘‘ But reckless at whist; a wild game there— unoommottly 
wild. Drove Cis Delareux half mad one night at ItoyaBieu 
with the wayAe threw his trumps out. Old Ois dashed his 
cords down at last, and looked him full in the fboe. ^ Beauty, 
do >ou know, or do you Twt know, that a whiat-tabJe is not 
to be taken an you take timber la a hunting held, on thar 
pniKiple of clear it or smash it?’ — said Bertie, 
‘ ch*ar it or smash it, is a voty good rule for onything, but a 
trifle too energetic for met* ” 

‘‘ The deuce, he’s had enough of ‘ smashing ’ at t 1 
wish he hadn’t eome to mef in that style; it’s a di^kbig 
bore for the Gumds,--HBnOh an ugly story.” 

‘‘Xt was uncommonly like him to get killed lost when he 
did,— bei^ possible taste ” 
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'' Only thing he eould do/’ 

Better taste, would have boon to do it earlier. I always 
irondered he stopped for the row.” 

* Oh, never thought it would turn up ; trusted to a fluke/' 

He whom the Punjaub know as the Sword of the Evil One, 
but wThd hold in polite society the title of Lord^iergcnvoii 
drank some hook slowly, and murmured as his^iple quota to 
the conversation very lazily and languidly. 

Bet you ho isn’t dead at all.” 

''The deuce you do? And why?” chorused the table; 
••when a fellow’s body’s found with all his traps round 
hbal” 

‘*I don’t believe he’s dead,” murmured Xergenven wdth 
closed sluraberouH eyes. 

" But why ? Have you heard anything If ” 

"Hot a word.” • 

" Why do you say lie’s alive then ? " 

My lord litlod his brows ever so little. 

" I think so, that’s all.” 

“ ' But you must have a reason, Kor ? ” 

Badgered into speecjh, Kergeiiveii drank a liitle more hock, 
and dropped out slowly in the mellowest voice in the wori 
the following : 

" It don’t follow vme has reasons for anything : pray don' 
get logical. Two years ago 1 was out in a chus'u au sfmffh’er, 
ocntTol France; perhaps you don’t know their work? It’s 
uncommonly queer. Break up the Alps into little bits, scatter 
'em pell-mell over a great forest, and then st^t a killing pack 
to hunt through and through it. Dolightfiil chance for c^oming 
to grief; even odds that if you don’t pitch down a ravine, 
"'you’ll get blinded for life by a branch ; that if •you don’t got 
flatten^ under a boulder, you II be shot by a twig catching 
3 ^our rifle*trigger. Uncommonly good sjiort.” 

Exhausted 'with so longtliencd an exposition of tho charms 
of the vinerU and the hallaliy he stopped, aiid dropjied a wal- 
nut into some Regency sherry. 

"Hang it. Ker!” cried the Dauphin. "WTiat’s that ta 
do with Beauty ? ' 

My lord let fall a sleepy glance of surprise and of rabuks 
ftom under his black lashes, that said mutely, ** Do X, who 
hate talking, ever talk wide of any point? ” 

I " Why this ? ” he murmured. " He was with ui| downNi^ 
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Veilleroc, Louis d' Auvrai’s pkoe, you Imow ; and we were 
out after an old boar — not too old to roosp hnt still tough 
mough to be likely to turn and trust to his tusks if the pace 
got Tery hot^ and he was hard pressed at the finish. We 
hadn't i^und, till rather late, the limeurs were rather new to 
the work^^d the November day was short, of course; the 
pack got ofli^he slot of a roebuck too, and were off the hour's 
scent a little while, running wild. Altogether we got scat- 
tered, and in the forest it grew almost as dark as pitch ; you 
followed just as you could, and could only guide yourself by 
your ear when the hounds^^gave cry, or the horns sound^j^^ 
On you blundered, hit or miss, headlong down the rocjjnd 
through the branches; horses warmed wonderftiUervice, 
business, scrambled like cats, slid down like otte»B, kc^eple * 
footing wh^re nob<jdy’d have thought any^Wng but who 
could stand/ Our hunting bloods knock up over a crampea 
country like Monmouthshire ; they wouldn't live an hour iu 
a French, forewt : you sec we just look for pace and strength 
in the shoulders, we don't much want anything else—except 
good jumping power. What a lot of fellows— 'Cvon in the 
crack packs — will always funk water ! Horses will kut 
they can’t sudra. Now to my fancy, a clcvor beast ought 
take even a swelling bit of water like a duck* How poot 
Standard breasted rivers till that fool staked him ! 

He dropped more walnuts into his wine, wistfully recalling 
a mighty hero of Leicestershire fume, that had given him 
many a magniticent day out, and had been the idol of his 
stables, till in his twelfth year the noble old sorrel had been 
killed by a groom’s recklessness; recklessness that met with 
such chastisement, as told how and why the hill-tribes' so- 
briquet had been given to the hand that would lie so long 
in indolent rest, to strike with such fearful force when once 
raised. 

^^Well,*^ he went on once more. We were all of us 
scattered; scarcely two kept together anywhere; where tha 
pack was, where the boar was, w^here the huntsmen were, 
nobody knew. Now and then I heal'd the hounds giving 
tongue at the distance, and 1 rode after that to the best of 
my science, and imcOmmonly bad was the best. That toest 
work perplexes one after the grass-country. You oan’t vie# 
the beauties two minutes together; and as for rinning 
overriding 'em, yon'te very safe not to do that ! At last I 
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j T • j i .10, cuuihr, .L it;v 

olosea , w*. 1 waited to get a clear aim ; for which was 
"lich deuce a bit couldl tpll; just 

lad pointed, Beautv'fl to me : * Jvocp 


h^d • c^ing sound loud and ftarions; I thought they had 
got him to bay at last. There was a great oak thicket as 
ara as iron, and as close as a net, between me and the place ; 
the boughs were aU twisted together, God knows how, and 
P«w so low down, that the naked branches had to> broken 
through at ere^ step by the horse’s fore hoofs, before he could 
force a step. We did force it somehow at last, rad came into 
a green open s^ace, where there were fewer trees, rad the 
moon was shining in; there, without a hoimd near, true 
enough WM the bora rolling on tho ground, and somebody 
ollmg under him, they were locked in so close they looked 
hlmr«9 one huge beast, pitching here and there, as you’ve 

Of course, 1 levelled 
v'as Til tin 
just as I 

had pointed, Beauty's canra out to me : ‘Jvocp your 
fire, Kerl I want to have ujji^iuJl'cur^^ that was 

under the brute. Just as he spoke they ^ 

the boar foaming and spouting blood, and plunging his tusks 
into Cecil ; he got his right arm out from undcT the beast, 
and crushed under there as he was, di’cw it free with the 
knife well gripped ; then down he dashed it three times into 
the i^etcran’s hide, just heneath the ribs ; it was the couj? tie 
grace^ the hoar lay dead, and Beauty lay half dead too, the 
blood rushing out of him where the tusks had dived. Two 
minutes, though, aud a draught of my brandy brought him 
all round ; and the first words he spoke were, * Thanks, Ker, 
you did as you would he done by— a shot would have spoilt 
it all/ The brute had crossed his path far away from the 
pack^ and he had flung himself out of saddle and had a neck- 
band-neck struggle. And that night wc played baccarat by hia 
bedside to amuse him ; and he played jdBt os well as ever. 
Now this is why I don^t think he's dead; a fellow who 
served a wild boar like tliat, won't liave let a train knock him 
over. And I don’t believe he forged that stiff, though all the 
evidence says so; Beauty hadn’t a touch of the blackguard 
in him.’^ 

With wbidh declaration of his views, Kergenven lapsed 
into immutable silenoe and slumberous apathy, from whose 
ahdter nothing could tempt him afresh ; and the Colonel, with 
aU the rest, lounged into the ante-room, where the tables 
tewro set, and began “plunging’’ in earnest at sums that 
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might sound fabiUouB^ were they written here. The players 
itaked heavily ; but it was the gaUrie who watobed around, 
making theii* bets, and backing ^eir favoritee, that lost ou 
Ihe whole the most. 

Horse Qiiards have heard of the plunging; think we^ re 
going too I'witfy murmured the Chief to Korgenven, bia Major, 
*who lilted his orowfi, and muimured back with the demure^ 
ness of a maiden : 

''Tell ^em iVs our only vice; we* re models of propriety.*^ 

Which possibly would not have been received with the 
belief desirable by ihe sceptics of Pall Mall. 

8o the De Protundis was said over Bortio Cecil; and 
" Beauty of the Brigades ** ceased to be named in the service, 
and soon ceased to be even remomhered. In the steeple » 
chase of life there is no time to look back at the failures, who 
have broken ddwn over a " double and di’op,** and Mien out 
of the pace. 


CHAPTER XV. 

••t'AMIB 1)U nilArKAU.” 

" Din I not say he would eat fire ? ** 

" Pardieu ! est un hrave.*^ 

" Bides like an Arab.** 

“ Smokes like a zouave.** 

"Cuts off a head with that back circular sweep, — ah— • 
h — h! magiiifibent ! ** 

" And dances IjV^ Aristocrat; not like a tip^ SpahiA ! ** 
The last oro'i.i^H^aa^^Vprus of applause, and insult to the 
circle of applauders, was launched with all the jiquanco of 
inimitable canteen-slang and camp-assurance, from a Sjpeakcr 
who had perche<l astride on a broken fragment of wall, with 
her barrel of wine sot up on end on the stones in front of her, 
and her six soldiers, her gro9 h^htfes,^ as she was given mater- 
nally to calling them, lounging at their case on the arid dusty 
turf faolaw. She was very pretty, audacioudy pretty, thoogb 
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her ekin was burned to a bright sunny brown, and her hair 
was cut tuB short as a boy's, and her face had not one regular 
feature in it. But then — ^regularity! who wanted it, who 
would have thought the most pure classic type a change for 
the better, with those dark, dancing, challenging^^ eyes, witu 
that arch, brilliant, kitten-like face, so sunny, ^mignm, and 
those scarlet lips like a bud of camellia thai^ were never so* 
handsome as when a cigarette was between them, or, sooth to 
say, not seldom a hrUle gumle * itself ? 

She was pretty, she was insolent, she was intolerably 
coquettish, she was mischievous as a marmoset, she would 
swear if need be like a Zouave, she could tire galloping, she 
. could toss off her brandy or her vermout like a trooper, she 
would on occasion clinch her little brown hand and deal a 
blow that the recipient would not covet twice, she was an 
enfant de Parts and had all its wickedness atlier fingers, she 
would sing you guinguette songs till you were suffocated with 
laughter, and she would dance the cancan at the Salle de 
Mars, with the biggest giant of a Cuirassier there. And yet 
with all that she was not wholly unsexed, with all that she 
had the delicious fragrance of youth, and had not left a 
certain feminine grace behind her, though she wore a vivau- 
di^re's uniform, and had been bom in a barrack, and meant 
to die in a battle ; it was the blending of the two that made 
her piquante, made her a notoriety in her own way ; known 
at pleasure, and equally, in the army of Africa as Cigarette," 
and *'L'Amie du Brapeau." 

INTot like a tipsy Spahis ! " it was a cruel cut to her gros 
hiMes^ mostly Spahis, lying there at her feet, or rather at the 
foot of the. wall, singing their praises — with magnanimity 
beyond praisdn-of a certain Chasseur d'Afriquefl? 

Ho, Cigarette.! " growled a little Zouave, known as Tata 


‘dride to u “ Tilsit is the way thou forsakegt thy ^en^ fgjr 

r 'Vm is Va-j’ - N — -^038 i' " 

Lt ^stopper, as thine «, 

» WcU, it i» not her namesake; 

Tata ” responded Cigarette « He is 

the repartee^ the camp is apt to be rougn. 

ire-peur, as you iniured Tata; whose own 

one of the red bricks of the -well. 


* Short pipe. 
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Ouf said the Friend of iiie Fla^ witit more expression 
in (hat einglo ejaculation than could he put in a volume. 

He does woman’s deeds, does he ? He has woman’s hands, 
but they can fight, I fancy ? Six Arabs to his own sword the 
other day jbn that skirmish ! Superb ! ” 

‘‘Sapristii And what did he say, this droll, when ho 
looked at them lying there ? Just shrugged hie shotdders and 
rode away. ' I’d better have killed myself, less misohief on 
the whole ! ’ Now who is to make anything of such a :Qaan 
as that? ” 

Ah! he did not stop to cut their gold buttons and 
steal their cangiars, as thou would st have done, Tata? 
Well ! he has not learnt la gmrre*'^ laughed Cigarette.. 
‘‘ It was a waste; he should have bought me their sashes at 
least. By-the-way — when did he join ? ” 

** Ten — twelve — jxars ago, or thereabouts.” 

''He should have learnt to strip Arabs by this time, theu,” 
said the Aniie du Drapeau, turning the tap of her barrel to 
replenish the wine-cup; ‘‘and to steal from them too, living 
or dead. Thoti must take him in hand, Tata ! ” 

Tata laughed, considering that he bad received a oompli* 
ment. 

“Diable! I did a neat thing yesterday. Out on the 
hills, there, was a shepherd; he’d got two live geese swing- 
ing by their feet. They were screeching — screeching — - 
screeching ! — and they looked so nice and so plump, that I 
could smell them, as if they were stewing in a casserole, till 
I began to got as hungry as a gamin. A lunge would just 
have cut the question at once; but the orders have got so 
strict about potting the natives, I thought 1 wouldn^t have 
any violencef if the thing would go nice and smoothly. So I 
just walked behind him, and tripped him up before he knew 
where he was ; — ^it was a picture ! He was down Math his 
face in the sand before you could sing Tra-la-1^! Then I 
just sat upon him ; but gently — very gently : and what with 
the sand and the heat, and the surprise, and, in truth, perhaps, 
a little too, my own weight, he was half sufibeated. He bad 
never seen me ; he did not know what it was that was sitting 
on him ; and I sent my voice out with a roar-^' I am a 
demon, and the fiend hath bidden me take him thy soul to- 


♦ Tho art cf vrar. 
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ni^ht r All ! hov be began to tremble, and to kick, and to 
quiver. He thought it was the devil a-top of him ; and he 
tegan to moan as well as the sand would let him, that he was 
a poor man, and an innocent, and the geese were the only 
UiingB he ever stole in all his life. Then I went through a 
little pantomime with him, and I was very t^ible in my 
threats, and he was choking and choking wim the sand, 
though he never let go of the geese. At last, I relented a 
littlo, and told him I would spare him that once, if he gave 
up the stolen goods^ and never lifted his head for an hour. 
Sapristi! how glad he was of the terms I I dare say my 
weight was unpleasant ; so the geese made us a divine stew 
that night, and the last thing 1 saw of my man was his 
lying flat as I left him, with his face still down in the sand- 
hole.” 

Cigarette nodded and laughed. 

''Pretty fair, Tata; but I have heard better. Bah! a 
grand thing certainly, to flight a peasant, and scamper off 
with a goose ! ” 

'* Sacre bleu ! ” grumbled Tata, who was himself of opinion 
that his exploit had been worthy of the feats of Harlequin. ; 
"thy heart is all gone to the Englishman.” 

Cigarette laughed saucily and heartily, tickled at the joke. 
Sentiment has an exquisitely ludicrous side when one is a 
mvandih'e aux yeux fwirs/^ perched astride on a wall, and 
dispensing brandy-dashed wine to half a dozen Bun«baked 
Spahis. 

** Viyandicre du regiment, 

C'ost Catin qu’on mo nomine; 

Je vends, je donne, je bois gaioment, 

Mon vin et mon rogomine ; 

J’ai le pied leste et I’mil mutin, * 

Tintiii, tin tin, tintin, r*Un tintin, 

Boldats, Yoila Catin ! ” 

she sang with the richest, freshest, mellowest voice that ever 
changed the deathless refrains of the French Lucilius. 

"My heart is a reveil matin, Tata; it wakes fresh every 
day. An Englishman, perdie ! Why dost thou think him 
that?” 

"Because he is a giant,” said Tata, 

Cigarette snapped her ^gers : 


* A black-eyed vina-eoller. 
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** I have danced with grenadi^s and euinisfiders quite aa 
tall, and twice as heavy, Apres f ” 

Because he bathes — spla^ ! like any water-deg.’^ 

‘ Because he is silent.” 

** Because he rises in his stirrups.” 

* Because he likes the sea.” 

' Because h^f* knows le hoxeJ*^ 

' Because he is so quiets and blazes like the devil under* 
rieath.” 

Under which mass of overwhelming proofs of nationality 
the Amie du Drapeau gave in. 

‘‘Yes, like enough. Besides, the other one is English. 
Lour-i-loo, of the Chas8ea-maraisy'\ tolls me that the other 
one waits on him like a slave when he can— cleans his 
harness, litters his horse, saves him all the hard work, when 
he can do it without being found out. Where did they come 
from?” 

“ They will never tell.” 

Cigarette tossed her nonchalant head, with a pout of her 
cherry lips, and a slang oath, light as a bird, wicked as a 
rigolbochado. 

'' Paf I — they will tell it to me ! ” 

'' Chut ! Thou mayest make a lion tame, a vulture leave 
blood, a drum beat its own rataplan, a dead man fire a 
clarineUe\ a six pieds; but thou wilt never make an English- 
man speak when he is bent to be silent.” 

Cigarette launched a choice noissile of barrack slang at an 
array of metaphors, which their propouiider thought stupen- 
dous in their brilliancy. 

'' Becasse I When you stole your geese, you did but take 
your brethren home! Englishmen are but men. Put the 
wine in their head, make them whirl in a waltz, promise 
them a kiss, and one turns such brains as they have inside 
out, as a piovrpiov, § turns a dead soldier’s wallet. When a 
woman is handsome, i^he is never denied. He shall tell 
where he comes from. 1 doubt that it is from England ; sb# 
here — why not ? ” and she checked the Hoes off on her liths 
brown fingers : first, he never says God-damn ; second, ha 
don’t eat his meat raw; thir^ he speaks very soft; fouilhf 


• Boxing. . 

X Amuwot. 
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be waltzes so light, so Hgh^ ! fifth* he never grumble in his 
throat like an angry bear; sixth, there is no fog in him. 
How can he be English with all that ? 

''There are EngHsh, and English/* smd the philosophic 
Tata, who piqued himself on being serenely cosmopolitan. 

Cigarette blew a contemptuous puff of smoke. 

" There was never one yet that did not g^owl ! Pauvre^ 
diahles / if they don*t use their tusks, they sit and sulk ! — an 
Englishman is always boxing or grumbling ; — the two make 
up his life/* 

Which view of Anglo-rahm she had derived from a pro- 
found study of various vaudevilles, in which the traditional 
Ood-dam was pre-eminent in his usual hues ; and having 
delivered it, she sprang down from her wall, strapped on her 
little hwrillety'^ nodded to her gros bdbees, where they lounged 
full length in the shadow of the stone wall, and left them to 
resume their game at Boo, while she started on her way, as 
swift and as light as a chamois, singing, with gay ringing 
emphasis, that echoed all down the hot and silent air, the 
second verso of B^rangcr : 


Je fn9 cherc a tous nos huros; 

Hdlaa 1 combien j'en pleiire, 
Ainai aoldats ct gcnemux 
Me comblaicnt a to\it iieure, 

D’ amour, de gloire et de butiii, 
Tintio, tin tin, tintin, r’lin tintin, 
D*amour, do gloire et de butin, 
Soldata, vioU Catin ! ” 


The song was not altogether her song, however, for she had 
wept for none — wept not at all ; she had never shed tears 
in iier life. A dashing, dauntless, vivaciouti life, just in its 
youth, loving plunder, and mischief, and mirth ; caring for 
nothing; and always ready with a laugh, a song, a slang 
repartee, or a shot from the dainty pistols thrust in her sash, 
that a general of division had given her# whichever best suited 
the moment. 

Her mother a camp -follower, her father nobody knew who, 
a spoilt child of the Army from her birth, with a heart as 
bronzed as her cheek, and her respect for the laws of memu* 
and tuura n»7, yet with odd stray, nature-sown instincts here 
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and there^ of a devil-inay-care nobility;^ and. of a wild grace 
that nothing could kill--€igarette was the pet of the Army of 
A&ica^ and was as lawless as most of her patrons* 

She woidd eat a succulent ducki thinking it all the spicier 
because it had been a soldier’s loot; ” she would wear the 
gold plunder off dead Arabs’ dress, and never have a pang 
•of conscience 'i^'ith it ; she would dance all night long, when 
she had a chance, like a little Bacchante ; she would shoot a 
man, if need he, with all the nonchalance in the world. She 
had had a thousand lovers, hrom handsome marquesses of the 
Guides to tawny black-browed scoundrels in the Zouaves, and 
she had never loved anything, except the roll of the pdA dd 
charge, and the sight of her owm arch defiant face, with its 
scarlet lips and its short jetty hair, when she saw it by 
chance in some burnished cuirass, that served her for a mirror. 
She was more like a handsome saucy boy than anything else 
under the sun, and yet there was that in the pretty, impudent, 
little Friend of the Flag that was feminine with it all — 
generous and graceful amid all her boldness and her licence, 
her revelries, and the unsettled life she led in the barracks 
and the camps, under the shadow of the eagles. 

Away she went, now singing — 

Mais jc rU en sage, 

Bon I 

La farira dondaine, 
iiuil 

La farha doodle I ’* 


down the crooked windings and over the ruined gardens of 
the old Moorish quarter of the Cashbah, the hilts of the tiny 
pistols glancing iu the sun, and the fierce fire of the burning 
sunlight pouring down unheeded on the brave bright hawlc 
eyes that had never, since they first opened to the world, 
drooped or dimmed for the rays of the sun, or the gaze of a 
lover, for the menace of death, or the presence of*war. 

Of course, she was a little Amazon ; of course, she was a 
little Guerilla; of course, she did not know what a blush 
meant; of course, her thoughts were os slang and as riotous an 
her mutinous miscliief was in its act ; but she was ** Ion 
ioldatf^ as she was given to say, with a toss of her curlj 
head, and she had some of the virtues of soldiers. Soldieti 
bad been about her ever since she first remembered having a 
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wooden casBerole for a cradle, and Bucking down red wine 
through a pipe-stem. Soldiers had been her books, her 
teachers, her models, her guardians, and, later on, her lovers, 
all the da 3 "s of her life. She had had no guiding star, except 
tho eagles on the standards; she had had no cradle-song, 
except the rataplan and the r^veill4 ; she had had no sense 
of duty taught her, except to face fire boldly, fiever to betray ' 
a comrade, and to worship but two deities, ** la Oloire and 

Ja France.’^ 

Yet there were tales told in the barrack-yards and under 
canvas of the little Amie du Brapeau, that had a gentler side. 
Of how softly she would touch tho wounded ; of how deftly 
she would cure them. Of how carelessly she would dash 
through under a raking fire, to take a draught of water to a 
dying man. Of how she had sat by an cld Grenadier’s death- 
conch, to sing to him, refusing to stir, though It was a fete at 
CliMons, and she loved fetes as only a French girl can. Of 
how she had ridden twenty leagues on a saddleless Arab 
horse, to fetch the surgeon of tho Spahis to a Bedouin perish- 
ing in the desert of shot wounds. Of how she had sent 
every sou of her money to her mother, so long as that mother 
lived — a brutal, drunk, vile- ton gued old woman, who had 
beaten her oftentimes, as tho sole maternal attention, when 
she was but an infant. These things were told of Cigarette, 
and with a perfect truth. She was mauvah mjttj mais bon 
soldaty^"^ ttB she classified herself. Her own sex would have 
seen no good in her ; but her comrades -at- arms could and did. 
Of a. surety, she missed virtues that women prize; but, not 
less of a surety, had she caught some that they miss. 

Singing her refrain, on she dashed now, swift as a grey- 
hound, light as a hare, glancing hero and glafticing there as 
she bounded over tho picturesque desolation of the Cashbah ; 
it was just noou, and there were few could brave the noon* 
heat as sbo did ; it was very still, there was only from a little 
distance the roll of the French kettle-drums where the 
drummers of the African regiments were practising. Hola I 
le via! ” cried Cigarette to herself, as her falcon-eves darted 
right and left; and, like a chamois, she leaped down ovei 
the gi'cat masses of Turkish ruins, cleared the channel of a 
djy water-course, and alighted just in front of a Chasseur 


A thorough but a thorou^i aoidlar* 
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d’AlHqiis, yrho was sittiag aloae oix a broken fragment of 
white marble, reUo of some Moorish mosque, whose delioate 
columns, crowned with wiqd-sown grasses, rose behind him, 
against the deep intense blue of the cloudless sky. 

He was sitting thoughtfully enough, almost wearily^ tracing 
figures in the dry sand of the soil with the point of hifikiwab- 
^ bard ; ynt he had all the look about him of a brilliant IVench 
* soldier, of one who, moreover, had seen hot and stern service. 
He was bronzed, but scarcely looked so after the red, brown, 
and black of the Zouaves and the Turco, for his skin was 
naturally very fair, the features delicate, the eyes very soft — 
for which Monsieur Tata had growled contemptuously, a 
woman's face " — a long, silken chestnut beard swept over his 
chest; and his figure, as he leaned there in the blue and 
scarlet and gold of the Chasseurs' uniform, with his spurred 
heel thrust into the sand, and his arm resting on his knee, 
was, as Cigarette’s critical eye told her, the figure .of a 
superb cavalry rider, light, supple, long of limb, wide of 
chest, with every sinew and nerve firm knit as links of steel. 
She glanced at his hands, which were very white, despite 
the sun of Algiers, and the labors that fall to a private of 
Chasseurs. 

Beau lion/'* * she thought, and noble, whatever he is.” 

But the best of blood was not new to her in the ranks of 
the Algerian regiments ; she had known so many of them — 
those gilded butterflies of the Chauss6e d’Antin, those lordly 
spendthrifts of the veille roche, who had'^ served in tlie bat- 
talions of the deraie'Cavalerie, or the squadrons of the French 
Horse, to be thrust nameless afid unlioiiored into a sand-hole 
hastily dug with the bayonets in the hot hush of an African 
night. 

Blie woke nim unceremoniously from his reverie, with a 
challenge to wine. 

Ah-ha, mon Roumi ! f Tata Leroux says you are English ; 
by the faith, ho must be right, or you wo^*ld never sit 
musing there like an owl in the sunlight ! Take a draught ot 
my burgundy ; bright as rubies. I never sell bad wines— ^ot 
I ! I know better than to drink them myself.” 

He started and rose ; and, tefore he took the lidon^X bowed 
to her^ raising his cap with a grave courteous obeisanoe, a 

^ A handioine dandy. t Soldier. 

I Little wooden drinkiiig-oup. 
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bow ttat had used to be noted m tbme rooms for iW ^fee* 
tion of grace. 

^‘Ah, ma belle, is it you?” liQ said, wearily. ^^Yoii do 
me much honor.” 

Cigarette gave a little i>etulant twist to the tap of her wine^ 
barrel. She was not used to that stylo of salutation. She 
half liked it — half resented it. It made her wish, with an 
impatient scorn for the wish, that she knew how to read, and 
had not her hair cut short like a boy’s ^ a weakness the little 
vivandi^re had never been visited with before. ■ ‘ 

“ Morbleu ! ” she said, pettishly. You are too fine for 
us, mm hra/ve. In what country, I should wonder, does one 
learn such dainty ceremony as that P ” 

Where should one learn courtesies if not in France ? ” he 
answered, wearily. He had danced with this girl-soldier the 
night before at a guinguette ball, seeing her for, the first time, 
for it» was almost the first time he had been in the city since 
the night when he had thrown the dice, and lost ten Napo- 
leons and the Bedouins to Claude de Chanrellon; but his 
thoughts were far from her in this moment. 

** Ouf ! you have learnt carte and tierce with your tongue ! ” 
cried Cigarette, provoked to receive no more compfiment 
than that. From generals and staff-officers, as from drummers 
and trumpeters, she was accustomed to flatteiy and wooing, 
luscious as sugared chocolate, and ardent as flirtation, with a 
barrack flavor about it, commonly is ; she would^ as often as 
not, to be sure, finish it with the butt- end of her pistol, or 
the butt-end of some bit of stinging sarcasm, but still for all 
that she liked it, and resented its omission. ‘‘They say you 
are English, but I don’t believe it ; you speak too soft, and 
you sound the double L’s too well. A Spaniard, eh ? ” 

**J>o you find mo so devout a Catholic that you think so?’’ 
She laughed. A Greek, then ? ” 

Still worse. Have you seen me cheat at cards ? ” 

An Austrian ? You waltz like a White Coat P ” 

He shooh his head. 

She stamped her little foot into the ground — a foot fit for 
a model, with its shapely military boot; spurred, tbo, for 
Cigarette rode like a circus-rider. 

” iJecass^ / * say what you are, then, at once/ 

^ LlJteraUy j-ou Btiipe I Eqaival^t Ut £0Qa« \ ** 
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" A ‘soldi of Prance. Can you wish me more f '' 

Por the first time her eyes fiashed and softened — her one 
love was the tricolor. 

** True ! ” she said, simply. “But you were not always a 
soldier of Prance ? You joined, they say, twelve years ago ? 
What were you before then ? '' 

She here cast herself down in front of him, and, with her 
elbows on the sand, and her chin on her hands, watched him 
with all the frank curiosity and unmoved nonchalanoe ims^i* 
nablo, as she launched the question point-blank. 

“ Before ! ” lie said, slowly. “ Well — a fool.” 

“ You belonged to the majority, tlien ! ” said Cigarette, 
with a piquance made a thousand times more piquant by the 
camp slang she spoke iq. “ You should not have had to 
come into the ranks, mon ami; majorities — specially that 
majority — hfi^ve very smooth sailing generally ! ” 

He looked at her more closely, though she wearied him. 

“ Where have you got your ironies, Cigarette ? You are 
so young.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

“Bah! one is never young, and always young in camps. 
Young ? Pardieu ! When I was four, I could swear like a 
grenadier, ])luuder like a pr^fet, lie like a priest, and drink 
like a Bohemian.” 

Yet — with all that— and it was the truth, the brow was so 
open under the close rings of the curls, the skin so clear 
under the sun-tan, the mouth so rich and so arch in its youth ! 

Why did you come’ into the service?” she went on, 
before he had a chance to answer her. “ You were born in 
the Noblesse — ^bali I I know an aristocrat at a glance ! Oeux 
qui ontpris la peine do naitrel* — don't you like Figa/ro ? My 
men played itf last winter, and I was Figaro myself. Now 
many of those aristocrats come ; shoals of them ; but it is 
always for something. They all come for something ; most of 
them have been ruined by the Uonneif a hundred million of 
francs gone in a quarter ! AB-bah I what blind bats the best 
of you OTe! They have gambled, or bet, or got into hot 
water, or fought too many duels, or caused a court scandal, oi 
something ; all the aristocrats that come to Africa are mined 
What ruinefl you, monsieur PAristocrat ? ” 

* Xho£9 who hav« given themtelves the trouble to be bom f 



tio 


UNDER TWO ELAGS. 


Aristocrat? 1 am &<»ie. 1 am a Coiporal of tbe Ohaa- 
sours.' 

‘ Diablo ! I have known a Duke a Corporal ! Wliat mined 
you?'* 

Wluit ruins most men, I imagine — folly.” 

Polly sure enough!” retorted Cigarette, with scornful 
acquiescence. She had no patience with him. He danced 
go deliciously, he looked so superb, and he would give her 
nothing but these absent answers. Wisdom don’t bring 
men who look as you look into the ranks of the volunteers for 
Aliica. Besides, you axe too handsome to be a sage ! ” 

He lauglied a little. 

I never was one, that's certain. And you are too prettj 
to be a cynic.” 

A what? ” she did not know the word. Is that a good 
cigar you have ? Give mo oue. Do women smoke in your 
old countrj^ ? ” 

Oh, yes — many of them.” 

** AVhere is it, then ? ” 

** I have no country — now.’^ 

** But the one 3 ’ou had ? ” 

have forgotten 1 ever had one.’^ 

Did it treat you ill, tlien ? ” 

^*Hot at all.” 

Had you anything you cared for in it P ” 

Well — ^yes.” 

What w^aa it ? A woman P ” 

« No — a horse.” 

He stooped his head a little as he said it, and traced more 
figures slowly in the sand. 

‘'Ah!” 

She drew a short, quick breath. She understood that; 
she would only have laughed at him bad it been a woman ; 
Cigarette was more veracious than complimentary in her esti? 
mate of her own sex. 

“ There was a man in the Cuirassiers I knew,” she went pa 
softly, “ loved a horse like that ; — ^lie would have died for Cos- 
sack ; hut he was a terrible gambler, terrible. Not but what 
I like play myself. Well, one day he played and played till 
he was mad, and everything was gone ; and then in his rage 
he staked the only thing he had left — staked and lost the 
hoxee 1 He never said a word ; but he just slipped a pistol in 
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hifl pocket, went to the stable, kissed Cossack once— twice — 
thrice — and shot himself through the heart ! 

“ Poor fellow I murmured the Chasseur d*Afrique, in his 
chestnut heard. 

Cigarette wa« watching him with all the kaenness of her 
falcon eyes; *‘he has gambled away a good deal too/’ she 
thought. It is always the same old story with them,” 

“ Your cigars are good, mon lion,*^ she said impatiently, as 
she sprang up, her lithe elastic figure in the bright vivandidre 
uniform standing out in full relief against the pearly gray of 
the ruined pillars, the vivid green of the rank vegetation, and 
the intense light of the noon. “ Your cigars are good, but it 
IS more than your company is ! Ma cantcho ! If you had 
been as dull as this last night, I would not have danced a 
single turn with you in the cancan ! ” 

And with .a bound to which indignation lent wings like a 
swallow's, the Friend of the Flag, insulted and amassed at the 
apathy with which her advances to friendship had been re- 
ceived, dashed off at her topmost speed, singing all the louder 
out of bravado. ** To liave nothing more to say to me after 
dancing with me all night I ” thought Cigarette, with fierce 
wrath at such coutnmely, the first neglect the pet of the 
Spahis had ever experienced. 

She was incensed too that she had been degraded into that 
momentary wish that she knew how to read, and looked leas 
like a boy — just because a Chasseur with white hands and 
lilent ways had made her a grave bow ! She was more in- 
Bensed still because she could not get at his history, and felt, 
despite h(^rself, a reluctance to bribe him for it with those 
cajoleries whose potency she had boasted to Tata Leroux, 
‘‘ Gare d lui ! ” muttered the soldier-coquette passionately, 
in her little i^hite teeth, so small and so pearly, though they 
. had gripped a bridle tight before then, when each hand was 
filled with a pistol, Qa^re d Ini I If he offend me there 
are five hundred swords that will tluust civility into him, five 
hundred shots that will teach him the cost of daring to provoke 
Cigarette!*' 

fin route through the town her wayward way took the 
fretty brunette Friend of the Flag as many devious meander- 
ings as a bird takes in a summer's day iligbt, when it stops 


Ltt him take oaih. 
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here for a berry, there for a grass seed, here to dip its beak 
into cherries, there to dart after a dragon-fly, hero to shake its 
wings in a brook, there to poise on a lily-bell. 

She loitered in a thousand places, for Cigarette knew every- 
body ; she chatted with a group of Turcos, she emptied 'her 
ban’el for some Zouaves, she ate sweetmeats with a lot of 
negro boys, she boxed a little drummer’s ear for slurring over 
the ‘'r’lin tintin’’ at his practice, she drank a demi-tasse with 
some officers at a cafe, she had ten minutes* pistol- shooting, 
where she beat hollow a young dandy of the Guides who had 
^me to look at Algiers for a week, and made even points 
ivith one of the first shots of the ‘‘ Cavalerie d as the 

Algerian antithesis runs. Finally, she paused before the open 
French window of a snow-white villa, half buried in tamarisk 
and orange and pomegranate, with the deep-huod flowen 
glaring in the sun, and a hedge of wild cactus fencing it in ; 
through the cactus she made her way as easily as a rabbit 
burrows ; it would have been an impossibility to Cigarette to 
enter by any ordinary means ; and balancing herself lightly 
on the sill for a second, stood looking in at the chamber, 

“ Ho, M. le Marquis ! the Zouaves have drunk all my 
wine up ; fill me my keg with yours for once — the very best 
hurgundj’, mind. 1 am half afraid your cellar will hurt my 
leputation.” 

The chamber was very handsome, bung and furnished in 
tlie very best Paris fashion, and all glittering with amber and 
ormolu and velvets; in it half a dozen men — officers of the 
cavalry — were sitting over their^ noon breakfast, and playing 
at lansquenet at the same time. The table was crowded with 
dishes of every sort, and wines of every vintage, and the fra- 
grance of their bouquet, the clouds of smoke, and the heavy 
scent of the orange blossom without, mingled together in an 
intense perfume. He whom she addressed, M. le Marquis de 
Chateauroy, laughed, and looked up. 

“Ah, is it thee, my pretty brunette P Take what thou 
wantest out of the ice-pails.” 

** Premier asked Cigarette, with the dubious air 

and caution of a connoisseur. 

“ C-jmet ! ” said M. le Marquis, amused with the precau« 

* Literally Hone-Foot anaiz^ given to the Zephyrs and Zonam 
£i« their excessive swiftness of limb, 
f The best gri^wtbs ? 
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tiotis taken with, his collar, one of the finest in Algiers. 
** Come in and have some breakfast, ma MU* Only pay the 
loll/* 

Where he sat between the window and the table he canght 
her in his arras and drew her pretty face down ; Cigarette, 
with the laugh of a eauoy child, whisked her cigar out of her 
mouth, and blew a great cloud of smoke in his eyes. She had 
no particular fancy for him, though she had for his wines; 
shouts of mirth from the other men completed the Marquis's 
discomfiture, as she swayed away from him, and went over to 
the other side of the table, emptying some bottles unceremc- 
niously into her wine-keg; iced, ruby, perfumy claret that 
she could not have bought anywhere for the barracks. 

** Hola ! cried the Mai*quis, thou art not generally so coy 
with thy kisses, petite.’^ 

Cigarette tossed her head. 

“ 1 don’t like bad clarets after good ! IVe just been with 
your Corporal, * Bel-a-fairo-pcur ; ’ you are no beauty after 
him, M. le Colonel." 

Chdteauroy’s face darkened ; he was a colossal-limbed man, 
whose bone was iron, and whose muscles were like oak-fibres ; 
he had a dark, keen head like an eagle’s, the brow narrow but 
very high, looking higher because the close-cut hair was worn 
off the temples, thin lips hidden by heavy curling moustaches, 
and a skin burnt black by long African service. Still he was 
fairly handsome enough not to have muttered so heavy an oath 
as he did at the vivandiere’s j^st. 

“ Sacrebleu ! I wish ray corporal were shot ! one can 
lever hear the last of him." 

Cigarette darted a quick glance at him. ** Oh ho, jealous, 
mon brave thought her quick wits. And why, I 
wonder?" 

You haven't a finer soldier in your Chasseurs, mon cher; 
don’t wish him shot, for the good of the service," said the 
Viscount de Chaurellon, who had now a command of his own 
in the Light Cavalry of Algiers. Pardieu ! if X had to 
choose whether I’d be backed by ‘ Bel-^-faire-peur,' or by six 
other men in a skirmish, I’d choose him, and risk the odds." 

Chateauroy tossed off his burgundy with a contemptuous 
impatience. 

Liable ! that is the galamatias'^ one always hears about 

• Exaggerated nonnenM. 
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this fellow — as if ha were a second Boland^ or a reTivifieu. 
Bayard ! I see nothing particular in him, except that he^s too 
fine a gentleman lor the ranks/' 

Pine ? ah ! ” laughed Cigarette. He made me a bow 
this morning like a court chamberlain ; and his beard is like 
carded silk, and he has such woman's hands, mon Dieu ! But 
he is a croc-mitaine too. 

'' Bather ! ” laughed Claude de Chanrellon, as magnificent 
a soldier himself as ever crossed swords. “ I said he would 
eat fire the very minute he played that queer game at dice 
with me years ago. I wish I had him instead of you, Cha- 
teauroy ; like lightning in a charge ; and yet the very man 
for a dangerous bit of secret service that wants the softness of 
a panther. We all let our tongues go too much, but he says 
so little — just a word iiere, a word there, — when one's wanted 
— no more; and he's the devil’s own to light." 

The Marquis heard the i)raise of his Corporal, knitting hia 
heavy brows ; it was evident the private was no favorite with 
1dm. 

** The fellow rides well enough," he said, with an affecta- 
tion of carelessness; ** there — ^for what I see — is the end of 
his marvels. I wish you had him, Claude, with all my 
soul." 

Oh hS ! " cried Chanrellon, wiping the Bhenish off his 
tawny moustaches, " he should have been a captain by this if 
I had.* Morbleu! he is a splendid sabreur — Skills as many 
men to his own sw^ord as I could myself, when it comes to a 
hand in hand light ; breaks horses in like magic ; rides them 
like the wind ; has a hawk's e^'e over open country ; obeys 
like clock-work ; w^hat more can you w^nt ‘r* " , 

'' Obeys ! yes," said the Colonel of Cfiasseurs, with a snarl. 
" He'd obey without a word if you ordered him to walk up 
to a cannon's mouth, and be blown from it ; but he gives you 
such a d — d langiad ^rand uigneur^ glance as he listens that 
one would think he commanded the regiment." 

But he's very popular with your men, too f " 

Monsieur, the worst quality a Corporal can have. His 
idea of maintaining discipline is to treat them to oognao and 
give them tobacco," 

"Pardieu! not a bad way either with our French fire* 


Fine gontleman. 
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viteiB. H comaU son monde; ce braivs** Your squadrona 
vould go to the devil after him*^ 

The Colonel gave a grim laugh. 

** I dare say nobody knows the way better.'^ 

Cigarette, flirting with the other ofliccra, drinking eham- 
pagne by great glassfuls, eating bonbons from one, sipping 
another’s soup, pulling the limbs of a succulent ortolan to 
pieces with a relish, and devouring truffles with all the zest 
of a bon-vivant, did not lose a word, and catching the inflec- 
tion of Chateauroy*s voice, settled with her own thoughts that 
Bel-a^faire-peur ’’ had not a fair field or a smooth course with 
his Colonel. The weather-cock heart of the little “ Eriend of 
theElag’^ veered round, with her sex’s common custom, to 
the side that was the weakest. 

. ‘*Dieu de Dicu, M. le Colonel!” she cried, while she ate 
M. le Colonel’s foie gras with as little ceremony and as much 
enjoyment as would be expected from a young plunderer 
accustomed to think a meal all the better spiced by being 
stolen by the rules of war,” — whatever else your hand- 
some Corporal is, he is an aristocrat. A.h, ah, 1 know the 
aristocrats — I do ! Their touch is so gentle, and their speech 
is so soft, and they have no slang of the camp, and yet they 
ore such diahlotins to fight and eat steel, and dio laughing all 
so quiet and nonchalant. Give me the aristocrats — ^the real 
thing, you know. Not the ginger-cakes, just gilt, that are 
ashamed of being honest bread — but the old blood like Ecl-a- 
taire-peur.” 

The Colonel laughed, but restlessly ; the little ingratc had 
timed at a sore point in him. He was of the Eirst Empire 
/Mobility, and he was weak enough, though a fierce, daunt- 
less, iron-nerved soldier, to be discontented with the great 
^ftct that his father had been a hero of the Army of Italy, and 
scarce inferior in genius to Massena, because nupatient of ths 
minor one that, before strapping on a knapsack to have his 
first taste of war under Custine, the Marshal had been but a 
postillion at a posting inn in the heart of the Nivernais, 

** Ah, my brunette ! he answered with a rough laugh^ 
** have you taken my popular Corporal for your lover ? You 
should give your old friends warning first, or he may chance 
to get on ugly spit on a sabre.*' 

* He knows them he has to deal witht*— tllftt brave fellowB. 
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The Amic du Drapcau tossed off her sixth glass of cham- 
pagne. She felt for the first time in her life a fiush of hoi 
blood on her brown clear cheek, well need as she was to such 
^|ests and such lovers as these. 

" Ma foi 1 ” she said coolly. " He would he more likely ti 
spit than be spitted if it came to a duel. I should like tc 
see him in a duel ; there is not a prettier sight in the world 
when both men have science. As for figliting for me ! Mor- 
blcu I I will thank nobody to have the impudence to do it, 
unless I order them out. Coqueline got shot for me, you 
remember; — he was a pretty fellow, Coqueline, and they 
killed hm so clumsily, that they disfigured him tcmbly — 
it was quite a pity. I said then I would have no more 
handsome men fight about me. You may, ii‘ you like, M. le 
Faucon Hoir.^^* 

“Which title she gave with a saucy laugh, hitting with 
a chocolate bonbon the black African-burnt visage of the 
omnipotent chief she had the audacity to attacli. High or 
low, they were all the same to Cigarette. She would have 

slanged^’ the Emperor himself with the self-same coolness, 
and the Army had given her a passport of immunity so wide, 
that it would have fared ill with any one who had ever at- 
tempted to bring the vivandi^ro to book for her uttermost 
mischief. 

‘‘By- the- way!” she went on, quick as thought, with her 
reckless devil -may-carc gaiety. “ One thing !— Your Corporal 
will demoralise the Army of Africa, in’sicu?” 

“ Eh ? He shall have an ounce of cold lead before he does. 
What in ? ” 

“ He will demoralise it,” said Cigarette, with a sagacious 
shake of her head. “ If they follow his example we shan’t 
have a Chasseur, or a Spahis, or a Piou-piou, or a Sapeur 
worth anything ” 

“ Sacr^ ! What does he do P ” The CuloneFs strong teeth 
bit savagely through his cigar; he would have given much 
to have been able to find a single thing of insubordination or 
laxity of duty in a soldier who instated and annoyed him, 
but who obeyed him implicitly, and was one of the most 
brilliant “ fire-eaters” of Ls regiment. 

“ He won’t only demoralise the army,” pursued Cigarette 
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with vivaoioufl eloquence, but if his example is followed, 
he'll ruin the Prefets, close the Bureaux, destroy the Ex- 
chequer, beggar all the officials, make African life as tame as 
milk and water, and rob you, M. le Colonel, of your very 
highest and dearest privilege 1 " 

“ Sacrebleu! " cried her hearers, as their hands instinctively 
sought their swords, “ what does he do P " 

Cigarette looked at them out of her arch black lashes. 

“ Why, he never thieves from the Arabs / If the fashion 
come in, adieu to our occupation. Court-martial him, 
Colonel ! ” 

With which sally Cigarette thrust her pretty soft curls 
hack off her temples, and launched herself into lansquenet 
with all the ardor of a gambler and the vivacity of a child, 
her eyes flasliing> her cheeks flushing, her little teeth set, her 
whole soul in the whirl of the game, made all the more riotous 
by the peals of laughter from her comrades, and the wines 
that w'ere washed down like water. Cigarette was a terrible 
Uttle gamester, and had gaming made very easy to her, for it 
was the creed of the Army that her losses never counted, but 
her gains were paid to her often double or treble. Indeed, 
BO well did she play, and so well did the goddess of hazard 
favor her, that she might have grown a millionaire on the 
fruits of her dice and her cards, but for this fact, that what- 
ever the little Eriend of the Flag had in her hands one hour, 
was given away the next, to the first wounded soldier, or 
ailing veteran, or needy Arab woman that required the 
charity. , 

As much gold was showered on her as on Isabel of the 
Jockey Club^ but Cigarette was never the richer for it. 
** Bah ! ” she would say, when they told her of her hecdless- 
ness, “ money is like a mill, no good standing still. Let it 
turn, turn, turn, as fast as ever it can, and more bread 
will come from it for the people to eat.'' 

The vivandiSre was by instinct a fine politicaT economist. 

Meanwhile where she had left him among the stones of tho 
rained mosque, the Chasseur, whom they nick-named Bel-Jt- 
fiaire-peur, in a double sense, oecause of his '' woman's face," 
as Tata Leroux termed it, and because of the terror his sword 
had become through North Africa, sat motionless with his 
right arm resting on his knee, and his spurred heel thrust 
into the sand, the sun shining down nnh^^eded in its fierce 
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burning glare on the chestnut mames of his beard, and the 
\right glitter of his uniform. 

He was a dashing cavalry soldier, who had had a dozen 
wounds cut over his body by the Bedouin swords, in many 
and hot skirmishes ; who had waited through sultry African 
nights for the lion’s tread, and had fought the desert-king and 
conquered; who had ridden a thousand miles over the great 
sand waste, and the boundless arid plains, and slept under 
the stars with the saddle beneath his head, and his rifle in 
his hand, all through the night ; who had served, and served 
well, in fierce, arduous, unremitting work, in trying cam- 
paigns and in close discipline ; who had blent the verve, the 
brilliance, the daring, the eat-drink-and-onjoy-for-to-morrow- 
we-dio of the French Chasseur, with something that was very 
diftbrent, and much more tranquil. 

Yet, though as bold a man as any enrolled in the French 
Service, he sat alone here in the shadow of the column, 
thoughtful, motionless, lost in silence. ^ 

In his left hand was a Galignani, six months old, and his 
eyes rested on a line in the obituary : 

On the 10th ult., at Koyallicu, suddenly, the Right Hon. 
Denzil, Viscount Royallieu ; aged 90.’' 


CHArTER XVI. 

0I«AB£TT£ £N BACCHANTE. 

• 

Vanitab vanitatum ! The dust of death lies over the 
fallen altars of Bubastis, where once all Egypt came down 
the flood of glowing Nile, and Herodotus mused under the 
shadowy foliage, looking on the lake-liko rings of water. 
The Temple of the Sun, where the beauty of Asenath be- 
guiled the Israelite to forget his sale into bondage and banish- 
ment, lies in shapeless hillocks, over which canter the mules 
of dragomen and chatter the tongues of tourists, “^ere the 
Lutetian Palace of Julian saw the Legions rush, with torches 
and with wine-bowls, to salute their darling as Augustus, the 
sledge-hammer and the stucco of the Haussmann fiat bear 
desolation in their wake. Levantine dice are rattled^ where 
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Hjpaiia’8 voice was heard. Bills of exchange are traffiokod 
in, where Cleopatra wandered under the p^dm aisles of her 
rose gardens. Drummers roll their caserne-calls, where Drusus 
fell and Sulla laid down dominion. 

And here — in the land of Hannibal, in the conquest of 
•Scipio, in the Phoenicia, whose loveliness used to flash in the 
burning, sea-mirrored sun, while her fleets went eastward and 
westward for the honey of Athens and the gold of Spain — 
here Cigarette danced the cancan ! 

An auherge* of the harriere swung its sign of the As 4s 
PiquCy where feathery palms once had waved above mosques 
of snowy gleam, with marble domes and jewelled arabesques, 
and the hush of prayer under columned aisles. ** Behits de 
vin, liqueurs y et tahao'^^ was written, where once verses of the 
Koran had hem blazoned by reverent hands along porjjhyry 
cornices and capitals of jasper. A Cafe Chan tan t reared its 
impudent little roof, where once, far back in the dead cycles, 
Phoenician warriors had watched the galleys of the gold- 
haired favorite of the gods bear down to smite her against 
whom the one unpardonable sin of rivalry to Borne was 
quoted. 

The riot of a Paris guinguette was heard, where once the 
tent of Belisarius might have been spread above the majestic 
head that towered in youth above the tempestuous seas of 
Gothic armies, as when, silvered with age, it rose as a rock 
against the onsweeping flood of Bulgarian hordes. The 
grisette charms of little tobacconists, milliners, flower-girls, 
lemonade-sellers, bonbon-sellers, and lilies de joie flaunted 
themselves in the gas-light, where the lustrous sorceress eyes 
of Antonina might have glanced over the Afric Sea, wdiile her 
wanton’s heai’t, so strangely filled with leonine courage and 
shameless licence, heroism and brutality, cruelty and self- 
devotion, swelled under the purples of her delicate vest, at 
the glory of tho man she at once dishonored and adored. 

Vauitas vanitatum ! Under the thirsty soil, under the ill- 
paved streets, under tho arid turf, the Legions lay dead, vrith 
the Carthaginians they had borne down under the mighty 
pressure of their phalanx; and the Byzantine ranks were 
dust side by side with the soldiers of Gh)limer. And here, 

• little hostel^. 

Here are Bold wine, liquor, and tobttooo. 
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aboTe tbe graves of two thotisand centuries, the little light 
feet of Cigarette danced joyously in that triumph of the 
Living, who never remember that they also are dancing 
on wan 1 to the tomb. 

It was a low-roofed, white-plastered, gaudily-decked, 
smoke-dried mimicry of the guinguettes beyond Paris. The. 
long room, that was an imitation of the Salle de Mars on a 
Lilliputian scale, had some bunches of lights flaring here ana 
there, and had its walls adorned with laurel wreaths, stripes 
of tri-colored paint, vividly-colored medallions of the Second 
Empire, and a little pink gauze flourished about it, that 
flashed into brightness under the jets of flame — trumpery, 
yet trumpery which, thanks to the instinct of the French 
esprit, harmonized, and did not vulgarize; a gift French 
instinct alone possesses. The floor was bare and well 
polished ; the air, full of tobacco smoke, w'inc fumes, brandy 
odors, and an overpowering scent of oil, garlic, and pot au fm. 
Eiotous music pealed through it, that even in its clamor kept 
a certain silvery ring, a certain rhythmical cadence. Pipes were 
smoked, barrack slang, camp slang, barriere slang, temple slang, 
were chattered volubly. Theresa’s songs were sung by bright- 
eyed, sallow-cheeked Parisiennes, and chorused by the lusty 
lungs of Zouaves and Turcos. Good humor prevailed, 
though of a wild sort ; the mad gallop of the Eigolhoche had 
just flown round the room, like lightning, to the crash and 
the tumult of the most headlong music that ever set spurred 
heels stamping and grisettes’ heels flying : and now, where 
the crowds of soldiers and women stood back to leave her a 
clear place, Cigarette w'^as dancing alone. 

She had danced the cancan ; .she had danced since sunset ; 
she had danced till she had tired out cavalrymen, who could 
go days and nights in the saddle without a sense of fatigue, 
and made Spaliis cry quarter, who never gave it by any 
chance in the battle-field ; and she was dancing now like a 
little Bacchante, as fresh as if she had just sprung up from 
a long summer day’s rest. Dancing as she would danoe only 
now and then, when caprice took her, and her wayward 
vivacity was at its height, on the green space before a tent 
full of general officers, on the bare floor of a barrack-room, 
under the canvas of a fete-day’s booth, or as here, the 
music-hall of a Cafe. , ^ r 

Marshals had more than once essay ed to briW the feimous 
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little Friend of tlie Flag to dance for them, and had failed : 
but, for a set of soldiers, war-worn, dust-covered, weary with 
toil and stiff with wounds, she would do it, till they forgot 
their ilia, and got as intoxicated with it as with champagne. 
For her ^ros hehees, if they were really in want of it, she 
would do anything. She would flout a star-covered geneial, 
1)ox the ears of a brilliant aid, send killing missiles of slang 
at a dandy of a regiment de famille, and refuse point-blank a 
Russian grand duke ; but to “ mes enfans^^* as she was given 
to calling the rough tigers and grisly veterans of the Army 
of Africa, Cigarette was never capricious, however mis- 
chievously she would rally, or contemptuously would rate 
them, when they deserved it. 

And she was dancing for them now. 

Her soft short curls all fluttering, her cheeks all bright 
with a scarlet flush, her eyes as black as night, and full of 
lire, her gay little uniform, with its scarlet and purple, making 
her look like a fuscliia bell tossed by the wind to and fro, 
ever so lightly, on its delicate swaying stem, Cigarette danced 
with the wild grace of an Almch, of a Bayadere, of a Nautch 
girl, as untutored and instinctive in her as its song to a bird, 
as its swiftness to a chamois. To see Cigarette was like 
drinking light fiery wines, whose intoxication was gay as 
mischief, and sparkling as themselves. All the warmth of 
Africa, all the wit of France, all the bohemianism of the 
Flag, all the caprices of her sex, were in that bewitching 
dancing. Flashing, fluttering, circling, whirling, glancing 
like a sabre’s gleam, tossing like u flower’s head, bounding 
like an antelope, launching like an arrow, darting like a 
falcon, skimming like a swallow ; then for an instant resting 
as indolently, filB languidly, as voluptuously, as a water-lily 
rests on the water’s breast Cigarette en BaochmU no man 
could resist. 

When once she abandoned herself to the a£|atus of that 
dance delirium, she did with her beholders what she wouldr 
The famous Cachucha, that made the reverend cardinals of 
Spain fling off their pontifical vestments, and surrender them* 
selves to the witchery of the castanets and the gleam of th# 
white twinkling feet, was never more irresistible, more en- 
chanting, niore full of wild, soft, bizarre, delicious grace* It 
was a poem of motion and color, an ode to Yentis and Bacchus. 

. All her heart was in it— that heart of a girl and a soldier^ 
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of a hawk and a kitten, of a Bohemian and an eplourean, of a 
Lascar and a cliild, which beat so brightly and so boldly under 
the dainty gold aiglcttos, with which she laced her dashing 
little uniform. 

In tliG Chambree of Zephyrs, among the Bouars of Spahis, 
on sandy soil under African stars, above the heaped plunder 
brought in from a razzia, in the yellow light of candles fastened* 
to bayonets stuck in the earth at a bivouac, on the broad deal 
table of a barrack-room full of black-browed consents indi- 
genes j* amid the thundering echoes of the Marsellaise des 
Bataillons shouted from the brawny chests of Zouaves, Cigarette 
had danced, danced, danced, till her whole vivacious life seemed 
pressed into one hour, and all the mirth and mischief of her 
little brigand’s soul seemed to have found their utterance in 
those tiny, slender, spurred, and restless feet, that never 
looked to touch the earth which they lit on lightly as a bird 
alights, only to leave it afresh, with wider, swifter bound, 
with ceaseless airy flight. 

So she danced now, in the cabaret of the As de Pique. 
She had a famous group of spectators, not one of whom knew 
how to hold himself back from springing in to seize her in 
his arms, and whirl with her down the floor. But it had 
been often told them by experience, that, unless she beckoned 
one out, a blow of her clinched hand and a cessation of her 
impromptu pas de seal, would be the immediate result. Her 
spectators were renowned croque-mitaines ; men, whose names 
rang like trumpets in the ear of Kabyle and Marabout ; men 
who had fought under the noble colors of the day of Maza- 
gran, or had cherished or emulated its traditions ; men who 
had the salient features of all the varied species that make up 
the soldiers of Africa. ♦ 

There was Ben Arslan, with his crimson bumous wrapped 
round his towering stature, from whom Moor and Jew fled, as 
before a pestilence, the fiercest, deadliest, most voluptuous of 
all the ^ahiajf brutalized in his drink, merciless in his 
loves ; all an Arab when once back in the desert, with a blow 
of a scabbard his only payment for forage, and a thrust ol 
his sabre his only apology to husbands, but to the service i 
slave, and in the combat a lion. 

There was Beau-Bruno, a dandy of Tureos,! whose snowy 

* C(ms(nipte drawn fima ^ native papulation. 

+ Arab cavalry. . j NaMVe infantry. 
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turban and olive beauty bewitched half the women of Algeria, 
who himself affected to neglect his conquests^ with a supremo 
contempt for those indulgences, but who woidd have been led 
out and shot rather than forego the personal odomings, for 
which his adjutant and his capitainB du bureau growled un- 
, ceasing wrath at him with every day that shone. 

\ • There was Pouffcr-de-Uire, a little Tringlo,"*^ the wittiest, 
gayest, happiest, sunniest-tempered droll in all the army, who 
would sing the camp-songs so joyously tlirough a burning 
march, that the whole of the battdions would break into one 
refrain as with one throat, and press on laughing, shouting, 
running, heedless of thirst, or heat, or famine, and as full of 
monkey-like jests as any gamins. 

There was En-ta-maboull,f so nicknamed from his love for 
that unceremonious slang phrase — a Zouave who had tlie his - 
tory of a Gil Bias, and the talent of a Crichton, the morals of 
an Abruzzi brigand, and the wit of a Palstaif ; aquiline-nosed, 
eagle-eyed, black-skinned as an African, with adventures 
enough in his life to outvie Munchausen, with a purse always 
pkine de vide,\ as the camp sentence runs ; who thrust Ms 
men through the body as coolly as others kill wasps ; who 
roasted a shepherd over a camp-Me for contumacy in conceal- 
ing Bedouin whereabouts ; yet who would pawn his last shirt 
at the bazaar to help a comrade in^debt, and had once substi- 
tuted himself for, and received fifty blows on the loins in the 
stead of, his sworn friend, whom ho loved with that love of 
David for Jonathan, which, in Caserne life, is readier found 
than in Club life. 

There was Pattes-du-Tigre, a small wiry supple-limbed fire- 
eater, with a skin like a coal and eyes that sparkled like the 
live coal^s flam#, a veteran of the Joyeux, who could discipline 
his roughs as a sheep-dog his lambs, and who had one curt 
martial law for Ms detachment, brief as Draco’s, and trimmed 
to suit either an attack on the enemy or the chastisement of 
an indisdpUnii^ lying in one simple word — ** PubiUez.” || 

There was Barbe-Grise, a grisly aneim ^ of Zephyrs, who 
held the highest repute of any in Ms battalion for rushing on 
to a foe wi& a foot speed that could equal the canter of as 
Arab’s horse ; for having stood alone once the brunt of tMrty 

• Boldior of the oommisBariat and of the baggag e-traine. 

t Eat-oe que tu ea fou ? in ordina^ French. X Pennileas, 

, ( A ttMimeer. | Fire ! Vetena* 
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Bodouins^ attack, and ended^fby beating them back, though a 
dozen spear-heads were launched into his body, and In^pmta- 
Ions garances were filled with his own blood ; and for framing 
a matchless system of night plunder that swept the country 
bare as a table-rock in an hour, and made the colons surrender 
every hidden treasure, from a pot of gold to a hen's eggs, from 
a cauldron of cousooussou to a tom-cat. 

There was Alcide Echauffour^es, also a Zephyr,* who had 
his nickname from the marvellous changes of costume with 
which he would pursue his erratic expedition, and deceive 
the very Arabs themselves into believing him a born Mussul- 
man ; a very handsome fellow, the Lauzun of his battalion, 
the Brummel of his Caserne ; coquette with his kepi on one 
side of liis graceful head, and his moustaches soft as a lady's 
hair, whose paradise was a score of dangerous intrigues, and 
whose seventh heaven was a duel with an infuriated husband ; 
incorrigibly laz}^ but with the Italian laziiic5ss, as of the 
panther who sleeps in the sun, and with such episodes of ro- 
mance, mischief, love, and deviltry in his twenty-five years 
of existence as would leave behind them all the invention of 
Dumas, pere ou fils. 

All these and many more like them were the spectators of 
Cigarette's ballet, applauding with the -wild hurrah of the 
desert, with the clashing oF spurs, with the thunder of feet, 
with the demoniac shi-icks of irrepressible adoration and 
delight. 

And every now and then her bright eyes would flash over 
rtie ring of familiar faces, and glance from them with an im- 
patient disappointment as she danced ; her gros bebees were 
not enough for her. She wanted a Chasseur with white hands 
and a grave smile to be among them ; and she .shook back her 
curls, and flushed angrily as she noted his absence, and went 
on with the pirouettes, the circling flights, the wild resistless 
abandonment of her inspirations, till she was like a little 
desert-hawk that is intoxicated with the scent of prey borne 
down upon the wind, and wheeling like a mad thing in the 
transparent ether and the hot sun-glow. 

L’As de Pique was the especial estaminet of the chassea- 
maraia. He was in the house; she knew it; had she not 
seen him drinking with some others, or rather paying for all 

* Zophyr is a name given to the ** Battalion of the Bebellius*’ 
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\mt taking little kimadfl just as entered f He was in the 
honse» ^is mysterious Bel^k-faire peur'^and was not here to 
s^e her dance I Not here to see ttie darling of the Bourn; 

pride of every Chacal, Zephyr, and Chasseur in Africa; 
the Amie dn Brapeau who was adored by every onOir from 
Chefs de Bataillons to fantasstns, and toasted by every drinker, 
«from Algiers to Cj^an, in tbe Champagne of Messrs, le 
raux as in the Crio of the Loustics round a camp*iire ! 

He was not there ; he was leaning over the little wooden 
ledge of a narrow window in an inner room, from which one 
by one, some Spahis and some troopers of his own with 

whom he had just been drinking such burgundies and brandies 
as the place could give, had sloped away one by one under the 
irresistible attraction of the vivandi^re. An attraction, how- 
ever, that had not seduced them till all the bottles were 
emptied, bottles more in number and higher in cost than was 
prudent in a corporal who had but his pay, and that scant 
enough, to keep himself, and who had known what it was to 
find u roll of white bread and a cup of coffee a luxury ooyond 
all reach, and to have to faire la leaaive up to the last thing 
in his haversack to buy a toss of thin wine when he was dying 
of thirst, or a slice of melon when he was parching with 
African fever. 

But prudence had at no time been his specialty, and the 
reckless life of Algeria was not one to teach it, with its frank 
brotherly fellowship that bound the soldiers of each battalion, 
or each squadron, so closely in a fraternity of which every 
member took as freely as he gave; its gay, careless carpe 
diem camp-philosophy, the unconsoioiis philosophy of men 
who enjoyed heart and soul if they had a chance, because 
they knew they might be shot dead before another day broke ; 
and its swift and vivid changes that made tiraiileura'knd 
troopers one hour rich as a king in loot, in wine, in dark* 
eyed captives at the sacking of a tribe, to be the next day 
fimished, scorched, dragging their weary limbs.. or urging 
their sinking horses through endless sand and burning heat, 
glad to sell a cartouche, if they dared so break regimentid 
orders, or to ride a henroost if they came near one, to get a 
monfliM of food, changing everything in their haversack fot 
tt sup of dirty water, and driven to pay with the thrust of t 

* Squadron* 

Ml bis whole offoeti* 
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eab^e for a lock of wretched grass to keep their heasttsjirt* 
through the siokirness of a siroeco. 

All these taught no caution to any nature normally with^.. 
out it ; and the chief thing that his regiment had loved in 
him whom they named Bel-a-faire-peur from the first day 
that he had bound his red waist-sash about his lolns^ and tlm 
officers of the bureau had looked over the new volunteer 
murmuring admiringly in their teeth Ce ffatllard ira hinP^ ^ 
had been that all he had was given, free as the winds, to any 
who asked or needed. 

The all was slender enough. Unless he live by the in- 
genuity of his own manufactures, or by thieving or intimi- 
dating the people of the country, a French soldier has but 
barren fare and a hard struggle with hunger and poverty; 
and it was the one murmur against him, when he was lowest 
in the ranks, that he would never follow the fashion, in 
wringing out by force or threat the possessions of the native 
population. The one reproach, that made his fellow-to^^ora f 
impatient and suspicious of him, was that he refused any 
share in those rough arguments of blows and lunges with 
which they were accustomed to persuade every victim they 
came nigh to yield thorn up all such treasures of food, or drink, 
or riches, from sheep’s liv^r and cousooussou, to Morocco 
carpets and skins of brandy and coins hid in the sand, that 
the Arabs might bo so unhappy as to own in their reach. 
That the fattest pullet of the poorest Bedouin was as sacred to 
him as the banquet of his own Chef d’Escadron, let him 
be ever so famished after the longest day’s march, was an 
eccentricity, and an insult to the usages of the corps, for which 
not even his daring and his popularity could wholly procure 
him pardon. «■ 

But this defect in him was counterbalanced by the lavish- 
ness with which his decompte J was lent, given, or spent 
in the very moment of its receipt. If a man of his irihu 
wanted anything, he knew that Bel-S,-faire-peur would offer 
his last sou to aid him, or, if money were all gone, would 
sell the last trifie he possessed to the Biz-pain-sels,§ to get 
enough to assist his comrade. It was a virtue which went for 
to vouch for all others in the view of his lawless, open-handed 

• “ This gallant will do great thinga! " 

t Soldiers, % Pay, 

i Working-iiK>)dieftof ilieadmiBistratioft. 
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^guStam of the Cbsambr^e * and the Camp, and made them 
|»lgive him many moments, when the mood o# silence and the 
tia&t ol solitude, not unoommon with him, would otherwise 
Mto incensed a :^teniity with whom iu fm mjw / f. ^ 
the deadliest charge, and the sentence of excommiudnation 
against any who dare to provoke it. 

• &ne of those moods was on him now. 

Se had had a drinking bout with the men, who had left 
him, and had laughed as gaily and as carelessly, if not aa 
riotously, as any of them at the wild mirtli, the unbridled 
licence, the amatory recitations,, and the Bacchic odes in their 
lawless sojinry that had ushered the night in while his wines 
unlocked* the tongues and flowed down the throats of the 
fierce Arab-Spahis and ihe French cavalry-men. But now he 
leant out of the pent-up casement, with his arms folded on 
the siU and a short pipe in his teeth, thoughtful and solitary 
after the orgic, whose heavy fumes and clouds of smoke stiu 
hung heavily on the air within. 

The window looked on a little, dull, close court-yard, where 
the yellow leaves of a withered gourd trailed dreanly over the 
gray uneven stones. The clamor of the applause and the 
ring of the music from the dancing-hall echoed with a whirling 
din in his ear, and made, in sharper stranger contrast, the 
quiet of the narrow court with its strip of starry sky above its 
four high walls. 

He leaned there musing and grave, hearing little of the 
noise about him ; there was always noise of some sort in the 
tlangor and tumult of barrack or bivouac life, and he had 
grown to heed it no more than he heeded the roar of desert 
beasts about him, when he slept in the desert or the hills ; 
but looking dreamily out at the little shadowy square, with 
the sear gourd leaves and the rough misshapen stones, .dtis 
present and his future were neither much brighter than the 
gloomy walled-in den on which he gazed. 

Twelve years before, when he had been ordered into the 
cAamp de manauvre for the first time, to see of what mettle 
he was made, the instructor had watched him with amazed 
eyes, muttering to himself, ** Tims! ce rCestpasun 
mi i % What a rider ! Bieu de Diou ! he knows more than 

* Sleeping-room in a barraok. t Ton live alone, or apart. 

X Ezeroise-ground. 

I Whew I This is no ra# fecrait,-^this fellow ! ’* 

0 % 
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we can teach. He has served before now — served in some 
emperor’s picked guard I . 

And when he had passed from the exercising-groundrto the 
campaign, the Army had found in him one of the most 
splendid of its many splendid soldiers ; and in the folion mairi- 
cuIm^ there was no page of achievements, of exploits, of 
services, of dangers, that showed a more brilliant array of - 
military deserts than his. Yet, for many years, he had been 
passed by unnoticed : he had now not even the cross on his 
chest, and he had only slowly and with infinite difficulty 
been promoted so far as he stood now — a Corporal in the 
Chasseurs d’Afrique — a step only just accorded him because 
wounds innumerable and distinctions without number in 
countless skirmishes had made it impossible to cast him 
wholly aside any longer. 

The cause lay in the implacable enmity of one man — bis 
Chief. 

Far-sundered as they were by position, and rarely as they 
could come in actual contact, that merciless weight of ani- 
mosity from the great man to his soldier, had laid on the 
other like iron, and clogged him from all advancement. His 
thoughts were of it now: Only to-day, at an inspection, the ac- 
cidentally-broken saddle-girth of a boy-conscript had furnished 
pretext for a furious reprimand, a volley of insolent oppro- 
brium hurled at himself, under which he had had to sit mute 
in his saddle, with no other sign that he was human beneath 
the outrage than the blood that would, despite himself, flush 
the pale bronze of his forehead. His thoughts were on it now. 

There are many losses that are bitter enough,” he mused; 

“ but there is not one so bitter as the loss of the right to 

A whirlwind of laughter, so loud that it drowned the music 
of l^e ehrill violins and thundering drums, echoed through 
the rooms and shook him from his reverie. 

They are horn enfants,^^ he thought, with a half smile, as 
he listened ; “ they are more honest in their mirth, as in therr 
wrath, than we ever were in that old world of mine.” 

Amid the shouts, the crash, the tumult, the gay ringing 
voice of Cigarette rose distinct. She had apparently pauset 
in her dancing to exchange one of those passes of arms whicL 
4 


* Daiir remitter of the troo|Kura' condiwt. 



aaARBTTtt BAttirArrTJH, 


429 

wave her specialty, in tlie Sah^ that ‘she, a child of ttte re- 
giments of Africa, \ ad known as her mother ton|;tie« 

'' II fait muse ^ *’ she cried, disdainfully. fiof/ $i tn 
uhu de 80 pwrde, ehenapan ^ ♦ 

The grumbled assent of the accused was inaudible. 

**Ingrat!^' pursued the scornful^ triumphant voice the 
‘ Vivandi^re ; you would hazarder f your mother’s grave-* 
clothes I You would eat your children, en fricassee ! You 
would sell your father’s bones for a draught of tord-bcyaud 1 J 
Va fen, chien ! ” 

The screams of mirth redoubled ; Cigarette’s style of wither* 
ing eloquence was suited to all her auditors’ tastes, and, under 
the chorus of laughs at his cost, her infuriated adversary 
plucked up courage and roared foyth a defiance. 

Ma cantcJie ! white hands and a brunette's face are fine 
things for a 'Soldier. He kills women — he kills women with 
his lady’s grace ! G rand'" chose pc / ” 

He does not pull their ears to make them give him their 
style, § and beat them with a matraque || if they don’t fry his 
.eggs fast enough, as you do, Earbe-Giise,” retorted the con- 
temptuous tones of the champion of the absent. White 
hands, morUcu! Well, his hands are not always in other 
people’s pockets as yours are, sacripant 

This forcible tu quoque recrimination is in high relish in the 
Caserne; the screams of mirth redoubled; Barbe-Grise was 
a redoubtable authority whom the wildest dare-devil in his 
brigade dared not contradict, and he was getting the worst of 
It under the lash of Cigarette's tongue, to the infinite glee of 
the whole ball-room. 

‘‘ Damn ! — his hands cannot work as mine can ! " growled 
her opponent.* 

“Oh, ho!” cried the little lady, with supreme disdain; 
“ they don’t twist cocks’ throats and skin rabbits they have 
thieved, perhaps like yours, but they would wring your neck 
before breakfast to get an appetite, if they could touch such 
canaille.** 

Canaille thundered the insulted Barbe-Grise; “ ifb 
cantehe ! if you were but a man ! ” 

* You call him a misanthrope } and yea have been drinking at bk 
expend, you rascal ? 

t Pawn. t Brandy. 

i JUoney, j Stick. 
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What would you do to me, hrigmdP' screamed Cigarette, 
in fits of laughter; '‘give me fifty blows of a matraque, as 
your ofGeers gave you last week for stealing \n.%jambon* from 
the Utmc hoc 

A growl like a lion from the badgered Barbe-Grise shook 
the walls ; she had cast her mischievous stroke at him on a 
vcjy sore point, the unhai>py young conscript’s rifle having 
been first dcxtrously thieved from him, and then as dextrouslj 
sold to an Arab. 

“ Sacrebleu ! ” he roared ; “ you are in love, m grand galop ^ 
with this Vainqu^ur des this loustie aristocrat ! ^ 

The only answer to this unbearable insult was a louder 
tumult of laughter; a crash, a splash, and a volley of oathi 
^-om Barbe-Grise. Cigarette had launched a bottle of vin 
ordinaire at him, blinded his eyes, and drenched his beard 
with the red torrent and the shower of glass shivers, and W'as 
back again dancing like a little Bacchante, and singing at the 
top of her sweet lark-like voice — 

Turcos! Lizards! 

Bon Zigs ! Tmffards ! 

Autour des couscoussou, 

Bont tons mes chers zou-zous I 
Boumis 
Spahifl 

Mdme Ics Arbia, 

Joyenx 
Et Bleus, 

Memo les Ilecruea, 

Ont pour moi 
Quand on boit 
L’air des rois, 

L"air des rois ! 

A mou cceur le chciqyji 
N'est qu' par vin I 
Le bidon savoure 

a m’ amour ! 

With which doggerel declaration of her own meroenary and 
cosmopolitan sentiments chanted in Sabir slang, the little 
Friend of the Flag resumed her wildest bounds and her most 
airy fantasias. At the sound of the animated altercation, not 
knowing but what one of his own troopers might be the de 
unquent, he who leaned out of the little casement moved 

* Gun. + Newly joined soldier. 

} Conqueror women. f Soldier-fine gentleman. 
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forward to the doorway of the dancing-room ; he did not gueai 
that it was himself whom she had defended against the on- 
slaught of the Zephyr, Barbe-Grise. 

His height rose far above the French soldiers, and above 
most even of the lofty-statured fipahis, and her rapid glance 
flashed over him at once. **Did he hear?'^ she wondered; 
the scarlet flush of exercise and excitement deepened on her 
clear brown cheek, that had never blushed at the coarsest 
jests or the broadest love words of the harrack-life that had 
been about her ever since her eyes first opened in their infancy 
to laugh at the sun-gleam on a cuirassier^ s corslet among the 
baggage-waggons that her mother followed. She thought he 
had not heard ; his face was grave, a little weary, and his 
gaze, as it fell on her, was abstracted. 

‘‘ Oh-h^ ! JBeau Houmi!** thought Cigarette, with a flash of 
hot wrath superseding her momentary and most rare embar- 
rassment. You are looking at me and not thinking of me? 
We will soon change that ! ” 

Such an insult she had never been subjected to, from the 
first day when she had danced for sweetmeats on the top of a 
great drum when she was three years old, in the middle of a 
circular camp of Tirailleurs. It sent fresh nerve into her 
lithe limbs, it made her eyes flash like so much fire, it gave 
her a millioufold more grace, more abandon, more heedless- 
ness, more piqued and reckless desinvoUiire, She stamped her 
tiny, spurred foot petulantly. 

Plus vite ! Plus vite ! she cried; and as the musician 
obeyed her, she whirled, she spun, she bounded, she seemed 
to live in air, while her soft curls blow off her brow, and her 
white teeth glanced, and her checks glowed with a carmine 
glow, and tne little gold aiglettes broke across her chest with 
the beating of her heart that throbbed like a bird^s heart when 
it is wild with the first breath of Spring. 

She had pitted herself against him; and she won — bo 
far. 

The vivacity, the impetuosity, the antelope elegance, the 
voluptuous repose that now and then broke the ceaseless, 
sparkling movement of her dancing, caught his eyes, and fixed 
them on her ; it was bewitching, and it bewitched him for the 
moment ; he watched her as in other days he had watched 


• Quicker ! quicker 1 '' 
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the fantastlo witcheries of eastern alm^, and the ballet chmni 
of opera dancers. 

This young Bohemian of the Barrack danced in the dusky 
glare and the tavern fumes of the As de Pique to a set of 
soldiers in their shirt-sleeves with their short black pipes 
in their mouths, with as matchless a grace as ever the first 
lall&rina^ of Europe danced before sovereigns and dukes on 
the boards of Paris, Vienna, or London. It was the eastern 
hamloula of the Harems, to which was added all the elastic 
joyaunce, all the gay brilliancy of the blood of Prance. 

Suddenly she lifted both her hands above her head. 

‘‘ A moi, Roumu f” 

It was the signal well known, the signal of permission to 
join in that wild vertigo for which every one of her spectators 
was panting; their pipes were fiung away, their Icepis tossed 
off their heads, tlie music clashed louder and fdster, and more 
fiery with every sound, the chorus of the Marseillaise des 
Bataillons thundered from a hundred voices — they danced as 
only men can dance who serve under the French flag, and 
live under the African sun. Two, only, still looked on — the 
Chasseur d’ Afrique, and a veteran of the 10th company, lamed 
for life at Mazagran. 

JEn ia maboull ? Tu ne danses pas — toi ? f muttered the 
veteran Zephyr to his silent companion. 

The Chasseur turned and smiled a little. 

** I prefer a hamhoula whose music is the cannon, 

Bravo ! Yet she is pretty ejiough to tempt you ? ” 

Yes; too pretty to be unsexed by such a life.'' 

His thoughts Avent tp a woman he had loved well, a young 
Arab, with eyes like ^^the softness of dark waters, who had 
fallen to him once^iti a razzia as his share of Lpoil, and for 
whoIT he had denied himself cards, or wine, or tobacco, or an 
hour at the Ca^, or anything that alleviated the privation 
and severity of his lot as “ simple soldat,^* which he had been 
then, that she might have such few and slender comforts as 
he could give her from his miserable pay. She was dead. 
Her death had been the darkest passage in his life in Africa 
— ^but the flutc-like music of her voice seemed to come on his 
ear now. This girl-soldier had little charm for him after the 
aweet, silent, tender grace of his lost Zelme. 

♦ Dancing girls. 

♦ Are you a stupid? Don’t you dance — eh? 
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He turned and toucBed on the shoulder a Chasseur who 
had paused a moment to get breath in the headlong whirl : 

Come, we are to be with the Djied by dawn ! 

The trooper obeyed instantly ; they were ordered to visit 
and remain with a Bedouin camp iiome thirty miles away on 
the naked plateau; a camp professedly submissive, but not 
‘ so much 80 but that the Bureau deemed it well to profit 
themselves by the services of the corporal, whose knowledge 
of Arabic, whose friendship with the tribes, and whose 
superior intelligence in all such missions rendered liim 
peculiarly fitted for errands that required diplomacy and 
address as well as daring and fire. 

He went thoughtfully out of the noisy, reeking ball-room 
into the warm lustre of the Algerian night ; as he went. 
Cigarette, who had been nearer than he knew, flashed full 
in his eyes the ’fury of her own sparkling ones, while with a 
contemptuous laugh she struck him across the lips with the 
cigar she hurled at him. 

**UiisexedP Pouf! If you have a woman’s face, may I 
not have a man’s soul P It is only a fair exchange. I am 
no kitten, hon tig ; take care of my talons ! ” 

The words were spoken with the fierceness of Africa ; she 
had too much in her of the spirit of the Zephyrs and the 
Clmcals, with whom her youth had been spent from her 
cradle up, not to be dangerous when roused ; she was off at a 
bound, and in the midst of the mad whirl again before he 
could attempt to soften or efface the words she had overheard, 
and the last thing he saw of her was in a cloud of Zouaves 
and Spahis with the wild tintamarre ♦ of the music shaking 
riotous echoes from the rafters. 

But when hte had passed out of sight, Cigarette shook her- 
self free from the dancers with petulant impatience ; . was 
not to be allured by flattery or drawn by , entreaty back 
amongst them ; she set her delicate pearly teeth tight, and 
vowed with a reckless, contemptuous, impetuous oath that 
she was tired, that she was sick of them, that she was no 
strolling player to caper for them with a tambourine, and 
with that declaration made her way out alone into the littU 
open court under the stars, so cool, so still after the heat, and 
riot, and turbulence within. 


• Uproar. 
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They© b/io dropped on a broad stone step and leant ber 
dead on her hand. 

Unsexed ! unsexed ! What did he mean ? ” she thought, - 
while for the first time, with a vague sense of his meaning, 
tears welled hot und bitter into her sunny eyes, while the 
jjaiiicd color burned in her face. Those tears were the first 
that she had ever known, and they were cruel ones, though ' 
they lasted but a little time ; there was too much fire in the 
young Bohemian of the Army not to scorch them as they 
rose. She stamped her foot on the stones passionately, and 
her teeth were set like a little terrier's as she muttered : 

** Unsexed ! uiiHCxcd ! Bah, M’sieu 1 ’ Aristocrat ! If you 
think 80, you shall find your thought right; you shall find 
Cigarette can hate as men hate, and t^e her revenge av 
soldiers take thein ! " 


CHAPTER XVII. 

UKDEB THS HOUSES OF HAIB. 

It was just sunset. 

The far-off summits of the Bjuijura were tinted with the 
intense glare the distant pines and cypresses cut sharply 
against the rose-waimed radiance of the sky. On the slopes 
of the hills white cupolas and terraced gardens, whore the 
Algerine haouaoh still showed the taste and luxury of Algerine 
corsairs, rose up among their wild olive shadows on the 
groves of the Icntiscus. In the deep gorges that were chan- 
nellot^'^etween tl;ie riven rocks, the luxuriance of African 
vegetation ruH^^Iot, the feathery crests of tossing reeds, the 
long floating leaves of plants, filling the dry water-courses of 
vanished streams ; the broad foliage of the wild fig, and the 
glowing, dainty blossoms of the oleander, wherever a trace 
of brook, or pool, or rivulet let it put forth its beautiful 
coronal, growing one in another in the narrow valleys, and 
the curving passes, wherever broken earth or rock gave 
shelter from the blaze and heat of the North African day. 

Farther inland the bare, sear stretches of brown plain wert 
tthdded with the dwarf palm, the vast shadowless plateaux 
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were daiolate as the great desert itself far beyond; and the 
sun, as it burned on them a moment in the glory of its last 
glow, found them naked and grand by the sheer force of 
immensity and desolation, but dreary and endless, and broken 
into lefts and chasms, as though to make fairer by theii' own 
barren solitude the laughing luxuriance of the sea*&ee of the 
Sahel. 

A moment, and tlie lustre of the light flung its own magic 
brilliancy over the Algerine water-line, and then shone full 
on the heights of El Biar and Bonzariah, and on the lofty, 
delicate, form of the Italian pines that hero and there, 
Sicilian-like, threw out their graceful heads against the amber 
sun-glow and the deep azure of the heavens. Then swiftly, 
suddenly, the sun sank; twilight passed like a gray gliding 
shade, an instant, over earth and sea ; and night, the balmy 
sultry, star-st^idded night of Africa, fell over the thirsty 
leafage longing for its dews, the closed flowers that slumbered 
at its touch, the seared and blackened plains to which its 
coolness could bring no herbage, the massive lulls that 
seemed to lie so calmly in its rest. 

Camped on one of the bare stretches above the Mustapha 
Eoad was a circle of Arab tents ; the circle was irregularly 
kept, and the Rriimas were scattered at will ; here a low one 
of canvas, there one of goatskin; here a white towering 
canopy of teleze, there a low striped little nest of shelter, 
and loftier than all, the stately heit el shar of the Sheik, with 
his standard struck into the earth in front of it, with its 
heavy folds hanging listlessly in the sultry, breathless air. 

The encampment stretched far over the level arid earth, 
and there was more than one tent where the shadowing 
folds of the banner marked the abode of some noble Djie£' 
Disorder reigned supreme, in all the desert freedom ; horses 
and mules, goats and camels, tethered, strayed among the 
conical houses of hair, browsing off the littered straw or the 
tossed-down hay ; and caldrons seethed and hissed *oyer wood 
fires, whose lurid light was flung on the eagle features and 
the white haiks of the wanderers who watched the boiling of 
their messs, or &d the embers with dry sticks. Bound other 
fires, having finished the eating of their couscoussou, the 
Bedouins lay full length, enjoying the solemn silence which 
the^ love so little to break, and smoking their long pipes, 
while through the shadows about them glided the lofty 
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figures of their brethren, with the folds of their sweeping 
burnous floating in the gloom. It was a picture. Eem* 
brandt in colour, Oriental in composition, with the darkness 
surrounding it stretching out into endless distance tliat led to 
the mystic silence of the great desert, and above the intense 
blue of the gorgeous night, with the stars burning through 
white transparent mists of slowly drifting clouds. 

In the central tent, tall and crimson striped, with iti 
mighty standard reai'ed in front, and its opening free to the 
night, sat the Khalifa, the head of the tribe, with a circle of 
Arabs about him. He was thrown on his cushions, rich 
enough for a seraglio, while the rest squatted on the morocco 
carpet that covered the bore ground, and that was strewn 
with round brass Moorish trays, and little cups emptied of 
their coffee. The sides of the tent were hung with guns 
and swords, lavishly adorned, and in the middle stood a tall 
Turkish candle-branch in fretted work, whose light struggled 
with the white flood of the moon, and the ruddy, fitful glare 
from a wood fire without. 

Beneath its light, which fell full on him, flung down upon 
another pile of cushions facing the open front of the tent, 
was a guest whom the Khalifa delighted to honor. Only a 
Corporal of Chasseurs, and once a foe, yet one with whom 
the Arab found the brotherhood of ' brave men, and on whom 
he lavished, in all he could, the hospitalities and honors of 
the desert. 

The story of their friendship ran thus : 

The tribe was now allied with France, or, at least, had ac- 
cepted French sovereigntj", and pledged itself to neutrality in 
the hostilities still rife ; but a few years before, far in the 
interior and leagued with the Kabailes, it had ly3en one of the 
fiorcest and most dangerous among the enemies of France. At 
that time the Khalifa and the Chasseur met in many a skir- 
mish; hot, desperate struggles, where men fought horse to 
horse, hand to hand; midnight frays, when, in the heart of 
lonely ravines, Arab ambuscades fell on squadrons of French 
cavalry ; terrible chases through the heat of torrid suns, when 
the glittering ranks of the charging troops swept down after 
the Bedouins’ flight ; fleiy combats, when the desert sand and 
the smoke of musketry circled in clouds above the close-locked 
struggle, and the Leopard of France and the lion of Sahara 
wsrestled in a death-grip. 
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In these, through four or five seasons of warfare, the tSheik 
auxd the Chasseur had encountered each other, till each had 
grown to look for the other’s face as soon as the standards of 
the Bedouins flashed in the sunshine opposite the guidons of 
the Imperial forces; till each had watched and noted the 
other’s unmatched prowess, and borne away the wounds of 
the other’s home-strokes, with the admiration of a bold soldier 
for a bold rival’s dauntlessness and skill ; till each had learned 
to long for an hour, hitherto always prevented by wavea of 
battle that had swept them too soon asunder, when thoy should 
meet in a duello once for all, and try their strength together 
till one bore off victory and one succumbed to death. 

At last it came to pass that after a lengthened term of this 
chivalrous antagonism, the tribe were sorely pressed by the 
Prench troops, and could no longer mass its fearless front to 
face them, but had to flee southward to the desert, and en- 
cumbered by its flocks and its women, was hardly driven and 
greatly decimated. Now among those women was one whom 
the Sheik held above all earthly things except his honor in 
war, a beautiful antelope-cyed creature, lithe and graceful as 
a palm, and the daughter of a i)ure Arab race, on whom he 
could not endure for any other sight than his own to look, and 
whom he guai'ded in his tent as the chief pearl of all his trea- 
sures ; herds, flocks, arms, even his horses, all save the honor 
of his tribe, he would have surrendered rather than surrender 
Djclma. It was a passion with him ; a passion that not even 
the, iron of his temper and the dignity of his austere calm 
could abate or conceal; and the rumor of it and of the beauty 
of its object reached the Prench camp, till an impatient cu- 
riosity was roused about her, and a raid that should bear her 
off became the favourite speculation round the picket fires at 
night, and the scorching noons, when the men lay stripped to 
their waist, panting like tired dogs under the hot. Withering 
breath that stole to them from sweeping over the yellow seas 
of sand. 

Their heated fancies had pictured this treasure of the great 
Djied as something beyond all that her sex had ever givoi 
them, and to snare her in some unwary moment was the chiel 
thought of Zephyr and Spahis when they went out on a 
scouting or foraging party. But it was easier said than done ; 
the eyes of no Prank ever fell on her, and when he was most 
closely driven the Khalifa llderim abandoned his cattle and 
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fiheep; but with the females of the tribe still safely guarded, 
fell more and more backward and southward, drawing th( 
French on and on farther and farther across the plains in tiie 
sickliest times of hottest drought. 

Keinforcements could swell the Imperial ranks as swiftly as 
they were thinned, but with the Arabs a man once fallen was 
a man the less to their numbers for ever, and the lightning- 
like pursuit began to tell terribly on them ; their herds had 
fallen into their pursuers’ hands, and famine menaced them. 
iNTevortheless, they were fierce in attack as tigers, rapid in 
swoop as vultures, and fought flying in such fashion that the 
cavalry lost more in this fruitless, worthless work, than they 
would have done in a second HohenUnden or Austerlitz. 

Moreover, the heat was intense, water was bad and very 
rare, dysentery came with the scorch and the toil of this end- 
less charge ; the chief in command, M. lo Marquis de Chateau- 
roy, swore heavily as he saw many of his best men dropping 
ofi* like sheep in a murrain, and he offered two hundred napo- 
leons to whosoever should bring either the dead Sheik’s head 
or the living beauty of Bjelma. 

One day the Chasseurs had pitched their camp where a few 
barren, withered trees gave a semblance of shelter, and a little 
thread of brackish water oozed through the yellow earth. 

It was high noon ; the African sun was at its fiercest ; far as 
the eye could reach there was only one boundless, burning, 
unendurable glitter of parching sand and cloudless sky, brazen 
beneath, brazen above, till the desert and the heavens touched, 
and blent in one tawny fiery glow in the measureless distance. 
The men lay under canvas, dead beat, half naked, without the 
power to do anything except to fight like thirst-maddened 
dogs for a draught at the shallow stream that they and their 
breathless horses soon drained dry. 

Even Kaoul de Chateauroy, though his frame was like an 
Arab’s, and knit into Arab endurance, was stretched like a 
great bloodhound, chained by the sultry oppression. He was 
ruthless, inflexible, a tyrant to the core, and sharp and swift 
as steel in his rigor, biit he was a fine soldier, and never spared 
himself any of the hardships that his regiment had to endure 
under him. 

Suddenly the noon lethargy of the camp was broken; a 
tnimpct-call rang tlirough the stillness; against the amber 
trai^parency of the horizon line the outUnes of half-a-dozen 
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toTSemen were seeu looming nearer and nearer with every 
moment j they were some Spahie who had been out sondant 
U Urrmn am environs The mighty frame of Chateauroy, 
almost as unclothed as an athlete, started £:om its slumberous, 
panting rest ; his eyes lightened hungrily ; he muttered a fiery 
oath : Mort do Dieu ! — they have the woman I '' 

They bad the woman. She had been netted near a water- 
spring, to which she had wandered too loosely guarded, and 
too far from the Eedouin encampment. The delight of th-e 
haughty Sidi’s eyes was borne off to the tents of his foes, and 
the Coloners face flushed darkly with an eager, lustful warmth, 
as he looked upon his captive. Eumor had not outboasted the 
Arab girTs beauty ; it was lustrous as ever was that when, 
far yonder to the eastward, under the curled palms of Nile, 
the sorceress of the Cajsars swept through her rose-strewn 
palace-chamber.8. Only Bjelma was as innocent as the gazelle, 
whose grace she resembled, and loved her lord with a great 
love. 

Of her suffering her captor took no more heed than if she 
were a young bird dying of shot wounds j but, with one 
triumphant, admiring glance at her, he wrote a message in 
Arabic, to send to the Khalifa, ere her loss was discovered-— a 
message more cruel than iron. He hesitated a second, where 
he lay at the opening of his tent, whom ho should send with 
it. His men were almost all half-dead with the sun-blaze. 
His glance chanced to light in the distance on a soldier to 
whom he bore no love — causelessly, but bitterly all the same. 
He had him summoned, and eyed him with a curious amuse- 
Vient : — Chateauroy treated his squadrons with much tlie same 
sans’faqon familiarity and brutality that a chief of filibusters 
uses to his. ^ 

So I you heed the heat so little, you give up your turn of 
water to a drummer, they say ? 

The Chasseur gave the sdute with a calm deference. A 
faint flush passed over the sun-bronze of his forehead. He 
had thought the Sydney -like sacrifice had been unobserved. 

The drummer was but a child, mon Commandant^* 

“ Be so good as to give us no more of those mclodrametio 
cats I” said M. lo Marquis, contemptuously. '‘You are too 
fond of trafficking in those showy fooleries. You biib© your 


* dwespinf the ooimtEy for food. 
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comrades for their favoritism too openly. Ventre^bleu 1 I 
forbid it — do you hear ? ^ 

I bear, amn ColondP 

The assent was perfectly tranquil and respectful. He was 
too good a soldier not to render perfect obedience, and keej) 
perfect silence, under any goad of provocation to break both. 

Obey, then ! ** said Chateauroy, savagely. Well, since 
you love heat so well, you shall take a flag of truce and ray 
scroll to the Sidi Ildcrim. But tell me, first, what do you 
think of this capture ? ” 

‘‘It is not my place to give opinions, M. le Colonel.” 

“Pardicu I it is your place when I bid yon. Speak, or I 
will have the matraque cut the words out of you ! ” 

“ I may speak frankly ? ” 

“ Ten thousand curses — yes ! ” 

** Then, I think that those who make war on"women are no 
longer fit to fight with men.” 

For a moment the long, sinewy, massive form of Chateau- 
roy started from the skins on which he lay at full length, like 
a lion starting from its lair. His veins swelled like black 
cords ; under the mighty muscle of his bare chest his heart 
beat visibly in the fury of his wrath. 

“ By God ! I have a mind to have you shot like a dog ! ” 

The Chasseur looked at him carelessly, composedly, but 
with a serene deference stiU, as due from a soldier to his chief. 

“ You have threatened it before, M. le Colonel. It may 
be as well to do it, or the army may think you "capricious.” 

Raoul de Chateauroy crushed a blasphemous oath through 
his clinched teeth, and laughed a certain short, sk^rn, sardonic 
laugh, "W'hich his men dr«?aded more than his wrath. 

“Ho; I will send you instead to the Khalifci. He often 
saves me the troubl<> of killing my own curs. Take a flag of 
truce and this paper, and never draw rein till you reach hum, 
if 3''our beast drop dead at the end.” 

The Chasseur saluted, took the paper, bowed with a certain 
languid, easy grace that camp life never cured him of, and 
went. He knew that the man who should take the news of 
his treasure’s loss to the Emir Ilderira would, a thousand to 
cne, perish by every torture desert cruelty could frame, despite 
the cover of the white banner, 

Phatcauroy looked after him, as he and his horse passed 
{r<hn the French caii^» in the fuU burning tide of noon 
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** If the Arabs kill him/’ he thought, ** I will foi-give Ilde- 
rim five seasons of rebellion.’' 

The Chasseur, as he liad been bidden, never drew rein 
across the scorching plateau. He rodo to what he knew was 
/ike enough to be death, and death by many a torment, os 
though ho rod© to a midnight love- tryst. His horse was of 
Arab breed — young, fieet, and able to endure extraordinary 
pressure, both of spur and of heat. He swept on, far and 
fast, through the sickly, lurid glitter of the day, over the 
loose sand, that flew in pulls around him as the hoofs struck 
it flying right and left. At last, ere he reached the Bedouin 
tents, that were still but slender black points against the 
horizon, he saw the Sheik and a party of horsemen returning 
from a foraging quest, and in ignorance as yet of the abduc- 
tion of Hjelma. He galloped straight to them, and halted 
across their line of march, with the folds of the little white 
flag fluttering in the sun. The Bedouins drew bridle, and 
IJderim advanced alone. He was a magnificent man, of middle 
age, with the noblest type of the eagle-eyed, acquilino desert 
beauty. He was a superb specimen of his race, without tho 
lean, withered, rapacious, vulture look which often mars it. 
His wliite luiik floated round limbs fit for a colossus; and 
under the snowy folds of his turban tbo olive -bronze of bis 
bold forehead, the sweep of his jet black beard, and the 
piercing luminanc<^ of his eyes had a grand and kingly majesty. 

A glance of recognition flashed Iroin liim on the Lascar, 
who had so often crossed swords with him ; and he waved 
Dack the scroll with dignified courtesy. 

“ Head it me.^' 

It was read. Bitterly, blackly, shameful, the few brutal 
words were. . They netted him as an eagle is netted in a 
shepherd’s trap. 

The moment that he gave a sign of advancing against his 
ravishers, the captive’s life woidd pay the penalty; if he 
merely remained in arms, without direct attack,, she would 
be made the Marquis’s mistress, and abandoned later to thb 
army. The only terms on which he could have her restored 
were instant submission to the imperial rule, and personal 
homage of himself a;^d all his Djouad to the Marquis as the 
representative of France — homage in which they should con&ai 
themselves dogs and the sons of (h;gs. 

So ran the meaaage of peace. 



242 UNDER TWO FLAGS. 

The Chasseur read on to the end calmly. Then Jbie lifted 
his gaze, and looked at the Emir; — he expected fifty swords 
to be bmied in his heart. 

As he gazed, ho thought no more of his own doom; he 
thought only of the revelation before him, of what passion 
and what agony could be — ^things unknown in the world 
where the chief portion of his life had passed. Ho was a 
war-hardened campaigner, trained in the ruthless school of 
African hostilities, who had seen every shape of mental and 
physical suffering, wlien men were left to perish of gun- 
wounds, as the rush of the charge swept on ; when writhing 
horses died by the score of famine and of thirst ; when the 
firebrand was hurled among sleeping encampments, and de- 
fenceless women 'were tom from their rest by the unsparing 
hands of pitiless soldiers. But the torture wliich shook for a 
second the steel-knit frame of this Arab j)assed all that he had 
dreamed as possible ; it was mute, and held in bonds of ii'on, 
for the sake of the desert pride of a great ruler's majesty; but 
it spoke more than any eloquence ever spoke yet on earth. 

With a wild, shrill yell, the Eedouins whirled their naked 
sabres above their heads, and rushed down on the bearer of 
this shame to their chief and their tribe. The Chasseur did 
not seek to defend himself. He sat motionless. He thought 
the vengeance just. 

The Hhcik raised his sword, and signed them back, as he 
pointed to the white folds of the flag. Then his voice rolled 
out like thunder over the stillness of the plains : — 

** But that you tmst yourself to my honor, I would rend 
you limb from limb. Go back to the tiger who rules you, 
and tell him that — as Allah liveth — I will fall on him and 
smite him as he hath never been smitten. Heat? or living, I 
•will have back my own. If he take her life, I will have ten 
thousand lives to answer it; if he deal her dishonor, I will 
light such a holy war through the length and breadth of the 
land that his nation shall be driven backward like choked 
dogs into the sea, and perish from the face of the earth for 
evermore. And this I swear by the Law and the Brophet ! 

The menace rolled out, imperious as a monarch's, thrillirijj 
through the desert hush. The Chasseur bent bis head, as the 
Words closed. His own teeth were tightly clinched, and hii 
face was dark. 

‘^sEmir, listen to one word/' he said briefly. Shame baa 
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been don^ to me as to you. Had I been told what words I 
bore, they had never been brought by my hand. You know 
me. You have had the marks of my steel, as I have had tlio 
marks of yours. Trust me in this, Sidi. I pledge yon my 
honor, that, before the sun setf?, she shall be given back to 
you unharmed, or I will return here myself, and your tobo 
shall slay me in what fashion they will. So alone can she be 
laved luiinjurod. Answer, will you have faith in me?** 

The desert chief looked at him long ; sitting motionless as 
a statue on his stallion, with the tierce gleam of his eyes fixed 
on the eyes of the man who so long had been his foe in con- 
tests whose chivalry cciuallcd their daring. The Chasseur 
never wavered once und(.T the set, piercing, ruthless gaze. 

Then the Emir pointed to the sun, that was now at its 
zeijilh : 

You are'a-great warrior : such men do not lie. Go, and 
if she be borne to me before the sun is half-way sunk toward 
the west, all the branches of the tribes of Ildorim shall be as 
your brethren, and bend as steel to your bidding. If not — as 
God is mighty — not one man in all your host shall live to tell 
the tale ! ** 

The Chasseur bowed his head to liis horse’s mane; then, 
without a word, wheeled round, and sped back across the 
plain. 

When he reached his own cavalry camp, he went straight- 
way to his chief. What passed behveen them none ever 
knew. The interview was brief : it was possibly as stormy. 
Pregnant and decisive it assuredly was ; and the squadrons of 
Africa marveUed that the man who dared beard Itaoul de Cha- 
teauroy in his lair came forth with his life. Whatever the 
spell he UBed,«the result was a marvel. ^ 

At the very moment that the sun touched the lower half o£ 
the western heavens, the Sheik Ilderim, where he sat in hb 
saddle, with aH his tribe stretching behind him. ,full armed, 
to sweep down like fdcons on the spoilers, if the hour passed 
with the pledge unredeemed, saw the form of the Chasseur re- 
appear between his sight and the glare of the skies ; nor did 
he ride alone* That night the Pearl of the Desert lay once 
more in the mighty, sinuous arms of the great Emir. 

But, with the dawn, his vengeance fell iu terrible fashion 
on the sleeping camp of the Pranks; and from that houl 
dated the passionate, savage, unconcealed hate of Baoul da 
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Ch&teauroy to the most daring soldier of all his fiery Horse, 
known in i is troop as '' Bel-a-faire-penr/' 

It was in iho tent of Ilderim now that he reclined, looking 
outward at the night where flumes were leaping ruddily under 
a largo caldron, and far heyond was the dark immensity of 
the star-studded sky ; the light of the moon strayed in and 
fell on the chestnut waves of his beard, out of which the long 
amber stem of an Arab pipe glittered like a golden line, and 
on the delicate, feminine cast of his profile, which, with the 
fairness of the skin — fair despite a warm hue of bronze — and 
the long slumbrous softness of the hazel eyes, were in so 
marked a contrast of race with the eagle outlines of the 
Bedouins around. 

Brom the hour of the restoration of his treasure the 8heik 
hod been true to his oath ; his tribe in all its branches had 
held the Bronch Itucar in • josest brotherhood; \vhcrever they 
were he was honored ana w^el corned ; was ho in war, tht'ir 
swords were drawn for him; w^as he in need, their houses of 
hair were spread for him ; had he want of flight, the swiftest 
and most precious of their horses was at his service ; had ho 
thirst, they w^ould have died themselves, wringing out the 
last drop from the water-skin for him. Through liini tludr 
alliance, or more justly to speak, their neutrality, was secured 
to Branco, and the .Bedouin Chief loved him with a great, 
silent, noble love that was fast rooted in the grjinite of his 
nature. Between them there was a brotherhood that beat 
down the antagonism of race, and wa^s stronger than the 
instinctive hate of the oppressed for aB ^*'iio came under the 
abhorred standard of the usn^x^cxs. He liked the Arabs, and 
they liked him ; a grave /*jurtesy, a preference for the fewest 
“♦v^rds and least demoni»wation possible, a meu^ked opinion that 
silence was golden, ^^nd that speech was at best only silver- 
washed mefcaJy. o»- Instinctive dread of all discovery of emotion, 
and a limitless power of resisting and suppressing suffering, 
were qualities the . nomads of the desert and the lion of the 
Chasseurs d’ Airique had in common ; as they had in unison a 
wild passion for war, a dauntless zest in danger, and a love 
for the hottest heat of fiercest battle. 

Silence reigned in the t^t^ beyond whose first div^si<m« 
screened by a heavy curtain <ff goat's hair, the Wutiful young 
^jelma played with her only son, a child of three or four 
hummers; Sheik lay 'mute, the Bjouad and Harabouts 
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around novov f^poko in his presence unless their lord 
them, and the Chasseur was stretched ntotionless, his (dhow 
resting on a cushion of Morocco fabric, and his eyes looking 
outward at the restless, changing movement of the firelit, 
starlit camp. 

After the noise, the mirth, the riotous songs, and the gay, 
elastic good humor of his Prench comrades, the silence and 
the calm of the Emir’s house of hair” were welcome to 
him. He never spoke much himself; of a truth his gentle, 
immutable laconism was the only charge that his Chambrfie 
ever bi ought against him. That a man could he so brief in 
words, while yet so soft in manner, seemed a thing out of all 
nature to the vivacious Frenchmen ; iliat unchanging stillaosa 
and sei’enity in one who was such a reckless, resistless croo- 
miiaine, swift as fire in the field, was an enigma that the 
Cavalerie and the Demi -ca valeric of Algeria never solved. 
Jlis coj’ps would have gone after iiim to the devil, as Claude 
de Clninrellon had averred ; but they would sometimes wax a 
little impatient that lie would never grow communicative or 
thread many phrases together, even over the best W'iiie which 
ever warmed the hearts of its drinkers or loosened all rein 
from their lips. 

I wis]\ J had come straight to yon» Sidi, when I first set 
foot in Al'rica,” he said at last, while the fragrant smoke un- 
curled from under the droop of his long j»eiidant mousl aches. 

Truly it had been well,” answered the Khalifa, who 
would have given the best stallions in his stud to have had 
this Frank with him in warfare, and in peace, there is no 
life like our life.” 

Faith! I think not,” murmured the Chasseur, rather to 
himself than#f’he Bedouin. “ The desert keeps you and your 
horse, and you can let all the rest of the world ‘ slide ’ ” 

“ But we are murderers and pillagers, say your nations,” 
resumed the Emir, with the shadow of a sardonic rpaile fiickef- 
Ing an instant over the sternness and composure of his features* 
** To rifie a caravan is a crime, though to steal a contineiit iNt 
glory/' 

Bel-i-faire-peur laughed slightly. 

Do not tempt me to rebel against my adopted flag.” 

Tfie Sheik looked at him in silence ; the French Boldiere 
had spent twelve years in the ceaseless exertions of an amused 
inquisitivenese to discover the antecedents of their volunteeri 
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the Arab's with thoir loftier 'ixistincts of courtesy had never 
hinted to him a question of whence or why he had come upon 
African soil. 

“ I never thought at all in those days, else, had I thought 
twice, I should not have gone to your enemies,” ho answered 
as lie lazily watched the Bedouins without squat on their 
heels round the huge brass bowls of couscoussou, which they 
kneaded into round lumps and pitched between their open 
bearded lips in their customary form of supper. 'Not but 
what our Itoumis are brave fellows enough ; better comrades 
no man could w^ant.” 

The Khalifa took the long pipe from his mouth and spoke ; 
his slow sonorous accents falling melodiously on the silence 
in the lingua m^ir of the Pranco-Arab tongue. 

Your comrades are gallant men ; they are lasoars hehirs^'^ 
and fearless foes ; against such my voice is never lifted, how- 
ever my sword may cross with them. But the locust -swarms 
that devour the land are the mone5^-eaters, the petty despots, 
the bribe-takers, the men who wring gold out of infamy, who 
traffic in tyrannies, who plunder under official seals, who 
curse Algiers with avarice, with fraud, with routine, with 
the hell-spawn of civilization. It is the ‘ Bureaucratie ' as 
your tongue phrases it, that is the spoiler and the oppressor 
of the soil. But, — Inshallah ! we endure only for awhile. A 
little, and the shame of the invader^ s tread will be washed 
out in blood. Allah is great, we can wait.” 

And with Moslem patience that the fiery gloom of his 
burning eyes belied, tlie Djied stretched himself once more 
into immovable and silent rest. 

The Chasseur answered nothing ; his sympathies were heart- 
with the Arabs, his allegiance and his esprit du corps 
.^ere ^"ith the service in which he was enrolled. He could 
not defenl French usurpation; but neither could hq condemn 
the Flag thd^had now become his Flag, and in which he had 
grown to feel in\5^h of national honor, to take much of national 
pride. 

They "will nevt. really win again, I am afraid,*' he 
thought as his eyes lowed wraith-like flash of the 
white burnous, as the -^g^^^j^g glided to and fro in the 
chior'oBCuro of the enca*pjjj^jj^^ ^ flicker of the 
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flaire, now in the silvered lustre of the moon. " It is the con- 
flict of the rnces, as the cant runs, and their day is done. It 
is a bolder, freer, simpler typo than anything we got in the 
world yonder. Shall we ever drift back to it in the future, 
I wonder ? ” 

The speculation did not stay with him long; Semitic, Latin, 
or Teuton race was very much the same to him, and intel- 
lectual subtleties had not much attraction at any time for the 
most brilliant soldier in tho Erench cavalry ; ho x)refen*ed the 
ling of the trumpets, ilio glitter of the sun’s play along the 
line of steel as his regiment formed in line on the eve of a 
lifo-and-death struggle, the wild breathless sweep of a mid- 
night gallop over the brown swelling plateau under the light 
of the stars, or, — in some brief- interval of indolence, and 
razzia- won wealth, — the gleam of fair eyes and the flush 
of sparkling'^sherbct when some passionate darkling glance 
beamed on him from some Arab mistress whoso scarlet lips 
murmured to him through the drowsy hush of an Algerine 
night the sense if not the song of Pelagia, 

Life is BO short at best ! 

Take while thou canst thy rest, 

^Sleeping by me ! 

Hifl thoughts drifted back over many varied scenes and 
changing memories of his service in AlgitTS, as he lay there at 
the (jiitrance of the Sheik’s tent, with the night of looming 
shadow, and reddened flrelight, and picturesquo movement 
before liim. Hours of reckless headlong delight, when meu 
grew drunk with blood slicd as with wine ; hours of horrible^ 
unsuccored suflbring, when the desert thirst had burned in hii 
throat, and #lie jagged lances been broken off at the hilt in his 
flesh, while above head tho carrion birds whcjeled, waiting^ 
their meal; hours of unceasing, unsparing slaughter, when* 
the word was given to slay and yield no mercy, where in the 
great, vaulted, cavernous gloom of rent rocl^,* the doomed 
were hemmed as close us sheep in shambles. Hours, ia the 
warm flush of an African dawn, when tho arbiter of the dud 
was the sole judge allowed or comprehended by tho tigers ot 
the tricolor, and to aim a dead shot or to receive one was the 
only alternative left, as the challenging eyes of Z6phit ” or 
" Chasse -Marais” flashed death across the ha/rrvire^ in a combat 
vhere only one might live, though the root of the auarrel had 
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been nothing more than a toss too much of brandy, a pnff ol 
tobacco-Braoke construed into insult, or a lille de joie's ma- 
iiciously cast firebrand of taunt or laugh. Hours of severe 
discipline, of relentless routine, of bitter deprivation, of cam- 
paigns hard as steel in the endurance tliey needed, in the 
miseries they entailed; of military subjection, stem and un- 
bending, a yoke of iron that a personal and pitiless tyranny 
weighted with persecution that was scarce less than hatred ; 
of an implicit obedience that required every instinct of liberty, 
every habit of early life, every impulse of pride, and manhood, 
and freedom, to be choked down like crimes, and buried as 
though they had nevtu* been. Hours again, that repaid these 
in full, when the long line of Horse swept out to the attack, 
with the sun on the ])oints 9f their weapons ; when the wheel- 
ing clonda of Arab riders poured like the (loads of the simoom 
on a thinned, devoted troop that rallied and fought as hawks 
fight herons, and savc'd the day as tlie. sky was flushed with 
that- day's decline ; when sonic soft-eyed captive, with limbs 
of free mountain grac(\ and tln^ warm vcn’ns flushing under the 
(dear olive of her (dic oks, was first wild us a young fettered 
^alcon, and th(m, like the falcon, quickly learned to tromblo 
at a touch, and grow tame under a caress, and love nothing so 
well as th(! liand that had captured her. Hours of all the 
chanceful fortunes of a soldier's life, in hill-wars and desert 
raids, passed in memory througli his thoughts now where he 
was stretched, looking droainil}^ through tlio film of his chi- 
bouque-smoke at the city of ttmts, and tlie couchant forms of 
cam'els, and the tall, ivhitc, slowly moving shapes of the law- 
less marauders of th(» sand plains. 

Is my life worth mucJi more under the French Flag than 
it was under the English?" thought the Chasseur, with a 
certain careless, indiflerent irony on himself, natural to him. 
*< There I killed time—here I kill men. Which is tlio better 
pursuit, I wonder ? The world would rather economize the 
first commodity than the last, I bedieve. J’erhaps, it don't 
make an ovorgood use of either." 

His thoughts did not stay long with that theme. He waa 
no moralist and no philosoplior, though he practised, without 
ever knowing it, a philosophy of the highest and simplest kind 
with every day that found hhn in the ranks of the Algerian 
array, and had found thought grow on him, in a grave if a 
desultory fashion, many a time when he had ridden alone 



UNDER TUB HOUSES OB li.UR, 


249 


through defiles that, for aught he kne-w, might harhor death 
with every step, or sat the only wakeful watcher beside a 
bivouac file, while his comrades slept around him, and the 
roar of angry boasts rolled upward from the ravines, or paced 
to and fro in solitude on patrol duty, with a yawning mountain 
pass, or a limitless night-veiled plain before him in the light 
, of the moon. He was more silent and more meditative than 
seemed in kecjpiiig with a wild lion of the Chasseurs, whose 
daring out-dared all the fire-eaters, and whoso negligent devilry 
had become a password all over Afiica, till “ quel p’tit verre 
a bu Bel-i-faire-pcur ? ** (alias, what special exploit has he 
done to-day ?”) became the question jmt after every skirmish 
or expedition. But he was much more of a soldier than a 
thinker at any time, and, instead of following out the problem 
cl’ the world’s uses of its two raw materials, time and men, he 
found a subject more congenial in the discussion of stable 
science with the Emir. 

To him the austere chief would unbend ; with him the thin, 
compressed lips of the Arab wmuld grow eloquent w’ith an 
impressive oratory ; for liiui all the boncls of hospitality would 
grow closer and warmer. Ilderim might be a pillager, with 
a sure swoop and a merciless steel, as the officials of imperial 
government wrote him out ; of a truth, caravanserais had felt 
the tear of his talons, and battalions staggered under the blows 
of his beak ; but he had two desert virtues that are obsolete 
in the civilized world ; he hud gratitude and he hud sincerity. 
Of course he was but a nomad, a barbarian, a robber, and a 
ruler of robbers ; of course he was but a half-savage Ishmaelite, 
or he would long have abandoned them. 

The night was someway spent when the talk of wild-pigeon- 
bluo mares and son’el stallions closed between the Djied and 
,his guest; anS the Erench soldier, who had been sent hither 
from the Bureau Arabe with another of his comrades, took liis 
way through the now still camp where th(j cattle were sleep- 
ing, and the fires w-cre burning out, and the bannei^-folds hung 
motionless in the lustre of the stars, to the black and white 
tent prepared for him. A spacious one, close to the chief’s, 
and given such luxury in the shape of ornamented weapons, 
thick carpets, and soft cushions, as the tribe’s resources, drawn 
from many a raid on travellers far south, could bring together 
to testify their hospitality. 

As he opened the folds and entered, his fellow-soldier, who 
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was lying on his back, with his heels much higher than his 
head, and a short pipe in his teeth, tumbled himself up with 
a rapid summersault, and stood bolt upright, giving the salute ; 
a short, sturdy little man, with a skin burnt like a coffee-berrys 
ihat was in odd contrast with his light dancing blue eyes, and 
his close matted curls of yellow hair. 

Beg pardon, sir ! I was half asleep ! '' 

The Chasseur laughed a little. 

' “ DonH talk English ; somebody will hear you one day,'' 

“ What’s the odds if they do, sir ? " responded the othe 
** It relieves one's feclins a little. All of ’em. know I^m 
English, but never a one of 'em know what you are. The 
name you was enrolled by won’t really tell 'cm nothing. 
They guess it ain’t yours. That cute little chap, I’ata, ho 
says to me yesterday, ^ You’re always a ’treatin’ of your ffaloune 
like as if he was a prince.’ * Dammee ! ’ says I, ‘I’d like to 
see the prince as would hold a candle to him.’ ‘ You’re right 
there,* says the little ’un. ‘ There ain’t his equal for takiii’ 
off a beggar’s head with a back sweep.’ ” 

The Corporal laughed a little again, as he tossed himself 
down on the carpet. 

** Well, it’s something to have one virtue ! But have a care 
what those chatter-boxes get out of you.” 

“ Lord, sir ! Ain’t I been a takin’ care these ten years ? 
It comes quite natural now. I couldn’t keep my tongue still; 
that wouldn’t be in anyways possible. So I’ve let it run on 
oiled wheels on a >->A0iisi^nd rum tracks and doublings. I’ve 
told 'em puch a loi of amazin’ stories about where Ava kem 
from, thr.t they’ve got half a million different styles to choose 
out of. SoiT® t^nks as how you’re a Polish nob, what got 
/nto hot wa;Br with the Bussiaus; some ai^ how you’re a 
Italian prince what was cleaned out like Parma and them 
was ; some os how you’re a Austrian Archduke, that have cut 
your country because you was in love with the Empress, and 
had a duel about her that scandalized the whole empire : some 
as how you're a exiled Spanish grandee a' come to learn tac- 
tics and that like, that you may go back, and pitch O'Donnell 
into the middle of next week, whenever you see a chance to 
cut in and try conclusions with him. Bless you, sir I you may 
let me alone for bamboozlin' of anybody ! ” 

The Corporal laughed again, as he began to unharness him- 
self. There was in him a certain mingling of insoueiance 
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slid melancholy, each of which alternately predominated ; the 
former his by nature, the latter born of circumstance. 

‘‘If you can outwit our friends the Zephyrs, and the 
Loustics, and the Indigenes, you have reached a hu^ght of 
diplomacy indeed ! I would not engage to do it myself. Take 
my word for it, ingenuity is always dangerous — Silenoe is 
always safe.*' 

“ That may be, sir," responded the Chasseur, in the sturdy 
English with which his bright blue eyes danced a fitting 
nationality. “ No doubt it's uncommon good for them as can 
bring their minds to it — just like water instead 0* wine — ^but 
it’s very tryin’ like the teetotalism. You might as well tell 
a Newfoundland not to love a splash as mo not to love a 
chatter. I’d cut my tongue out sooner than say never a word 
that you don’t wish — but say somethin* I must, or die for 
it.’’ 

With which the speaker, knowm to Algerian fame by the 
sobriquet of Crat‘he-ati-ne%^d*la-Mortf from the hair-breadth 
escapes and reckless razzias from which he had come out 
without a scratch, dropped on his knees, and began to take 
off the trappings of his fellow-soldier, with as reverential 
a service as though he were a lord of the bedchamber serving 
a Louis Quatorze. The other motioned him gently away. 

No, no. I have told you a thousand times we are com- 
rades and equals now." 

“ And I’ve told you a thousand times, sir, that we arenH^ and 
never will be, and don’t oughtn’t to be,’’ replied the soldier, 
doggedly, drawing off the spurred and dust-covered boots. 
“ A gentleman’s a gentleman, let alone what straits he fall 
into." 

“But ceases to be one as soon as he takes a service he 
cannot requite, or claims a superiority he does not possess. 
We have been fellow-soldiers for twelve years — r-" 

“ So we have, sir ; but we are what we ^waya was, and 
always will be — one a gentleman, t’other a scan*]). If you 
think so be as I’ve done a good thing side by side with you 
now and then in the fightin’, give me my own way and lot 
me wait on you when I can. I can’t do much on it when 
those other fellows’ eyes is on us ; but here I can and I 
— beggin’ your pardon — so there’s an end of it. One may 
speak plain in this place with nothing but them Arabs about; 
and all the army know well enough, sir, that if it weren’t for 
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that black devil, Chatoauroy, youM have had your officei'^a 
commission and your troop too long before now 

Oh no. There are scores of men in the ranks merit pro^ 
motion better far than I do. And, — leave the ColoneTs name 
alone. He is our chief, whatever else he be.^' 

The words were calm and careless, but they carried a 
weight with them that was not to be disputed; ‘‘Crache-' 
au-iie;5-d’la-Mort ” hung his head a little and went on un- 
harnessing his Corporal in silence, contenting himself with 
muttering in his throat that it was true for all that, and the 
whole regiment knew it. 

Tou are happy enough in Algeria — eh?'' asked the one 
he served, as he stretched himself on the skins and carpets, 
and drank down a sherbet that his self-attached attendant had 
made with a skill learned from a pretty cantini^re, who had 
given him the lesson in return for a slaslring blow with 
which he had struck down two ** Riz-pain-sels,” who as the 
best paid men in the army had tried to cheat her in the price 
of her Cognac. 

sir? Never was so happy in my life, sir. I'd be 
discontented indeed if I wasn't. Always some spicy bit of 
fighting. If there aren’t a fantasia, as they call it, in the 
field, there’s always somebody to pot in a small way; and 
if you’ie lying by in barracks there’s always a scrimnuge 
hot as pepper to be got up with fellows that love the row 
just as well as you do. It’s life, that’s where it is ; it ain't 
rustin'." 

Then you prefer the French service? " 

Eight and away, sir. You see this is how it is," and 
the redoubtable yellow-haired Crache-au-nez-d’la-Mort " 
pfUised in the vigorous cleansing and brusliing he was bestow- 
ing^E.his Corporal’s uniform and stood at ease in his shirt 
and trowWs^ with his eloquence no way impeded by 
br4le-^ueule'"^l^^ was always between his teeth. “Over 
there in England^ you know, sir, pipe-clay is the douce- 
and-all ; you've always got to have the stock on, and look as 
stilf as a stake, or it’s all up with you ; you’re that tormented 
about little things that you get riled and kick the traces 
before the great 'uns come to try you. There's a lot of lads 
would be game as game could be in battle, ay, and good lads 
to boot, doing their duty right as a trivet when it came to 
^ything like war, that are clean druv’ out of the service ip 
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tune 0* peace, along with all them petty persecutions that 
worry a man’s skm like mosquito-bites. Now here they 
know that, and Lord ! what soldiers they do make through 
knowing of it ! It’s tight enough and stern enough in big 
things ; martial law sharp enough, and obedience to the lettw 
all through the campaigning; but that don’t grate oh a 
• fellow ; if he’s worth his salt he’s sure to understand that he 
must move like clockwork in a fight, and that he’s to go to 
hell at double-quick-march, and mute as a mouse, if his 
officers see fit to send him. That^s all right, but they don’t 
fidget you here about the little fal-lals; you may stick your 
pipe in your mouth, you may have your lark, you may do as 
you like, you may spend your decompte how you choose, you 
may settle your litUe duel as you will, you may shout and 
sing and jump and riot on the march, so long as you ma/rch on ; 
you may lounge about half dressed in any stylo as suits you 
best, so long as you’re up to time when the trumpets sound 
for you; and that’s what a man likes. He’s ready to be a 
machine when the machine’s wanted in working trim, but 
when it’s run off the line and the steam all let off, he do like 
to oil his own wheels, and lie a bit in the sun at his fancy. 
There aren’t better stuff to make soldiers out of nowhere than 
Englishmen, God bless ’em, but they’re badgered, they're 
horribly badgered, and that’s why the service don’t take over 
there, let alone the way the country grudge ’em every bit of 
pay. In England you go in the ranks — well, they all just 
teU you you’re a blackguard, and there’s the lash, and you’d 
better behave yourself or you’ll get it hot and hot ; they take 
for granted you’re a bad lot or you wouldn’t be there, and in 
course you’re riled and go to the bad according, seeing that 
it’s what’s expected of you. Here, contrariwise, you conni 
in the ranks and get a welcome, and feel that it just rests 
with yourself whether you won’t be a fine fellow or not ; and 
just along of feelin’ that you’re pricked to show the best metal 
you’re made on, and not to let nobody else beat vpu out of 
the race like. Ah! it makes a wonderful difference to a 
fellow — a wonderful difference — whether the service he’s 
come into look at him as a scamp that never will be nothin’ 
hU a scamp, or as a rascal that’s maybe got in him, all rascal 
though he is, the pluck to turn into a hero. It makes a 
wonderful difference, this ’ere, whether you’re looked at as 
stuJSr ttkat’s only fit to be shovelled into the sand after a 
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tdtile; or as stulf that’ll belike churn into a great man. 
And it’s just that difference, air, that Prance has found out, 
and England hasn’t — God bless her all the same.” 

With which the soldier whom England had turned adrift, 
and France had won in her stead, concluded his long oration 
by dropping on his knees to relill his Corporal’s chibouque. 

A army’s just a machine, sir, in course,” he concluded, 
as he rammed in the Turkish tobacco. ** But then it’s a live 
machine for all that ; and each little bit of it feels for itself 
like the joints in an eel’s body. Now, if only one of them 
little bits smarts, the whole crittur goes wrong — there’s the 
mischief.” 

Bcl-^i-faire-peur listened thoughtfully to his comrade where 
ho lay flung full length on the skins. 

I dare say you are right enough. I knew nothing of my 
men when — when T was in England ; we none of us did ; but 
I can very well believe what you say. Yet — fine fellows 
though they are here, they are terrible blackguards ! ” 

** In course they are, sir ; they wouldn’t be such larky com- 
pany unless they was. But what I say is that they’re scamps 
who’re told they may be great men if they like ; not scamps 
who’ re told that because they’re once gone to the devil they 
must always keep there. It makes all the difference in 
life.” 

« Yes — it makes all the difference in life, whether hope is 
left, or — left out ! ” 

The words were murmured with a half smile that had a 
dash of infinite sadness in it ; the other looked at him quickly 
with a shadow of keen pain passing over the bright, frank, 
laughing features of his sunburnt face; he knew that the 
bffcf words held the whole history of a life. • 

Won’t there never be no hope, sir?” he whispered, while 
his voice l^embled a little under the long fierce “ Zephyr ” 
sweep of his yellow moustaches. ' ^ 

The Chasseur rallied himself with a slight, careless laugh ; 
the laugh with which he had met before now the onslaught 
of charges ferocious as those of the magnificent day of 
Mazagrau. 

“ Whom for ? Both of us ? Oh yes, very likely we sliall 
uchieve fame, and die sous-ofEciers or gardes-champ^tres ! A 
jplendid destiny,” 

^ No, sir,” said the other with the hesitation still in tkf 
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qmver of his voice. You know I meant, no hope of youi’ 
ever being again ” 

He stopped ; he scjaroely knew how to phrase the thought* 
he was thinking. 

The other moved with a certain impatience. 

How often must I tell you to forget that I was ever 
‘anything except a soldier of h'rance? — forget as I have for- 
gotten it ! 

The audacious, irrepressible Cracho-au-ncz-dla-Mort,’* 
whom nothing could daunt and nothing could awe, looked 
penitent and ashamed as a chidden spaniel. 

“ I know, sir. I have tried, many a year, but I thought 
perhaps as how his lordsloip’s death ” 

** ITo life and no death can make any difference to me, 
except the death that some day an Arbico’s lunge will give 
me ; and that iV a long time coming.'^ 

‘‘Ah, for God’s sake, Mr. Cecil, don^t talk like this ! 

The Chasseur gave a short, shaq) shiver, and started at tl o 
name, as if a bullet had struck him. 

“ Never say that again ! 

Rake, Algerian- christened Cracfie-m-nez-dHa-Mort, stam- 
mered a contrite apology. 

“I never have done, sir,— not for never a year, but it 
wrung it out of me like — ^you tallving of wanting death in 
that way 

Oh, I don't want death ! ” laughed the other, with a low, 
indifferent laughter, that had in it a singular tone of sadness 
all the w^hile. “I am of our friends the Spahis' opinicii — 
that life is very pleasant with a handsome well- chosen harem, 
and a good horse to onc^s saddle. Unliappily harems lire too , 
expensive for 4loumis! Yet I am not sure that 1 anj.abi 
better amused in the Chasseurs than I was in tho !lIc«lsehold 
— ^specially when we are at war. I suppose we must be wild 
animals at the core, or we should never find such infinite 
zest in the death grapple. Good night ! ” 

He stretched his long, slender, symmetrical limbs out on 
the skins that made his bed, and closed his eyes, with tho 
chibouque still in his mouth, and its amber bowl resting ov 
the carpet, which the friendship and honor of Sidi-Ilderim 
had strewn over the bare turf on which the house of bait 
was raised. He was accustomed to sleep as soldiers sleep, 
in all the din of a camp, or with the roar of savage brutes 
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echoing from the hills around, with his saddle beneath his 
head, under a slab of rock, or with the knowledge that at 
every instant the alarm might be given, the drums roll out 
over the night, and the enemy be down like lightning on the 
bivouac. But now a name — ^long unspoken to him — had re- 
called years he had buried far and for ever from the first 
til at he had worn the Icepi d'ordonnance of the Army of Algeria, 
and been enrolled among its wild and brilliant soldiers. 

Now, long after his comrade had slept soundly, and the 
light in the single bronze Turkish candle-branch had flickered 
and died away, the Chasseur d’Afrique lay wakeful, looking 
outward through the folds of the tent at the dark and silent 
camp of the Arabs, and letting his memory drift backward to 
a time that bad grown to be to him as a dream — a time when 
another world than the w^orld of Alrica had known him os 
Bertie Cecil. 


CHAPTEE XVIII. 

CIGARETTE EN BIENEAITaTCE. 

Oh h^ ! We are a queer lot; a very queer lot. Sweep- 
ings of Europe, said Claude de Chanrcllon, dashing some 
Vermont off his golden moustaches, where he lay full length 
yoi three chairs outside the Cafe in the Place du Qouverne- 
ment, where the lamps were just alit, and sliining through the 
burnished moonlight of an Algerian evening, and the many- 
colored, m any-raced, picturesque, and polyglot population of 
the town were all fluttering out with the sunset, like so many 
gay-colored moths. 

“Hein! Diamonds are found in the chiffonier* ^ 
ings,” growled a General of Division, who was the most 
terrible martinet in the whole of the French service, but who 
loved “ mee enfans d'e7ifer,** f wont to term his 

men, with a great love, and who would never hear another 
disparage them, however he might order them blows of the 
^traquey or exile them to Beylick himself. 
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You are poetic, mon General,” said Claude de Chanrcllon ; 

but you are true. We are a farnace in which Blackguardism 
ift burnt into Dare-devilry, and turned out as Heroism. A 
fine manufacture that, and one at which Prance has no equal.” 

“ But our manufactures keep the original hall mark,, and 
show that the de^dl made them if the drill have molded 
*them ! ” urged a Colonel of Tirailleurs Indigenes. 

Chanrellon laughed, knocking the ash off a huge cigar. 

Piirdieu ! We do our original maker credit then ; 
nothing good in this world unthout a dash of diableiie. 
Sci'uples are the wet blankets, proprieties are the blank walls, 
principles are the quickset hedges of life, but devilry is its 
champagne ! ” 

Ventrcbleu ! ” growled the General. ** We have a right 
to praise the blackguards ; without them our conscripts would 
be very poor trash. The conscript fights because he has to 
figlit, the blackguard figlits because he loves to fight. A great 
diflerenco that.” 

The Colonel of Tirailleurs lifted his eyes; a slight pale 
efFcmiriato darlc-e3Td Parisian, who looked scarcely stronger 
than a liotdiousc fiower, yet who, as mimy an African cliron- 
icle could tell, was swift as fire, keen as steel, unerring as a 
leopard’s leap, untiling as an Indian on trail, once in the 
field with his Indigenes. 

“ In proportion as one loves powd(‘r, one lias been a scoundrel, 
mon Gthicral,” he murmured, ^‘what the catalogue of your 
crimes must be ! ” 

The tough old campaigner laughed grimly., he took it as a 
high compliment. 

‘^Sapristi! The cardinal virtues don’t send anybody 1 
guess into African service. And yet, pardieu, 1 don’t 
What fellows ^ liavc knoum ! 1 have had men amo^'^ juy 

ZephjTS — and they were the wildest praUfiHPA Loo — that 
would have ruled the world ! I have had more wit, more 
address, more genius, more devotion, in some hcadioiig scamp 
of a lomtic than all the courts and cabinets would furnish. 
Such lives, such lives too, morbleu! ” 

And he drained his absinthe tlioughtfully, musing on the 
marvellous vicissitudes of Avar, and on the patrician blood, the 
wasted wit, the Beaumarchais talent, the Mirabeau power, 
the adventures like a page of fairy tide, the brains whose 
strength could have guided^ a sceptre, which he had found 

% 
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and known ; Ijiddeii iiiulcr the rough uniform of a Zephyi*, 
buried beneath the canvas shirts of a Ilourai, lost for ever in 
the wild lawless escapades oi’ rebellious pratiques who 
closed f heir days in th(‘ still in.'v darkness of the dungeons of 
or in seme obscuj-e skirmish, somci nndniglit vidette, 
wliut* an Arab flissa severed the cord of the warped life, 
and the death was unlioiiored by even a line in the Gazettes 
dll Jonr. 

laugheil Chanrcllcn, regardless of Ihc General’s 
oh‘('r\ation. df we all ])iiblish(‘d our Ihe A\orld 

would luiv(‘ a droll book. Dumas and TiTvail would be beat 
out of llu* held. d’h<‘ real reoriiiting seigtaiiils tiiut send us 
to th(‘ ranks would lie soon hiiiiid to be 

'Women ! ” gn)wl(Ml the General. 

Cards,” sighed tin*. Colomd. 

'^Absinthe,” multered anoiluT. 

**!Mussetism in a garret.” 

Politics un pvu frnp fm'L^^ 

** A comedy that was hi^'>ed.” 

Caibonarist vows when one whg a Lei ” 

The spleen.” 

The dice.” 

** Tlic} roulette.’^ 

The^'natiu'al desire of humanity to kill nnd to get killed 
**Morblcu!” cried Chanrellon, as llie voie(;s closed, all 
those iniscliiefo ht‘at the dium, and send volunteers to the 
ranks, sure enough; but the General nanuMl 1b(‘ v'orst. Look 
ut tliut little Cora; the Minister of AVar should give lior the 
Cross. 81ie sends ns ten tiinf's more fire-eaters Ilian the CoU" 
Bcription does, Live tine fellows — of tlui v}cilh roche too— » 
joined to-day, because she has stripped them of eveiytliing, 
und they have nothing for it but the servicb. She is in- 
valuable, Cora.” 

And llicre is not mucli to look at in her eitlier,” objected 
a captain, wdio commanded 'J'urcos. 1 saw her whim our 
detachment went to show in Paris. A baby face, innocent in 
a cherub — a soft voice — a sliapc that looks as slight and aa 
breakable as the stem of my glass — there is the end! ” 

d'he Colonel of Tirailleurs laughed scornfully but gently, 
he had been a great lion of the fashionable world betoie Jm 

out to his Indii^iTje.s. 

![■ '' 
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The end of Cora ! The end of her is — ‘ VEnfer ! ' My 
good Akide — that ‘bajyfuce' has ruined more of.us than 
would make up a battalion. She is so quiet, so tender ; smiles 
like an angel, glides like a fawn ; is a little sad too, the inno- 
cent dove ; looks at you with eyes as clear as water, and paf 1 
before you know wliorc yon aro, she has pillaged -vritb both 
hands, and you wake one line morning baTikrupt ! 

“ AYliy do you let lier do it?’* growled the vieille inotiHache^ 
who had served under Junot, when a little lad, and had scant 
knowledge of the ways and wiles of the syrens of the Ru© 
Breda. 4 

Ah-bah ! ” said the Colonel, Avitli a slirng of liis shoulders ; • 
i.s the tiling he mined hy Cora, 'fhero is Bobee-je- 
irdenfous; then; is Blondc-Mmu-Miou ; tluTe is the Coriselte; 
tliere is ^^eroli; tlu ro is Loto — any one of them is equally 
good stylo with Cora; but to be at all in the fashion, one 
^ust have beVn talked of -with one of the six.” 

Biantro ! '* sighed Claude do Chaurellon, fitreiching his 
handsome limbs, wdtli a sigh of reeollectiou ; for Paris had 
heu'n a Paradise Lost to him for many seasons, and ho liad 
liad of late ycors but one solitary glimpse of it. It wus 
C(eur d’Acicr who was the rage in my time. She ate mo up 
— that Avoniaii — in throe months. 1 laid not a hundred franca 
loft : she stripped me as hare as a [)ig(M)ri. Her passion was 
emeralds m cahoclmi just then. YVelJ, imieralds en cahochon 
made un end of me, and simt me out liere. Cceiir d’Acier 
was a wonderful woman ! — and the chief wondc^r of lieT w'as, 
that she avus as ugly as sin.” 

** Ugly ? ” 

Ugly as sin! But she had the knack of making herself 
Viore charming than Yen us. How she did it nobody knew; 
but men loft* the prettiest creatures for her: and she ruined 
US, I thunk, at the rale of a. score a mouth.” 

“Like Loto,” chimed in the Tirailleur. “ Loto has not a 
shred of beauty. She is a big, angular, raw-bone i Hormande, 
with a rough voice, and a villanous ])atois; but to be well 
with Loto is to have achieved distinction at once. She will 
have nothing under the third order of nobility; and Prince 
Paul shot the Due de Var about her the other day. She is a 
great creature, Loto ; nobody knows her secret.” 


* Jtimersd^ uncut. 
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** Vaudace, mon ami; toujoura de raudacef^^* said Chan- 
rollon, frith a twist of his superb moustaches. “It is the 
finest quality out ; nothing so sure to win. Hallo ! tlicre is 
2e heau caporal listening. Ah I Behi-faire-peur, you fell, too, 
among the Lotos and the Coeurs d’Acier once, I will warrant." 

Tl>e Chasseur, who was passing, paused and smiled a little, 
as he saluted. 

“ Cojurs d*Acier are to be foimd in all ranks of the sex, 
monsieur, I fancy ? ” 

“ Bah ! you beg the question. Hid not a woman send you 
out here— eh ? " 

“ No, monsieur — only chance." 

“A fig for your chance! Women are the mischief that 
casts us adrift to chance." 

“ Monsieur, we cast ourselves somct.imes." 

“Hiou de Hieu! I doubt that. We should go straight 
enough if it were not for them." 

The Chasseur smiled again. 

“ M. Ic Viscomte thinks we are sure to be right, tb^n, 
for the key to every black story, we ask, ‘ Who was she ^ " 

“ Of course I do. Well ! who was she ? We are all quoting 
our tempters to-night. Give us your story, mon hr am / " 

“ Monsieur, you have it in the folioa matriculea, as wxdl as 
my sword could write it." 

“ Good, good I " muttered the listening General. The 
soldicr-likc answer pleased him, and he looked attentively at 
the giver of it. 

Chanrcllon’s brown eyes flashed a bright response. 

“ And your sword writes in a brave man’s fashion — writes 
what France loves to read. But before you wore your sword 
here ? Tell ua of that. It was a romance — wasn’t it ? " 

“ If it were, I have folded down the page, monsieur." 

“ Open it then ! Come — what brought you out among 
usP You had gamed au roi devouiUe — that was it. Out 
with it!" 

“Monsieur, direct obedience is a soldier’s duty; but I 
Dover heard that inquisitive annoyance was an officer’s 
privilege?" 

The words were calm, cold, a little languid, and a little 
naughty. The manner of old habit, the instinct of biuied 


Audacity, my friend I Always that 1 
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prido spoke in them, and disregarded the barrier between a 
private of Chasseurs who was but a 8ous*ofiSoier, and a Colonel 
Commandant who was also a noble of France. 

Involuntarily, all the men sitting round the little tables, 
outside the cafe, turned and looked at him. The boldness of 
sptM'cli mid the (quietude of tone drew all their eyes in ctiriOBity 
upon him. 

Chaiirellon flushed scarlet over his frank brow, and an in* 
stunt’s passion gleamed out of his eyes : the next he threw his 
three chairs down with a crash, as he shook his mighty frame 
like an Alpine dog, and bowed with a French grace, with a 
campaigner’s frankness. 

“A right rebuke! — fairly given, and well deserved. I 
thank you for the lesson/* 

The Chasstfur looked auriirised and moved ; in truth, he was 
more touched than he showed. Under the rule of Chateauroy, 
consideration or courtesy hud been things long unshown to 
him. Involuntarily, forgetful of rank, he stretched his hand 
out, on the impulse of soldier to soldier, of gentleman to gen- 
tleman. Then, as the bitter remembrance of the difference of 
rank and station botween them flashed on his memory, he was 
raising it proudly but deferentially, in the salute of a sub- 
ordinate to his superior, when Chanrellon's grasp closed on it 
readily. The victim of Ccour d*Acier was of as gallant a 
temper as ever blent the reckless condotti^.re with the thorough- 
bred noble. 

The Chasseur colored slightly, as be remembered that he 
had forgotten alilve his own position and their relative rations. 

I beg your pardon, Monsieur lo Viscornte,” ho said simply, 
OB he gave the salute with ceremonious grace, and passed 
onward rapidly, as though he wished to forget and to have 
forgotten the momentary sell’- oblivion of which he had been 
guilty. ^ 

‘^ilieu!** muttered CImnrellon, as he looked after him, 
and struck his hand on the marble-topped table till* the glasses 
shook. ** 1 would give a year’s pay to know that fine fellow’s 
history. He is a gentleman — every inch of him.” 

And a good soldier, which is better,*’ growled the General 
of Brigade, who had begun life in his time driving an ox- 
plough over the heavy tillage of Alsace. 

A private of Chateauroy— eh?” asked the Tirailleur, 
lifting his eye-glass to watch the Chasseur as he went. 
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Pardioti, — yes, — more’s the pity/’ said Chanrellon, who 
spoke Ilia tliouglits as hastilj'^ as a hand-grenade scatters its 
powder. The Black Hawk hates him — God knows why — i 
and kept down in con sequence, as if he were the idlest 
lout or the most incorrigible rebel in the aeiwice. Look at 
what ho has done. All the Bureaux will tell you there ih 
not a liner Roiimi in AlVica. — not even among our vScliaouachs ! 
Since lie joined, there has not been a hot and heavy thing 
wiih the Arabs that ho has not Inul his share in. There h.'is 
not b(‘en a cdin])edgn in Oran or Kabaila tliat he has not gone 
out with. Ilia liiiilis are sbi^lnsl all over wdth Bedouin steel. 
He n»d(! once twenty blagues to deliver dispatcihos with a 
B[)ear-head in liis side, and fell, in a dead faint, out of his 
saddle juat as h<‘ gave lliein up to the eoininimdant’s own 
hands. Ho savc<l the day, two years ago, at (iranaila. AYe 
should have been cut (o jneces, as sure as destiny, if he had 
not coll(*('t((l a haiidliil of brobeii Cliasseurs together, and 
rallied them, and rated them, and lushed tliein with their 
shame, till they dashed willi him to a man into tln^ thickest 
of the light, and ])i('rced the Arabs’ centre, and gave us 
breathing room, till we all charged together, and beat the 
Arhicos back like a herd of jackals. Tliero are a hundred 
more like stories of him — every one of them true as my sabre; 
— and, in reward, he lias just been made a galorme ! ” 

Superb ! ” said the General, with grim significance. 
** Ce rHe^t pas d la France — I Twelve years! In live 
Tinder Napoleon, lie would have been at the head of a brigade; 

but then ” and t]i(‘ veteran drank his ahsiiithc3 witli a regret- 

^ij^^ielancholy ; hut then, Napoleon read hio men himself 
and tlu'in wrong. It is a divine gift that for 

can rt'ad, too,” said Chanrellon, Jue/B- 
tafivtij' ; it “petit nom^’- ' LVateuuroy hud 

gained loug bel'ore, he was best known through 

the army, “hio ejes are keener than his, to trace a Uscar 
lebir. But, where he hates, he strikes beak and talons — 
pong ! — till the thing drops dead — oven where he strikes a 
bird of bis own brood.” 

**That is bad,” said the old General^ sententioiisly . 
^.^ere are four people w^ho should havo no personal likes 
or dislikes : they are an innkeeper, a schoolmaster, a ship’s 
skipp*. i‘, and a militaiy chief.” 
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With which axiom he called for some more veri-vort. 

3kLoari while, the Chassear wont his way through the cos- 
mopolitan groups of the groat square. A little farther 
onward, laughing, smoking, chatting, eating ices outside a 
Cafe Ciiautaut, M^ore a group of Ei^glisl^inc'n — a yuchiing 
])iirty, whose schooner lay in tlic liarboi . lie lingered u 
moinciit., and lighted a fusee, just for the sake of h<'uring the 
old familiar words. As ho bent his Jiead Jihove the vosuviun, 
no one saw the shadow of pain that jjasst'd over liis face. 

Hut one of them looked at him curiously and eani(\stly : 

The deuce, he murmured to tlu; mail nearest him, “ who 
the dir kens is it tliat French soldier’s Jike f ” 

The French soldier heard, ami, witli the cigar in hig 
teeth, moved away (quickly. Ife was unoas}' in the city — 
uiuMsy lest 1^0 sliould be recogiiizetl by any pusser-by or 
tviurist. 

i need not f<‘ar that, ihougb,” he thought with a smile. 
‘‘ T('U years! — wliy, in Uuit wojid, wo used to forget the 
bhutkesL juin in ten (lays, and the best liib among us ten 
hours oiler its grave was closed. Ik^sidc's, 1 am safe enough. 
1 am dead!” 

And ho pursued his onward Avay, with tluj red glow of 
the cigar under the chestnut sjilendor of his beard, and tho 
bhu'.k eyes of veub'd ]M.()resco women llashed lovingly on his 
tall litlie form, with the s( arJot swatlu'd round his 

loins, and the scarlet undrr ss fi'z mT on Ids for (head, fair as 
a woman’s still, (hispitc of llie lawny glow of the Afric sun, 
that had bofui on it ibr so long. 

Jlo was “ dead ; ” tlicnuu liad lain all his siauirity ; thereby 
had Heaut}^ of the Brigades” been buried beyond all dis- 
covery in “ fjLd-a-faire-peiir” of the 2ud Cha>^s..‘.urs d’Alri([U(u 
AVlieji, cm tlie AianMillcs rails, the muecTatioii and shugliter 
of as terrifiie an aceident as ever befell a train rushing 
Ihrougli midiiighi daikness, at headlong speed, had hdt him- 
self and tlie one man iaitliful to liis lortum s uiduirmed by 
little less than a niiracde ; he had t-eeii in the cidamity the 
surest BiU'een irom discovery or pursuit. 

Leaving the baggage where it was jamnn.'d among the 
d^Sbris, he had struck m;ross the country with llaLe ibr the 
fesv leagues that still lay beUvecu them and the city, and had 
entered Marseilles as Aveary foot travellers, before half the 
ruin on the rails hud been seen by the full noon sum 
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Aft it chanced, a trading yawl was loading in the port, to 
run across to Algiers that very day. The skipper was short 
of men, and afraid of tlie Lascars, who were the only sailors 
that ho seemed likely to find, to fill up the v'acant places in 
his sjuall crew. 

Cecil oficred himself and his comrade for the passage. He 
had only a very few gold ])iecoa on his ])crson, and he v/a« 
willing to work his way across, if he could. 

‘‘Jlut you’re a gentleman,’’ said thf‘ skipper, doubtfullj 
oy(3ing him, and his velvet dress, and black ttomhroro with 
its eagle’s plume. 1 want a rare, rough, able*, seaman, for 
there’ll be like to ho foul weather. She looks too fair to 
last,” ho concluded, with a glaiujo upward at the sky. 

He was a Liverpool man, master and owner of liis own 
rakish -looking little LUunv-lmlled craft, that, rumor was wont 
to say, was not averse to a hit of ^slaving, if she 'found hersedf 
in far seas, with a likely run before her. 

You’re a swcdl, that’s what you are,” emphasized the 
Bkipjjer. You beau’t no sort of use io mo.” 

Wait a second,” answered (k‘cil. Did you ever chance 
to hear of a schooner called Rogina ” 

The skipper’s face lighted in a moment. 

‘‘Her as was in the Biscay, July come two years? her as 
druv’ through the storm like a mad thing, and fiew like a 
swallow, when everything was splittin’ and founderin’, and 
shipping seas around her ? her as was the first to bear down 
tp the great Wrestler j a -lyin’ there 1ml 1 over in water, and 
took aboard all as ever she could hold o’ the passengers, 
a-pi tollin’ out her own beautiful cabin fittins to have as 
'much room for the poor w'n^tches as ever she could ? Be you 
tt-mhauin’ her ? ” e 

Cecil nodded assent. 

** She was my yacht, that’s all; and I was without a 
captain through that storm. Will you think me a good 
enough sailor now?” 

The skipper wrung liis hand, till he nearly wrung it off. 

Good enough ! Blast my timbers ! there aren’t one will 
bear you in any waters. Come on, sir, if so bo as you wishc.s 
it ; but 11 ever a stroke of work shall you do atween my decks. 
I never did think as how one of your yachting nobs could 
ever be fit to lay hold of a tiller; but, hang me, if the Club 
ma^e such sailors as you it’s a rare ’un l Lord a mercy S 
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ivhy, my wife was in the Wrestler. I Vo heard her tell 
scores of times as how sho was almost dead, when that little 
j-acht came through a s^valing sea, that was all hefti?‘in^ and 
foarin^ round the wreck, uiid as how the swell whtit owned 
it gev* his cabin up to the womenkind, and had his swivel 
guUvS and his handsome furniture pitched over board, that he 
might be able to carry more passengers, and fed ’em, and 
gov’ ’em champagne all around, and treated ’em like a princOi 
till he ran ’em straight into Brest Harbor. But, damn me! 

that over a swell like j^ou should ” 

Let’s weigh anchor,” said Bertie, quietly. 

And so he crossed unnoticed to Algeria, whSe through 
Enro])C the tidings went, that the mutilated form, crushed 
bt'twecxi iron and wood, on the Marseilles line, was his, and 
tlifit he had penshed in that awful, ink-black, sultry southern 
night, when l^ie rushing trains had met, as meet the thunder- 
clouds. The world thought him dead ; as such the journals 
recorded him, with thj shameful outlines of imputed crime, 
to make the death the darker ; as such his name was for- 
bidden to bo uttered at Iloyallieu ; as such the Seraph 
mourned him with passionate loving force, rcjfusing to tile 
hrst to accredit his guilt; — and he, leaving them in their 
error, was drafted into the French army under two of hia 
Christian names, which happily had a foreign sound — Louia 
Victor — and laid aside for ever his identity as Bertie Cecil. 

He went at once on service in the interior, and had scarcely 
lome in any of the larger towns since he had joined. His 
Drily danger of recognition had once been when a Marshal of 
France, whom he had used to know well in Paris and 
at the court of St. James, held an inspection of the African 
troops. • 

Filing past the brilliant staff, he had ridden at only a few 
yards’ distance from his old acquaintance, and, as he sxiluted, 
had glanced involuntarily at the face that he had seen often- 
times in the Salles des Marechaux, and even under the roof 
of Eoyallieu. The great chief’s keen blue eyes were scruti- 
nizing the regiment, ready to note a chain loose, a belt awry, 
a sword specked with rust, if such a siii there were against 
** Us ordonnances ” in all the glittering squadrons ; and swejit 
over him, seeing in him but ono among thousands — a unit in 
the mighty aggregate of the raw material” of war. 

Marshal only muttered to a General beside him, 
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"Why they all rido like that man ? He has the seat of 
the Enf?lish Guards/* But that it was in truth an officer 
of tlu5 luiglish Guards, and a friend of his own, who paced 
past him as a private of Algerian Horse, the French leader 
never dreamed. 

From the extremes of luxury, indolence, indulgohce, 
pleasure, and extravagance, C(‘eil came to the (extremes of 
liardslii]), poviTty, discipline, suffering, and toih Fi'om a life 
Wlicro every semse. was gratified, he came to a life whore 
every privation was ('ndured. He bad led the fashion; — he 
carnc wluTe ho had to hear without a word the eursc's, oatlis, 
and insults of a corporal or a soiis-lieutcmant. He had bef'ji 
used to every d(dicacy and delight ; — lie eaino where he had 
to take the coarse black bioad of <he army as a rich repast. 
JIo had thought it too much trouble to luuruinr tlatteri(‘s in 
grciut ladies’ eai*fi; — he canu' wliere morning, Tioon, and night 
the iiarxorable d(‘mauds of ugid rules compelh'd his incessant 
obedience, vigilance, aedivit}', and self-dtuii.-d. He hud known 
n()thing from his childhood up exc(‘pt an atmosphere of 
amusement, relinery, brillianc-y, and idleness; — he came 
where gnawing hunger, hriittdixed jest, ceaseless toil, coartie 
(obscenity, agonized ])ain, and paudemoniac mirth alternately 
fillc<l tlio meusur(5 of the days. 

A sharper oorifrast, a darker ordeal, rarely tried the stool of 
any man’s onduraiicc'; yet, under it, he verified the truth, 
lion sang 7ie pent mmiirJ* No S]):utau eoiild have boriu^ 
the change more uiulely, more staunclily, tlian did the ** dandy 
of the Houseliold.” 

. The first years wer(‘, it is true, years of intense misery to 
him. Misery, when all the blood glowed in higi under some 
])etty tyrant’s jibe, and he had to stand immovable, holding 
his peace. -Misery, wlum the hunger and thirst of long 
marches tortured him, and his soul sickened at the half-raw 
offal, and the water thick with dust, and stained with blood, 
which the men round him seized so ravenously. Misery, 
when the dreary dawn broke, only to usher in a day of me- 
chanical manmuvres, of petty tyraniiicB, of barren burdensome 
hours in the exorciso-ground, of convoy duty in the burning 
eun -glare, and under the heat of harnesB; and the weary 
night fell with the din and uprotir, and the villandus bias- 
ji^emy, and befouled meiTimont of the rio tolls Chambrde, that 
denied oven tbic peace and oblivion of deep. They were years 
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of infinite wretchedness oftentimes, only relieved by the loyalty 
and devotion of the man who had followed him into his exile. 
But, however wretched, they nover wninp: a single regret or 
lament from Cecil. He had come out to this life; he took it 
as it was. As, having lost the title to command, the high 
breeding in iiim mad(‘ him render iniplieiily the mute obe- 
dience which was the first duly of his im'sent position, so it 
made him accept, from first to last, without a sign of complaint 
ur of iinf)atieiiee, the altered fortunes of his career. The 
liard(’st-tniiued, lowost-borii, longest-iiiun^d sohlier in the 
Z(^i)Lyr ranks did not bear himself with more apparent content 
and more absolute fortitude timn did the man wdU) had used 
to think it a cruelty to ride with his troop from Windsor to 
Wormwood Scrubs, and had nover taken the tro’ahlo to load 
Ills own gun lyay shooting season, or to draw off his own coat 
any evening. He suffered aciihdy many times ; suffered till 
he was lieart-sick of his lib? ; but he nevtT sought to escape 
the sligiitcst penalty or hardship, and not even iiako ever 
heard from him a single syllable of irritation or of self-pity. 

Moreover, tlie war-lire woko in him. 

In one shape or another, active service was almost always 
his lot, and hot, severe iannpaigning was his first introduction 
to military life in Algeria. The laUmt instinct in him — the 
instinct tliat liad flashed out during his lazy, fashionable culm 
in all moments of danger, in all days of kcMUi sport; the in- 
stinct that had made him fling himself into the duello witli 
the French hoar, and made him mutter to Forest Xing, Kill 
me if yon like, but dorf t fail me ! ” — was the instinct of the 
born soldier. In peril, in battle, in reckless bravery, in the 
rush of the charge and the exeitmuent of the surprise, in^ the 
near presence of death, and in the chafsc of a foe through a 
hot African night wlieii both were armed to the tebth, and 
one or both must fall when the grapple came — in all these 
that old instinct, aroused and unloosed, made hipi content; 
made him think that the life which brought them was worth 
the living. » 

There had always been in him a reckl(3ss dare-deviliy, which 
had slept under tlie serene cffeniinato insouciance of his care< 
less temper and his pampered habits. It had full rein now, 
and made Jiini. as the army affirmed, one of the most intrepid, 
victorious, aiia chivalrous lascan of its fiery ranks, ll’ato had 
flung him otf his couch of down into the tempest of war, into 
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tlie Bternriess of life spent ever on the border of the grave, 
ruled ev('r by an iron code, requiring at eveiy step self nega- 
tion, fortitude, submission, courage, j)atieiico, the self-control 
which should take the uttermost provocation from those in 
command without even a look of reprisal, and the courageoiiH 
rpcklossncsa which should meet death and deal death, which 
should he as the caglo to swoop, as the lion to rend. And ho 
was not found wanting in it. 

lie was too thoroughbred to attempt to claim a superiority 
that fortune no longer conferred on him, to seek to obtain a 
delcTenc(5 that he liad no longer the position to demand. He 
obeyed far more iinpheitly than many a i-ufflan filibuster, who 
had been among the dregs of society from his birth. Ami 
though his quick-eyed comrades knew, before he had beosi 
among tluun five niinufes, that an aristocr^it hud taken 
refiig(j under the FJag of H;j;«agran, tliey never ex])orienced 
from liim one touch of tfic insolence that thedr own sous-ofiiciers 
beat them with, as with the flat of the sword ; and they never 
found in liim one shadow of the arrogane‘e that some fellow- 
soldier, who had swelled into a s(Tgeant-major, or bristled 
into an adjutant, \vould strut with, like any turkey-cock. 

He wms too (luiot, too courteous, too calmly listless ; he had 
too easy a grace, too soft a voice, and too many gentleman 
habits, for iliom. Eut when they found that he could fight like 
a Zouave, ride like an Arab, and bear shot- wounds or desert- 
thirst as though he were of bronze, it grew a delight to them 
'o see of what granite and steel this dainty patrician was 
made ; and they loved hinn with a rough, ardent, dog-like 
love, when they found tliat his last crust, in a long marcli, 
would always be divided ; that the most desperate service of 
dmiger was always volunteered for by him ; thS.t no severity 
of perso|^al chastisement ever made him clear himself of a 
false charge at a comrade's expense ; and that all his decompte 
w^ent in giving a veteran a stoup of wine, or a sick conscript 
a br^inpting meal, or a prisoner of Bey lick some food tlirough 
the grating, scaled too at risk of life and limb. 

Cecil had all a soldier's temper in him j and the shock which 
had hurled him out of ease, and levity, and ultra-luxury, to 
stand alone before as dark and rugged a fortune as ever fronted 
any man, had awmkened the war fire which had only slumbered 
because lulled by habit and unoroused by circumstance, lie 
ti^d never before been called on to exert either tliought or 
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action ; the necessity for both called many latent qualities in 
him into play. The same nature, which made him wish to be 
killed over the Grand Military course, ratier than live to lose 
the race, made him now bear privation as calmly, and risk 
death as recklessly, as the hardiest and most fiery hmtic of 
the African cantonments. 

Bitter as the life often was, severe the suffering, and acute 
the d(‘privation, the sternest veteran scarcely took them more 
patiently, more silentl5% than the ** aristocrat,’* to whom a 
corked claret or a dusty race-day had >)eoii calamities. Oast 
among these wild, iron-muscled Bohemians, who fought like 
tigers, and were as impenetrable as rbinoceri, ‘'race ” was too 
strong in Cecil not to hold its own with them, whether in th« 
qiialit}’’ of endurance, or the quality of daring. 

“ Main de femme ^ mau main de fer'^ the Boumis were wont 
to say of thein comrade, with his delicate habits, " oomme une 
MarqtiUe d%c Faulourg'^ as tluy would growl impatiently; 
aiid his tenacious ])ati('nce which would never give way either 
in the toil of 1 ho camp or the grip of the struggle. 

On Ihc Riufaco it seemed as though never was there a life 
more utterly thrown away than th(' life of a Guardsman and a 
genth'inan, a man of good blood, high rank, and talented gifts 
had ]i(‘ ever chosen to make anything of them, buried in the 
ranks of tlie Pranoo- African army, risking a nameless grave 
in the sand with almost every hour, associated with the 
roughest riffraff of Europe, liable any day to be slain by the 
slash of an Arab fima^ and rewarded for ten. years’ splendid 
service by the distinctive badge of a corporal. Ativ one of the 
friends of bis former years, seeing him thus, wo^ild have said, 
that he might as well be throAVXi at once into a pit in the 
sand, whore tl;^e dead were ])iled tw’enty deep after a skirmish, 
to lie and rot, or be dug up by the talons of famished beasts, 
wdiichcver might chance, as live thus in the obscurity, poverty# 
and semi' barbarism of an Algerian private’s existence. 

Yet it might be doubted if any life would have done for 
him what this had done ; it might be questioned, if, judging 
a career not by its social position, but by its efiect on charac- 
Ut, any other w’-ould have been so well for him, or would 
equally have given steel and strength to the indolence ant? 
languor of his nature as this did. In his old w^orld he would 
have lounged listlessly through fashionable seasons, and, in an 
atmosphere that encouraged his orofound negligence of every* 
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thing and liis natural nil admirari listlessness, would havo 
filided from reiinement to etfeminacy, and from lazy grace to 
blas^ inertia. 

The severity and the dangers of the campaigns with the 
French amiy had roused the sleeping lion in him^ and made 
him as tine a soldier as ever ranged under any llag. He Imd 
Buffered, braved, resented, fought, loved, hated, endured, and 
evim enjoywl, here in Africa, with a force and a vividness 
tliat ho had never dre.'imed possible in lii.s calm, j)assionlcss, 
insouciant world of other days. Ke liad known what tlie 
hunger of famine, wliat the torment of fever, what the agony 
of forbidden pride, what lh(‘ Aviid rhdight of combat w'en*. 
He had known wdiat k was to long madly for a sioiip of 
water; to lit* raving, yet conscious, under the throes of gtni- 
shot wounds; to bo lorced to bear imj)avssively wmrds for a 
tithe of wdjinh he Cfuild have strucic across the mouth the 
chief who 8[)()ko Ihem; to find in a draught of wTijfched 
wine, after deys of marching, andisli that ho had never found 
ill the cham])agMes and bnrguiidies of the Guards’ mess; to 
love the dark Arab ey(‘H, that smiled on him in his exile, as 
ho had never loved those of nhy 'woman, and to wdieii 

the death-film gathered over tlnnn as he had never thought it 
in him to sufter for any dtjath or any life; to feel every nerve 
thrill, and every vein glow" with fierce, exultant joy as the 
musketry pealed above the ])lains, and Ida hoi’so pressed dowm 
on to tile very iduuIIjs of tlio riiles, and the naked sabres 
Hitsh(*d lik() the j)lay of lightnings, and, over the dead body of 
liis, charger’, lie’ i'ought ankle deep in blood, with the Arabs 
circling like Irawks^ anil tlieir groat blades whirling round 
him, calching tire sj>ear’s aimed at him Avith one hand, while 
he beat back tlieir swords, blow for blow, wdtli the other; — 
lie had known all lliowse, the desert passions ; <and while out- 
wardly the)' left him much the same in character, they 
changed him vitally. They developed him into a nragniliccnt 
soldier — too, true a soldier not to make thoroughly liia the 
service he had adopted, not to, oftentimes, almost forget that 
he had ever lived under ttiiy other flag than that tricolot* which 
he follow"cd and defended now". 

The quaint heroic Dfoimuii motto of his ancestors carved 
o\erthe gules of Ivoyallieu — “ Ctewr Vaillant SeFtiUMoymme^^ 
-y-verified itself in his case. Ontlawed, beggared, robbed at 
a stroke of every hope and prqspect, he had taken adversity 
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fiolcily by the beard, and had made himfiielf at once a ccmnlry 
and a king;dom among the brave, fierce, reeklesM, loyal lioaitM 
of the men who came from north, south, east, and west, 
rlnven by every accident, and scourged by every fate, to hll 
up the battulioTjH of jN^orth Africa. 

As he went now, in the warmtli of the after-glow, he turned 
up into 1 he line liahazouni, and pau<;e(i bolbre the ontronoe of 
n nam)w, dark, t inn bio -down, piet nix ^que shop, half liko a 
stall of a Cairo bazaar, half like a Jew’s dim in a Florentine 
alley. 

A ennniiig, wi/on hixul peeved out at him from the gloom. 

Ah-lia ! good e\eii, Corporal Yielor ! ” 

at the words, ciossM the sill and entered. 

‘^Have you sold any?” he asked. Then' was a slight 
constraint and hesitation in the words, as of one who can 
never fairly bond liib ^pi^it to the yoke of barter. 

The little; hideous, wrinkled, dwarf-liko eroatnre, a iradi'r 
in ciirio&iti(‘s, grinned Tvith a certain gratification, in disap* 
pointing this lithc-limbed, handsome Chasseur. 

** Nut one. The to^'s don’t take. Daggers now, or any- 
thing made out of spoT^t balls* or flissas one can tell an Arab 
story about, go off like A\ild-fire; but your ivory bagatelles 
are no sort of use, M. le Cuporal.” 

** Very well — no maltcv/’ said Cecil simply, as ho paused 
a moment bdbro some ilidicatc little statuettes and carvings— t 
miniature things, carved out of a pii ce of i\ory, or a block of 
marble the size of a horse’s hoof, bUf h as could bo picked np 
in dry livi'r ebannelv, or brokmi ofl’ stray boulders ; blender 
crucifixes, wreallib ot ioli.igc*, bianclics of wild lig, figures of 
Arabs and ^loyrs, dainty lieads of daiieing-girls, and tiny 
chargers fretting like P/ueej»lialus. They were ])(*rfeetly con- 
ceived and (Pxceiilcd. ile hud always had a D’Orsay-likO 
gift that way, tlioiigh, in common ^vi\h all his gji’ts, bo had 
utterly iic'gleelecl ail culture of it, until, cast adrift ou the 
world, and forced to do something to maintain bfmself, he had 
watched the skill of the French soldiers at all sucii expedients 
to gain a few coins, and bad solaced many dreary liout in 
banxacks and under canvas with the toy-sculpture, till he had 
attained a singular art at it. He had commonly given Kako 
the office of bidlmg them, and as commonly spent all the pro- 
ceeds on all other needs savu his own. 

He Jmgered a moment, with regret in his eyes; he had 
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B -arcfrly a sou in liis pocket, and he. had wanted some money 
sorely that ni‘;lii for a comrade dying of a lung- wound — a 
noble follow, a iM onch artist, who, in an evil hour of despera- 
tion, bad joined the army, with a poet’s temper that m^o its 
hard, colorless routine unendurable, and had been shot in the 
chest in a night skirmish. 

You will not buy them yourself? ” he asked at length, 
the color flushing in his face ; h© w^ould not have pressed tlic 
question to save his own life from starving, hut Leon Jiamon 
would have no chance of a fniit or a lump of ice to cool his 
j>ai’ched lips and still his agonized retching, unless he himsdf 
could get money to buy those luxuries that are too splendid 
and too merciful to be provided for a dying soldier, who 
knows so little of his duty to his country as to venture to die 
in his bed. 

** Myself I” screeched the dealer, with a derisive laugh. 
** Ask me to give you in}' ivhole block next, If. le Galvnnc I 
Tiieso trumperies 'wull lie on hand for a year.” 

Cecil w'ent out of tlic place •without a w'ord; his thoughts 
were "with Leon llamon, and the insolence scarce touched 
him. How shall 1 get him the ice ?” he wondered. God ! 
if 1 had onl}’- one of the lumps that used to float in our claret 
cup ! ” 

As ho loft the don, a military fairy, all gay wnth blue and 
crimson, like the I'use.liia bell she most reseinbh^d, with a 
meerschaum in her scarlet lips and a w'orld of wu’ath in her 
bright black eyes, dashed past him into the darkness within, 
and before tlie dealer kmnv' or dreamt of h(T, toss«rd up the 
old man’s little shrivelled frame lik(5 a sliutlJecock, shook him 
till be shook like cuslurds, flung hiui upward and caught him 
as' if he were the hoop in a game «jf La Gviicp, and set him 
flown bruised, breathless, and terrified out of his wits. 

^^Ah, chtvapim ! cried Cigaridte, with a volley of slang 
utterly untrunsiatable, tlmt is how you treat your betters, 
IS it? IMiser, raousler, crocodile, serpent! Haiqjagori •was 
uii angel to you.” ,(She knew Ilarpagon because some of her 
Iloumis cluittcr«d bits of !Molibre.) “ He wanted the money 
and you refused it ? Ah — h — h ! son of Satan I you live on 
other men’s miseries I liun after him — quick, and give him 
this, and this, and this, and this ; and say you were only in 
jest, and that the things were worth a Sheik's ransom. Stay I 
, v|u must not give him too much^ or he will know if 
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you — ^vipcr! liun quick, and breathe a word about mi* if 
you dare; one whisper only, and my Spahis shall out your 
throat from ear to ear. Otf ! or you shall have a bullet to 
({uicken your steps; misers dance well when pistols play the 
minuet ! 

W^ith which exordium the little Amie du Drapoau shook 
her culprit at every epithet, emptied out a shower of gold and 
silver, just won at play, from the bosom of her uniform, 
forced it into tlic dealer’s hands, hurled him out of his own 
door, and drew lier pretty weapon with a clash from her 
sash. 

“ Kun for your life ! — and do just what I bid you, or a shot 
shall crash your skull in as sure as my name is Cigarette ! ” 

The little old Jew Hew as fast as his limbs would carry 
liim, clutching the coins in his horny hands. He was terrified 
to a mortal anguish, and had not a thought of resisting or 
disobeying her ; he Icnew the fame of Cigarette — as who did 
not? Knew that she would fire at a man as carelessly as at 
a cat, more carelessly in truth, for she favored cats, saving 
many from going into the Zouaves* soup-caldrons, and favored 
civilians not at all ; and knew that at her rallying cry all the 
sabres about the town wmiild bo drawn without a second’s 
deliberation, and sheathed in anything or anybody that had 
olf(!iided her, for Cigarette was, in her fashion, Gen oral issima 
ot all the llegiments of Africa. 

The dmiler ran w ith all tlie speed of terror, and overtook 
Cecil, who was going slowly on\vard to the barracks. 

Are you serious?” he asked in surjiriae. at the largo 
amount, as the little Jew ]>anted out .apologies, entreaties, 
and protestations of his only having been in jest, and of his 
fervently desiring to buy the carvings at his own price, os ho 
knew of a great collector in Paris to wliom he needed to send 
them. 

Serious I Indeed am I serious, M. le Caporal,^' pleaded 
the curiosity-trader, turning his head in agonised .fear to see 
if the vivandiere’s pistol was behind him. ** The things will 
be worth a great deal to me where I shall send them, and 
though they are but bagatelles, what is Paris itself* but one 
bagatelle ? Pouf! they ore all children there — they will love 
the toys. Take the money, I pray you, take the money I 

Cecil looked at him a moment; he saw the man was in 
eiiruest, and thouirht but little of Hs repentance and trepida* 
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tion, for tlie oitizeuB Avere all afraid of slighting or annoying 
ft soldier. 

“ So bo it. Tliank you,” he said, as he btrctolied out his 
hand and took tlio coins, not without a keen ]>ung ot the old 
jni<J< that would not wholly be tvlilled, ghidh for the sake 
ol Uie Cliuhseur dying yondei, gi owing delnious and wiench- 
ing the blood otf his lungs in Avant of one toudi of tlie lee, 
that was spoih'd by the ton Aveiglit, to keep cool tlie Avines 
and the fish of M, le ^Marquis de Chateauroy. And lie A\eiit 
onward to sp(‘nd the gold his HMdpluu*^ had brought on '-onio 
yellow figs and some cool goldtn giajas, and sorue lu-chiLkd 
Avines that should soothe a little it lln^ jiaiigs of dissolution to 
hi8 oomiiide, and beai Imn badi a laonieiil, if only in some 
fleeting dioain, to the Airie shadows and tlu^ tos‘»Hig ot 
coin, and tli<* laughing, sunlit svNcrtrn^ss ol his own Inr 
eountry liy tin blue Ihstajun waAOs. 

“ You did it f 'Jnat is anoU Now, ste lure — one word 
ot mo, now or ( m r allti, and tlieie is a litlh* i»n m nt that will 
come to you, hot and quick, liom Cigau tte,” said the little 
h’iiend of the I'lag, AVitli a sententious stfrnness that crushed 
each word deliheiately through lur light-set pearly teeth. 
The unhappy Jew shuddeied and shut his e^es as she hidd i, 
bullet close to his sight, then dropped it Anth an ominous 
thud in hoi pistol Land 

** Not a s) liable, nevd’ a syllable,” he stamnitrfd; aud 
if I had kiioAvn }ou Aveie m ]o\e Avith him, mu InlU ” 

A hox on the ears sent him across his owui couiitc r. 

In lo> e ? ]*ai l)l( u ’ 1 dctc^st the fellow I ” said Cigarette, 
Ayith tici y scorn and as hot an oath. 

*^Tiuly? Then Avhy gno }our napoleons P” began 

the hiuiMcd and stammenng Isiaelite. • 

Cigaiotte tossed back her pretty bead, that a\uis curly and 
spirited niid shapely as any thoroughhied spaniers; a su]>eib 
glmcc flashed from her e}es, a snpirb disdain sat on her lips. 

** You are a Jc»w-tradcr; you know notlmig of our code 
under the tricolor. "We — nous autres soldats — are too jjioud 
not to aid even an enemy when he is in the right, and France 
aIwjij 8 arms lor justice ! ” 

dh Avliich magnificent peroration she swept all the car- 
vings — they were iighlfully liers — off the table. 

“They will light my cooking Are!” she said contempt- 
rtously. jis sh(‘ vaultf'fl lightly over thi* countc^r ini^^ the street, 
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and pii;:iit;tU'd like a bit of fantoccini, that is wound up to 
walU tor ever, along the slope of crowded liubazouiu. 
All made way foi* lier, oven the mighty Spaliis and the trudg- 
vig Jiedoiiiu inules, for all know that if they did not sIk^ 
would make it for lierself, over their lu‘ads or above their 
prostrated bodic's. 

Slie whirled her way, like a gay-colored lop set humming 
d(»wrL a road, through the divcu’s iiiutley grouj)R, singing at 
tlu‘ to]) of lier sweet mirthful voice, for she was angry with 
liei>elt ; and, for that, sung Uu; more loudly the most wicked 
and rUqne of her slang songs, that gave the morals of a Mesaa- 
lina ill the language ol‘ a Ihh-wife, and yet had an inuliemible, 
mischievous, contagious, dauntless Fremdi grace in it withal. 
I’liially, she whirled lierself into a dark desisted Morocco 
archway, a httle out of the town, and dropped on a stone 
block, as a swallow, tired of tliglit, drops on to a hoiigli. 

‘‘ Is fliat tile way 1 n'vengc mysidf!’' Ah, bah! 1 deserve 
h) he killed ! AVlien he called me uiise.ved — unsexed — an- 
yexed!” — and with each repetition of tin* infamous word, flo 
hittd- because vaguely admitUnl to he true, with her chookft 
f-earlei and her e^es all.ime, and luT hands clinched, sho Hung 
one of tlie ivory wKMth.s on to lh(» j»av(‘m( 3 Ul uiid Bttimped on 
it with In-r spurred heel until the carvings were ground into 
jiowdered fragments — stamped, as though it were a living 
foe, and In.*!* btoel-bonnd foot w ere treading out all its life with 
bniuiiig bate and pitil(‘ss venom. 

In the act lier j»as:^,ion cxiiausled itself, as the evil of such 
warm, impetuous, tender natures will; she was very BtUl, 
and looked at, the ruin slie had doue with regi’et and a touch 
of contriliun. 

It was MM’V wu'eks of lal>or, per- 

haps,” ^he tiiougliL. 

Thou sia j toul'T Jill th(.‘ r<*st up, one b}' one, uful ga/.ed at 
tlu-m. Things of heanly hud had but little plaei in lier law- 
less young lih*; w'luit sln^ thought hi aiitilul was a regiment 
fiweepiiig out iu full sunlight, with its eagles, and its colofs, 
ami its kbUlc-drums ; wdiat, she. hold as mu^ic was the beat of 
the nav'/7/i? and tlie mighty' roll of tbe great artillery; what 
in(ade her pulse tlirob and iier lii'art leii]) wais to eco two line 
opposing forces ilruw near for the onslaught and thunder of 
batih^. Of tilings of grac«j she had no lieod, though she had 
‘'o much emme liersi lt; a'nl hfT life, lliongh full of color, 
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pleasure^ aii/1 iriisoliiof, was as rough a one in most respet ts 
as any of her comrudea'. These delicate artistic carvings 
were a revelation to her. 

K(']e Avas tlie slender ])liaTit spear of the river-rood; here 
tlie rich foli.age of the wild fig-tree; here the beautiful blos- 
som of th(i oleainder; here fniit, and llowor, and vine-leaf, 
and the pendulous cars of millet, twined tog(‘ther in their 
ivory eembiance till they seenriod to grow boneatli her hands 
— and Jhoso little hands looked so brown and so powder- 
stained b(‘hido the pure snow whiteness of the wvealha! She 
touched tlnm reverently one by one; all the carvings liad 
their beauty for her, but those of the flowers liad far the 
most. She bad never noted any flowers in lier life before, 
save those she strung togedher for the Zqthyrs on the Jour de 
Mazagran. Her ycjiith was a inililary balhid, ^bynied viva- 
ciously to tlie rhythm of the Pas de Charge; but other or 
softer poetry had never by any eliance touched Ikt until now 
— now tliat in Ikt tiny, bronzed, war-Jianhuied ])rdins lay the 
wliito foliage, the delicate art-triiles of this Cliasseur, wlio 
bart(Ted his talout to get a touch of ice for the burning lips 
of liis doomed comrade. 

IFo ifi an aristocrat — he has such gifts as this — and yet 
ho is in the ranks, has no country, is so poor that ho is glad 
of a Jew’s pittance, and must sell all this bi^auty to get a slice 
of mtdori for Leon Jlanion!” she thought, while tin* silvery 
moon strayed in througli a broken arch, and fell on an ivory 
coil of twisted lentiseus It'uvcs and river grassf^a. 

And, lost in a musing pity, Cigarette forgol hw vow ri 
vengeance. 


CHAPTER XTX. 

THK IVORY SQTTADRONS, 

Thk Chambri^e of the ChasseurH was bright and clean ir 
the moniing light: in common with all Algerian barrack- 
looms as unlike the barrack-roomn of the ordinary army os 
Cigarette, with her deboniiairo dc\'iliy, smoking on a gun- 
W’agon, was unlike a trim Xormaudy soubrette, sewing on a 
bench in the Tuileries gardens. 
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Diflorder reigned supreme; but Disorder, although a dis- 
hf^veUed goddess, is Tcrj* often a picturesque one, aiid more 
of an artist than her bctter-1 rained si <iters ; and the disorder 
was brigiitcnod with a thousand vivid colors and candcss 
touches that blent in confusion to eiu'hnnt a painter^s eyes. 
The room was eraminod with every sort of spoil that t)i« 
rt<ivcn(urous pillaging temper of thi‘ trooju'rs could forage 
from Arab tents, or iiioiiiitain caves, or river d(‘ptbs, or desen 
beasts and birds. All things, from tig^T-^kiiis to l)ird8’-nests, 
lhaa Jledouin weapons to osirieh-egg^, froui a lion’s mighty 
coat to a tobae,cn-stoi)p(T (diippi d oi:l oi v, morsel of deal, 
vere piled togctlu r, ja il-mell, or liiiiig against the whitewash 
wails, or Ruspcridc'd by cords from bed to bed. Everything 
ttmt ingenuity and hardihood, prompted by the sharp spur 
of hunger, could wrest from the foe, from the country, from 
I'jirth or wa*ter, from Avild biMsfs or riven rock, were hero 
in the midst of tlu- soldiers’ regimental pallets and regi- 
menlal arms, making tin Idmmbree at once atelier, storehouse, 
woiksliop, and ba/aar; aa bile the men, cross-legged on their 
little- hard eomhes, woikc'd uAAay Avith the ;^('st of those Avho 
Averk for the few eoins that alom* will gtd, them tins food, the 
draught of wine, the liour’s mirth ami imlnlgi'iiee at the esta- 
minet, to Avhich they look across the long stern probation of 
disci]»Une and mammivK*. • 

ISkill, grate, talent, invimtion Avhose inothcT Avas necessity, 
and iiiAmntion that Avas the nnforeed oifshoot of natural 
gt uius, Avorc all .at Avurk; uml the liands that e-oiild send the 
nukt'd steel down at a blow tlirough lurhari 
brain could shaj»e, Avith a Avoinan’s higcmuiU'^yjl^j^ ^ crafts- 
man skill, every (piaint device amkalnty bijou fron/stono 
umi Avood, »ad many- colored, .Others, and mounUin berricR, 
and all odfls and ends. .tit chance might bring to bund, and 
that the womeim Jh'douin tribes or the tourists of JVorth 
Afnca miglit Veaftcr buy Arkh a Avondrous talc ai)pcndcd la 
them, racy anduirvcllous as tl .. Sapir slang and the military 
imagination couiwcaA'c, to end. ace the toys’ value, and gel 
u few coins more' them for their manufacture. 

Jgnorance Jostkart, and hizatrene r;m hand in hand with 
talent, ill all tluiroducts of the Cliasscurs’ extemporizod 
studio ; but iiowh-i Avas there ever clumsiness, and every- 
where was there i industry, gay, untiring, accustomed to 
make the be^t of o w orst ; the workers laughing, chatter- 
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ing, «ingiTif(, hi all fcHoweship, whilo the fiTJgers that 
gave the ^h-ad-thnifit ludd the carver's ehisil, mid the eyes 
that glared blood-red in the heat of battle twinkled nn>- 
lihievously over the nieerisehaum bowl, in whose gririnitjg 
form pome great eliief of the Jlureaucraiie Ijad just been 
smd])tured in midar-ion^ parody. 

Jn the midst sat Ibike, tattooing witli an easlerii skill the 
Fuin of a gn^at lion, that a year ludore h(' liad killi d in single 
combat m the lu^art of Oi an, having wriMicd tor the beast 
twelve nights in vain, Jiiuh jairebed on a li afy rr<--t of roek, 
above a w^ater-eonrsf*. AVhilc h(‘ worked, bis tonj^ue tlew far 
and fust over the e;nn)> slang — 1b(‘ slangs of all nations rame 
easy to him — in voluble eoiiversition with ibe Chai'SCMir next 
him, who W'us making a fan <»nt of f atln'rs that any J’eeress 
might hav(‘ signalled with at tho t)]a*ra. f‘M 'laelie-au-nez- 
d’la-Mort” wms in liiali ])Ojnilarily wnth his e,dtnrad("i ; and 
liad said but. the Inith wlnai he av'’n‘fl that he had never 
been so bapjiy as undca* 1)u* tricolor. J'lie otliians ])rononn(',ed 
him an iiieurably audamons “ ” h(‘ was always in 
mischief, and I lit; n'gimental rules lie liroki* throngli like a 
terrier throngli a ganze net; Imt thc'V knew that when once 
the trninpets soniuh'd I>oot and Saridle, tliis yellow -haired 
dare-devil of an English fellow would be -worth a seore of 
more orderly soldim's, and that -wdK'ivxf'r his ado]>t('(l jlag was 
carried, there would he lie, first and foremost, in everything 
save retreat. ^J'he English srTvice liad fuih'd to turn Thtke 
to account; the French service inad(‘ no such mistake, 
ViA. kjievv that though tliis British bulldog niiglit set his 
>eeth at the leash and tlie lush, be would hold on like 
grim dtmtli in a fig\u, and live gamti to tin; last, if wadi 
handled. t 

Apart, at the liead of (ho ChaY^bree, sat Cecil. The 
fcantor, the songs, the laughter, ihcvehor'n^ ef tongues, went 
on nnslackciK'd by Jii.s ]»revem.e. Ho had cnrii'‘‘l sympathies 
wuth tlie soldiers: wuth those men wdio h;»l been his fol- 
lowers in adversity ami danger; and in wlj>rrt ho bad found, 
d<‘8])ite all their occasional feroedty and hal'dual rocklessncKS, 
traits and touches of the noblest instincts liumanity. His 
heart wms wuth them always, us his purse, tind his wine, and 
his bread were alike shared ever nmonf them. He liad 
Ifarned to love tliem well — these wuld w^ol/'-dogs, whoso fangs 
80 terrible to their foes, but who^ would still 
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glisten at u kind word, and who would give a staunch fitlolity 
unknown to tamer animals. 

Living with thorn, one of them in all their viciftsitudos, 
knowing all their vices, but knowing also all their rirMies, 
owing to them many an i^otion of gonoroufl nobility, and 
■watching tlicm in many an honr wlmn their gallant self* 
devotion and their loyal friendships went far to redeem their 
lawless robbcricis and their ruthless eriiiK's, h(i understood 
them thoroughly, and ho could rule tlu‘m more surely in 
their tempestuous evil, because he eompreheuded them so 
well in their mirth and in their heti(‘r moods. When tho 
grade of sous^offiner gave him autliority ovit thorn, they 
obeyed him iniplicitly beeauso they know that liia syrniaithies 
weixi with them at all times, and that ho would be the Iasi to 
check their gailty, or to punish tludr liarmless indiscre- 
tions. 

Tho w'arlikt' Ihmmis h.*id always had a pnnul t<uiderness 
for their Ih'ba-iain'-iM'ur, and a e( 0 ‘lain wond(‘ring respect 
for him ; but they would not have mlorcMl him to a man, as 
they did, unless tluy liad known that they might laugh 
without restraint hei’ore him, and conlido any dilemma to him 
sure of aid, if aid wtve in his power. 

The laughter, lh(*. work, and the (datter of conflicting 
tongues -wert' at tiu'ir hoiglit ; (Veil sat, now listening, now 
losing liimscdf in thought, while lie gave the last touc.h to tho 
carvings Ixdbre him, Tliey ■wenr a set of clicssnien which it 
had taken him years to find materials for and to perfect; the 
white men were in ivory, tho blaek in walnut, and were two 
opjiosiiig squad I'oris of 'French troops and of mounted Arabs. 
Beautifully carved, wTtli iwery detail of costuiiu! rigid to 
tr'uth, lhey«;ver(3 his master-piece, tliough they had only been 
taken up at any odd ten minutes that had happonr*d to be 
unoccupied during the last three or four yeans. The chess- 
men had b(*en about with him in so many places and under 
canvas so long, from the time tluit he chipped out tludr firs^ 
Zouave pawn, as he lay in the broiling heat of flrrm prostraW 
by a drj^ brook’s stony channel, that ho scarcely cared to j)urt 
with them, and had refused to let Kako offer them for sole, 
with all the rest, of the carvings. Stooping over them, ho 
did not notice the doors open at ^hc end of the Chambreo 
until a sudden silence that fell on the babbl^ and uproar 
round him made him look up ; then he rose and gave the 
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solute with the rest of his discomfitod and awo-sfricken 
froMy)crR. Chiitoauro}- with a brilliant party had entered. 

The ColuiK'l Iha-shcd an eagle glance round. 

“ Fine discipline ! You shall go and do this pretty work 
at ]t<’vli(‘k ! ” 

Tlu' soldiers stood like hounds that see th() lash ; tliey 
kiK \v that he Avas like enough to carr}' out his threat; though 
they Avere doing no more than they had always tacit if not 
open pennission to do. Ceeil advancMl, and fronted him. 

“Mine is the blame, mmi Comvwndimt ! “ 

He spoke simply, gently, boldly; standing with the cere- 
mony that lie never Jhrgot to show to their eiiinf, where the 
glow of African siinliglit through tlie caseiiieiit of the 
Chanihr^ft fell lull across his face, and Ids jyc's met the dark 
glance of the “ Jllack Hawk*’ uiitliiKdiiigly. lit; never 
heeded that there was a gay, varied, niniif n)ua g7*ou}) behind 
Clmteauroy ; visitors wlio were looking over tlie barriM'k ; 
lie only heeded that his soldiers were unjustly attacked arid 
inonaced. 

The MaiMiuis gave a grim signiticant smile, that cut like so 
much cord of the, scourge. 

“ (}a ra mnis dire ! Wliercver th('re is insubordination in 
Vim regiment the blame is very certain to he yours ! (,V>i*poral 
l/aston, if you allow your Chamhrt'e to he liirmd into the 
riot of a puldic fair you will soon tind yourself degrad(Ml from 
the rank you so sigruilly coiilnve to «lisgraee." 

Tlio words Avore far l<*ss tlian the torn* tliey Avere spoken 
in, that gave them all the insolence of .so many blows, as im 
swung on Ins heel and bent to the ladies of the parly ho 
escorted Ci^cil stood mute; bearing the rebuke as it became 
a Corporal to bear his Commander’s aiigiTj tu very keen 
ohsi'rver miglit liave seen that a faint llu^l' rost^ oaut the sun 
tan of his face, and that his teeth clinched under his beard, 
but lie let no other sign escape him. 

The very self-restraijit irritated Chateau roy, who wdKd 
have been the first to chastise the presumption of a reply, had 
any been attempted. 

“Back to your place, air! he said, Avith a Avavc of hiit 
hand, as he might have wmred back a cur. “Teach youA 
men the first formula of obedience at any rate ! 

Cecil foil back in silence. With a swift- w’aiming glance at 
lialiCj — whose mouth was working, and whoso forehead was 
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hoi as fire, where he clinched his lion-skin, and to be 

once free, to pull his chief down as lions pull in the death 
spriiip;, — he went to liia place at tlie farther end of the 
ciiambicr and stood, keeping his eyes on the chess curviijgs, 
le^t tlie control whicli was so hitter to rc'tiiin sliould bo broken 
ir lie looked on at the man vvbo hud betn the curse and the 
unlagonist of his wliole lile in Algeria. 

|1(^ saw nothing mnl heard almost as little of all that WTnt 
on around him ; tliere had b( eii a lluUer of cloud-like color in 
iiis sight, a faint dreamy fragrance on the air, a sound of mur* 
jnnrjiig voices and of low laughter; he had known that some 
guests or friends of the Zilarquis’s had come to view the bur- 
i but lie never ev('ii glamed to sc(? who or what they were. 
Tlie‘ ])assiontite bitienjcss of just hatred, that he liad to choke 
down as tliough it^vvere the inlaurous inslinet of some nameless 
crime, was on diim. 

The inorfients pas^^ed, the Imm of tlie \(>i(*(\s floated to Ills 
ear, the ladies of tji(‘ liarly lingeK'd by thi^ soldier and by that, 
buying halt tin' filings in the ( liandu'r, filling their liands with 
all tlu' quaint tritles, ordering tlie duggeis ar.u the tlissas arid 
the ornament ('(1 saddh's and tlie d(’*eit skins to adorn IheJr 
ehateaux at hoiiif* ; and randiig (hiwn on the troupers a sliower 
of uncounted TUijtoldons uiitd the Chas'^euis, who had begun 
to thiiil; tlu'ir ti’jKUs ^\ouM t *k(- tlHun to Jleyliek, thought 
instead that th(‘y hau dnt'fed into dira'ms of El Jloiado. lie 
Ile^er looked u]) ; Ik; heard nothing, lueded nothing, ho was 
dreamih'' wondeiing wliether he ^houl(i always he uhJe so to 
liohl Iiis jieace, and !(» withheld liis arm, that lie should never 
strike his 13 rant dowui w’itli one blow', in w'liicli nil the opjiro- 
lu-’uin of years should b<^ stamped out!" A voice woko iiim 
from his ri-vo'^e 

Are those beautiful oarvings yours ? ” 

Jlo looked up, and in the gloom of the alcore w'horri he 
stood, wdiCTo tlu3 sun did not stru}', and two great rugs of 
various skins, with some conquered hanners of Jfi douins, iiung 
like a black ]>all, he saw' a woman’s eyes re,^ling on liiiu; 
jiroud, lustrous vyos, a little haughty, very Ihouglitful, yet 
soft witlial, as the deejiest hue of deej> walc’s. Jle bowed to 
lier with the ;dd grata* of manner tliut liad so nTTiused and 
amazed the little vivandi^re. 

"'Yes, mailaujc, tlu^y arc mine.*’ 

Ah ?— what w'Oiiderful .skill I 
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She took the Whih* Tvinj^, an Arab Sheik on his ebarcrer, 
in }it‘r liNTrf], find tinned to those about her, speakinii^ of ita 
bofiuties find its work man ship in a voic(‘ low, very nulodious, 
ever so sli^ditly hiTnjjuid, tViat fell on Ci'nil’s enr like n chim<i 
oi loiii;-forjjotten iniisie. Twelve years })a'l drit’U'd by since 
be bad been in tin* ]>n*s(‘nee of a hie;h-bred woman, and 
those lin^('ring, dfdieiito lom‘« had tlic note, of his dead 

JM^t. 

Jin looked at her ; at tlie gbsarn of iho bnlliant hair, at the 
arch of the ]ironl hniws, jit 1h(^ dreaming, impf'rhri eyes; it 
was a face singularly (bi/.zling, inqitv-ssive and beaip ii'.il at all 
tiin<‘s; most so of .all in tbe du^k}' sliadov/s of tlie waving 
des(»rt banners, and tlie rough, rude, baib.arie life of tlio Ca- 
serne, whert‘ ;i tillo de joi(‘ or a nantinieif; w'ere .all of her sc'X 
Hint was ev(’r s(ien, and thosi* — ]>oor wretebos! — wen-bardi'iieil, 
and hronzetl, and bealt'ii, .and hrandy-steejied but of all like- 
Jiess U) tbfj fainjf’s-? f»f women. 

You h.av<i an exfjuisite .art. They are for sah'?’^ she 
askial hiui : she s))oke waih the eareloss gracious court (‘.sy of a 
fjraufle (htme to a Corfioi'.al of Chasseurs, looking little at him, 
nuudi el, the ivoiy Kings find their mimic liosts of Zouaves and 
llcdonins. 

They arc nt your service, madamc.^^ 

‘‘And their jiriee?’^ Slie b.ad b(*en purchasing largely of 
the men on all sides as slu' had swept down the leiigOi of the 
Charnbree, and slu^ dnwv out some Knau’h baiik nob's m,s she 
spoke. iShivor hud the bill erness of ]r»v('rlv smitten liiin ,as 
it Kinote him now wdicn this young ])atrician offered him lier 
gold! Old habits van([uishcd ; be forgot ho and avIuu’c he 
now was ; he bowed as m other d.'i;. - be liad used to bow in 
the circle of St. James’s, ^ 

“ Is — the honor of your acceptauee, if you will deign to 
give that.” 

lie forgot that he was r.nt ns he once liad been. Ho forgot 
that be stood but as a ]»rivate «)f tbe Fivnch army before an 
aristocrat whose name he Inul u. viu- heard. 

She turned and looked at him, which she had never done 
before, so absorbed liad she heem in thci chessmen, and so little 
did a Chasseur of the ranks pass 'into her thoughts. There 
was an e.xtrome of surprise, there was something of offence, 
and there was still more of coldness in her glance ; a proud, 
languid, astonished coldness of regard, though it 8oft<mcd 
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slightly aa ftlie saw that he had spoken id iiil courtesy o( 
intent. 

8ho bent her graceful regal head. 

“ I thank you. Your very ch ver work can of course only 
be mine by purchase/* 

And with that she laid aside the White King oinong his 
little troop of ivory Arabs, and 11 oat('d onward with hf3r 
friends. C(*cirB faci; paled slightly under the inelloAV tint left 
there by the d(*sert sun and the desert wind ; h(‘ Kwc‘pt the 
(diessiiuuL into their walnut case and thrust them out of sight 
UTuh'r ilia knapsack. Then he stood motionless as a sentinel, 
with the great leojiard skins and Beiloiun banners behind him, 
casting a gloom that tln‘ gold points on his harness could 
scarcely break in its heavy shadow, and never moved till the 
e( ho of the voices, and the cloud of the draperi(\s, and the 
iragriince of .juVCumed luces, and the brilliancy of the staff 
olli( ers’ luiilornis had pavssed away, and left tin? soldiers alone 
in tin ir Chanihree. Those ejmdc'ss, eol<I words from a Avomau’a 
h])s land cut liini de('])('r than the ec'uld have cut hun, 

though it had bruised Ids loins and lashed liis breast; liny 
showed idl In* liad lost. 

“Wh.it a lool 1. am still!*' In* tho\ight, as ho made 
his vaj' out of the barrack -room. I might have fairly 
hu'gotten by this time that J ever had the rights of a 
g( nllemau." 

1^0 the carvings laid won him imo warm heart and one k(‘cn 
nang that day; — tlie vi valid ic* re forgave, the* aristocrat stung 
him, by ini'ans of those snowy, fragile, artistic toys that lie 
had shajied in lonely nights iindi't canvas by ruddy iiickct- 
lires, beiH'ath the shade of w'ild fig-trees, and in tin: stir and 
color of Jhalouin encaTn])m(uits. 

“ 1 must to he ordered out of the city," he thought, as 
he pushed his way through the cro'wda of soldiers and civilians. 
“ 11 ere 1 get bitter, rostles-s, impatient; heie the jiast is always 
toiicliing me on the shoulder ; here J shall soon g' ow to regret, 
and to chafe, and to look back like any pining woman. Out 
yonder there, with no cares to think of but my horse and my 
troop, 1 am a soldier — and nothing cdsc? : so best. 1 shall bo 
nothing else as long as 1 live. Pardieu, though ! 1 don’t 

know what one wants better : it is a ^^ood life, as life goes. 
One must not turn compliments to great ladies, that is all ; — 
not much of a deprivation there. The che.ssmen arc the bettor 
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‘ for that ; her Maltese dog would have broken them all the first 
time it upset their table ! ” 

He laughed a little as- he went on smoking his hnUe guele, 
the old caj-elessness, mutability, and indolent philoso|)hies wore 
with him still, and were still inclined to thrust away and glide 
from all pain as it arose. Thougli much of gravity and of 
thoughtfulness had stolen on him, much of insouciance re- 
mained ; and there were times when there was not a more 
reckless or a more nonchalant lion in all the battalions tlmr. 

Bel-i-faire-peur.” Under his gentleness thejo was Avild 
blood” in him still, and the wildnrss avos not tamed by the 
fiery champagne-draught of the perilous, adventurous years he 
spent. 

I wonder if I shall never teach the Black Hawk that ho 
may strike his beak in once too far?” he punacred, with a 
sudden darker, graver touch of musing ; and involuntarily 
he stretched his arm out, and looked at the Avrist, supple as 
Damascus steel, and at the muscles that Avere traced beneath 
the skin, as he thrust the sleeve up, clear, firm, and sinewy 
as any athlete’s. He doubted bis countenance there, fast rein 
as ho held all rchellion in, close shield as ho bound to him 
against his own passions in the breastplate of a soldier s first 
dut}’' — obedience. 

He shook the thought off him as he would ha-^e shaken a 
snake. It had a terrible temptation— a temptation which he 
knew might any day overmaster him; and Cecil, AA^ho all 
through his life had certain inborn instincts of honor, which 
served him better than most codes or creeds vserved their pro- 
fessors, was resolute to follGAA" the military religion of obedience 
enjoined in the Service that had received him at his needs, 
and to giA’O no precedent in his o\Am persopp’ that could be 
fraught with dangerous, rebellious allurement for the untamed, 
chafing, red-hot spirits of his comrades, for whom he knew 
insubordination would be ruin and death — whose one chance 
of reward, of success, and of a higher ambition, lay in their 
implicit subordination to their chiefs, and their continuous 
resistance of every rebellious impulse. 

Cecil had always thought very little of himself. 

lu his most brilliant and pampered days he had always 
considered in hii^ own heart that he was a graceless lelloAv, 
i>pt worth his sali andf had occasionally pondered, in a listless 
of way, why so useless a hagatclle d la mode as his o\An 
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iilo ^ras had ever been created. He thought much the same 
now ; but following his natural instincts, which were always 
the instincts of a gentleman, and of n generous temper, he 
did, unconsciously, make his life of much vrfqe mnong its 
present comrades. 

His influence had done more to humanize the men bo was 
associated with than any preachers or teachers could have 
done. The most savage and obscene brute in the ranks with 
him caught sqme thing gentler and better froltn the ‘^oristo^ 
crat.’^ His leflned habits, his serene temper, his kindly 
forbearance, his high instinctive honor, made themselves felt 
imperceptibly, but surely; they knew that he was as fearles* 
in war, as eager for danger as themselves, they knew that he 
was no saint, but loved the smile of women’s eyes, the flush 
of wines, and the excitation of gaming hazards as well as 
they did; and'fience his influence had a weigljt that probably 
a more strictly virtuous man’s would have strained for, and 
missed for ever. Tlie coarsest ruffian felt ashamed to make 
an utter beast of himself before the calm eyes of the patri- 
cian. The most lawless pratique felt a lie halt on his lips 
when the contemptuous glance of his gentleman- comrade 
taught him that falsehood was ])oltroonory. Blasphemous 
tongues learnt to rein in their filthin('ss when this lean 
/iWi” sauntered away from the picket-ftre, on an icy night, 
to be out of hearing of their witless obscenities. More than 
once the weight of his arm and the slash of his sabre had 
r-alled them to account in flery fashion for their brutality to 
women or their thefts from the country people, till they grow 
aware that Bel-a-faire-pcur ” would risk having all their 
swords buried in him rather than stand by to see injustice 
done. • 

And throughout his corps men became unconsciously gentler, 
juster, with a finer sense of right and wrong, and less bestial 
modes of pleasure, of speech, and of habit, because he was 
among them. Moreover,, the keen-eyed desperadbetf who made 
up the chief sum of his comrades saw that he gave unques- 
tioning respect to a chief who made his life a hell; and 
rendered unquestioning submission under aflronts, tyrannies, 
and insults which, as they also saw, stung him to the quick, 
and tortured him as no physical torture would havd done— 
and the sight was not without a strong effect for good on 
them. They could tell that he suffered under these aadhet 
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never suffered themselves, yet he bore them au-d did his diaty 
with a self-control and })atience they had never attained. 

Almost insensibly they grew ashamed to be beaten by him, 
and strove to grow like him as far as they could. They never 
knew him drunk, they never hoard him swear, they never 
found him unjust, even to a poverty-stricken indi^enej or 
brutal, even to a Jille dejou. Insensibly his presence human- 
midi them. Of a surety, the last part Jlertie dreamed of playing 
was that of a teacher to any mortal thing — yet — here in Afiica, 
it might reasonably be (questioned if a second Augustine or 
Francis Xavier would ever have done half the good among 
the devil-may-care lloumis that was wrought by the daunt- 
less, listless, reckless soldier who followetl instinctively the 
one religion which has no cant in its brave siin])le creed, and 
binds man to man in links that are true as steel — the religion 
of a gallant gentleman's lu3’alty and honor. 


CHAPTER XX. 

OTGAKETTE EN CONSEIL BT CACUETTE. 

“ CoRPOKAL Victor, M. le Commandant desires you tj 
present yourself at his campayne to-night, at ten pre(nsel3, 
with all your carvings; — above all, with the chessmen.’' 

The swift sharp voice of ^ young officer of his regimiuit 
wakened Cecil from his musing, as he went on his way down 
the crowded, tortuous, stifling street. He bad sciurcely time 
to catch the sense of the words, and to halt, giving tlie salute, 
before the Chasseur’s skittish little Earbary mare had galloped 
past him, seattcring the jieople right and hfft, knocking over 
a sweet-meat seller, upsetting a string of maiz(;-ludeu mules^ 
jostling a venerable marabout on to an impudent Ijttle grisette, 
and laming an old Moor os he tottered to his mosque, without 
any apology for any of the mischief, in the custom$try inso- 
lence, which makes “Eoumis” and ‘‘ Euroaucratie" alike 
execrated by the indigenous populace with a detestation that 
the questionable benefits of civilized importations can do verj 
Uittle to counterbalance in the fiery breasts of the sons oi 
iihe soil. 
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Cecil involuntarily stood still. His face darkened. All 
orders that touched on the service, even where harshest and 
.most unwelcome, he had taught himself to take without any 
hesitation, till ho now scarcely felt the check of the steel 
curb ; but to be ordered thus like a lackey — to take his wares 
thus like a hawker I 

Ah ma cantclie I Wo are soldiers, not traders — awn’t 
we ? You don’t like that, M. Victor ? You are no pedler— 
ehP And you think you would rather risk being court- 
martialled and shot, than take your ivory toys for the Black 
Hawk’s talons ? ” 

Cecil glanced up in astonishment at tlie divination and 
translation of his thoughts, to encounter the bright falcon eyes 
of Cigarette looking down on him from a little oval casement 
above, dark as pitch within, and whose embrasure, with its rim 
of gray stone ^coping, set otflike a- picture-frame, with a heavy 
background of ungla^cul Itembrandt shadow, the piquant head 
of the Friend of the Flag, with her pouting, scarlet, mocking 
lips, and her mischievous challenging smile, and her dainty 
little gold-banded foraging-cap set on curls as silken and jetty 
as any black Irish setters. 

Bon jour ^ ma helU / ” he answered, with a little weariness, 
lifting his fez to her with a certain sense of annoyance, that 
this young Bohemian of the barracks, this child with her 
slang and her satire, should always be in his way like a 
shadow. 

** Bon jour f mon hra/oe! returned Cigarette, contemptuously. 
** We are not so ceremonious as aU that in Algiers I Good 
fellow, you should be a chamberlain, not a corporal. What 
fine manners, mon Dieu ! '' 

She was iftcensed, and piqued, and provoked. She had 
been ready to forgive him because he carved so wonderfully, 
and sold the carvings for< his comrade at the hospital ; she 
was holding out the olive-branch after lier o\vm petulant 
fashion ; and she thought, if he had had any grace in him, 
he would have responded with some such florid ooinplimeut 
Its those for which sho was accustomed to box the ears of her 
admirers, and would have swung himself up coping, to 

touch, CFat least try to touch, those sweet, ifen, crimson lips 
af hers, that were like a Half-opened damask rose. Modesty 
is apt to go to the wall in camps, and poor little Cigarette’s 
notions of^hegtdat passion were very simple, rnrlimehtarv^ 
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and, certcfl, in no. way coy. How should they be ? She had 
tosstd about with the army,Jike one of the tassels to their 
standards, blowing which ever way the breath of war floated 
her, and had exjxu'ionced, or thought she had experienced, as 
many affaires as tlie veriest Don Juan among them, though 
}ier heart had nevtir been much concerned in them, but had 
beaten scarce a shade quicker, if a lunge in a duel, or a shot 
from an Indigene had pounced off witli her hero of the hour 
to Hades. 

** Fine manners ! '' echoed Cecil, with a smile : '' my poor 
cliild, liave you been so bulfoted about that you have nevt-r 
been treated with commonest courtesy?’^ 

‘‘Whew!’* cried the little lad}', blowing a puff of smoko 
down on him. ^‘None of your pity fur me, my ci-devant ! 
Duffeted about? Nom da dialde! do you suppose anybody 
ever did anything with rne that I didn’t choose? If you had 
as much ])ONver iia I liave in the army, Cliatoauroy would not 
send for you to sell your toys like a jiedicr. You are a slave ! 
I am a sovereign ! ” 

With which she tossed back her graceful, spirited head, 
as though tlio gold band of her cap were the gold band of a 
diadem. She was very proud of her station in the Army of 
Africa, and glorified her privileges with all a child’s vanity. 

lie listened, amused with her boastful supremacy; but the 
last w'ords touched him with a certain pang just in that 
moment. lie felt like a slave — a slave who must obey his 
tyrant, or go out and <lie like a dog. 

** W(‘ll, yoe,” ho said, slowly, ** i am a slave, I fear. I 
wish a Dedouin flissa would cut my thralls in two/' 

He spoke jestingly, but there was a tinge of sadness in the 
words that touched Cigarette’s changeful teinpe/to contrition, 
and tilled her with the same compassion and wonder at him 
that she had felt when the ivory wreaths and crucifixes had 
laid in her hands. She knew she had been ungenerous — a 
crime dark as night in the sight of the little chivalrous 
soldier. 

** Tims ! ** she said, softly and waywardly, winding her 
way aright with that penetration and tact which, however 
unsexed in other things, Cigarette had kept thoroughly 
leminine. That was but an idle word of mine : forgive it, 
a&d forget it. You are not a slave when you fight in the 
fmtasm. Mbrbleu ! they say to see yoti kill a man is beau- 
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tilU[-^8o iR^kmaidilcei joxl muSd 1^6 (mt a^d be shot 
tcwnaorrow, rather thaja your boner, « eteiii tt--ehP 
Bah ! while you kuo^ they should out yeur heart oat irather 
than make you tell a lie, or betray a oemradei pm are uo 
slave, my gahnnis yeu have the best froedom uf alb 7fke 
a glass of champagne ? Frut-tut ! how you look ! 0% the 
dmmeUeSj with Ihe silver necks, are not barrack drinks of 
course; but I drink champagne ' always myself, Tlus is 
M. le Prince's. He knows I only take the best brands.” 

With which Cigarette, leaning down from her casement, 
whose sill was about a foot above his head, tendered her 
peace-offering in a bottle of Cliquot, three of which, packed 
in her knapsack, she had carried off from the luncheon-table 
of a Russian Prince who was touring through Algiers, and 
who had half lost his Grand Ducal head after the bewitch- 
ing, dauntless', capricious, unattachable, unpurohasable, and 
coquettish little fire-eater of the Spahis, who treated him 
with infinitely more insolence and indifference than she 
would show to some battered old veteran, or some worn-out 
old dog, who had passed through the great Kabaila raids and 
battles. 

^*you will go to your Coloners to-night?” she said 
questioningly, as he drank the champagne, and thanked her 
—for he saw the spirit in which the gift was tendered~a8 
he loaned against the half-ruined Moorish wall, with its blue 
and white striped awning spread over both their heads in the 
little street whose crowds, chatter, thousand eyes, and inces- 
sant traffic no way troubled Cigarette, who had talked n^got 
to monarohs undaunted, and who had been one of the chief 
sights in a hundred grand reviews ever since she had b^n 
perched on a gun-carriage at five years old, and paraded with 
a troop of horse artillery in the Champ de Mars, as having 
gone irhrough the whole of Bugeaud's campaign, at which 
parade, by-the-way, being tendered sweetmeats by a famous 
Gener^d’s wife. Cigarette had made the immoiml reply, in 
lisping sabir : ** Madame^ m9 honlons aont des htdeU t ’’ k 

She repeated her question imperiously, as Cecil kept mkiitt 

You wiU go to-night ? *' 

He shrugged his shoulders. He did not care to duonei 
his Colonel’s orders with this pretty little Bacchante^ 
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Oh, a ohief'fl commmi, you 

A fioo for a chief!” retorted Cigarette impatieatlv. 
Why don^t you Bay the truth ? You are thinking you wfll 
diao^y, and riek the rest I ” 

Well, why notP I grant his right in barrack and Md, 
but ” 

He spoke rather to hltnself than her, and his thoughts, 
as ho spoke, went back to the scene of the morning. Ho 
felt, with a romantic impulse that he smiled at even as it 
passed over him, that he would rather have half a dozen 
muskota fired at him in the death-sentence of a mutinc^er 
than moot again the glance of those proud azure eyes 
sweep over him, in their calm indifterenee to a private of 
Chasseurs, their calm ignorance that he could be wounded 
or be stung, 

“Hut?” echoed Cigarette, leaning out of her oval hole, 
perched in the quaint, gray, Moreseo wall, parti-(*oloied with 
broken encaustics of varied hues. “ CJtut, Ifon camarade ! 
that little word has been the undoing of the vorld ever since 
the world began. ♦ But ’ is a blank cartridge, and never did 
Hiijiibing but miss fire yet. Shoot dead, or don’t aim at all, 
whichever you like ; but never make a coup manqu^ * with 
* but ! ’ So you won’t obey Chateaiiroy in this ? ” 

He waa silent again. He would not answer falsely, and 
he did not care to say his thoughts to her. 

“ pursued Cigarette, translating his silence at her 

fancy, “you say to yourself, am an aristocrat — I will 
not be ordered in this thing,’ — you say. ‘I am a good 
soldier ; I will not be sent lor lie a hawker,’ — you say. 
‘ I was noble once : I will show my blood at last, if I die 1 ’ 
Ah !— you say that ! ” • 

He laughed a little as he looked up at her. 

“ Hot exactly that, but something as foolish perhaps. Are 
you a witch, my pretty one ? ” 

“ Whoever doubted it, except you ? ” 

She looked one, in truth, whom few men could resist, 
bending to him out of her owl’s nest, with the flash of the 
sun under the blue awning brightly catching the sunny bx'own 
of her sAft cheek and the cherry bloom of her lips, arched, 
pouting, and coquette. She set teeth ahaiply, and taut- 
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tered a hot, heavy M»ri^ or even aomelhiBg vrar^O; as aha saw 
that his eyes had not evens remaixied m her, were thought^ 
^Uy looking down the eheck^red light and eolo(r ol tibe street 
She was passionate, she was vain, she was waywaxid>« >was 
fierce as a little velvet leopard, as a handsome, bijllieiit piiu- 
maged hawk ; she hud all the faults, as slie had all the viltiies, 
of the thorough Celtic race ; and, tor the moment, she had an 
instinct, fiery, rulhle&s, and full of hate, to draw the pistol 
out of her belt, and teach him with a shot, crush through 
heart or brain, that girls who were ^‘unsexed” could keep 
enough of the woman in them not to be neglected with im- 
punity, and could lose enougli of it to be able to avenge the 
negligence by a summary vendetta. But she was a haughty 
little condottiero in her fashion. She would not ask for 
what was not cifibred her, nor give a rebuke that might be 
traced to mortiflcatioii. 8he only set her two rosebud lips in 
as firm a line of wrath and scorn as ever OfiBsor’s or Napo- 
leon’s moulded themselves into, and spoke in the curt, im* 
perious. generalissimo fashion with which Cigarette before 
now had rallied a domoraliaed troop, reeling drunk and mod 
away from a razzia. 

I am a witch ! That is, I can put two and two together, 
and read men, though I don’t read the alphabet. Wdl, one 
reading is a good deal rarer than the other. So you mean to 
disobey the Hawk to-night P I like you for that. But listen 
here — did you ever hear them talk of Marquise ? ” 

‘<No!” 

Parbleu ! ” swore the vivandidre in her wrath, “ you look 
on at a bamboula as if it were only a bear-cub dancing, and 
can only give one * yes ’ and * no,’ as if one were a drummer- 
Doy. Bah ! aje those your Paris courtesies ? ” 

<< Forgive mo, ma Idle / I thought you called yourself 
our comrade, and would have no ‘ fine manners.’ There is 
no knowing how to please you.” 

He might have pleased her simply and easily enough if 
he had only looked up with a shade of interest to that most 
picturesque picture, bright as a pastoral portrait ttiat wa$. 
hung above him in the old tumble-down Moorish Btone*vi)^OTk. 
But his thoughts were with other things ,* and a love scene 
with this fantastic young Amazon did not attract him. The 
warm, ripe, mellow little wayside cherry hung directly in 
path, vKth the sun on its bloom, and the wind tossing St 
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merrily; it had no oham tat him* He was musing 
rather on that costly^ delicate^ hrilliant-hued, hot-house bios- 
spm lhat could only be i^a(^ed down by some^ rich man's 
hand, and grew afar on heights where never winter chills, 
nor summer tan, could come too rudely on it. 

Come, tell me what is Marquise ? — a kitten P '' he went 
on, leaning hia arm still on the sill of her embrasure, and 
willing to coax her out of her anger. 

yA kitten!” echoed Cigarette contemptuously. You 
think me a child, I suppose?” 

Surely you are not far off it P ” 

‘‘ Mou Dieu ! why, I was never a child in my life,” re- 
torted Cigarette, waxing sunny-tempered and conhdontul 
*again, while she perched herself, like some gay-feathoud 
mocking-bird on a branch, on the window-sill itself. “ When 
I was two, I used to be beaten like a Turco •that pawns his 
musket; when I was three, I used to scrape up the cigai‘ 
ends the odlcers dropped about to sell them again for a hit of 
black bread; when I was four, I knew all about Philippe 
Durron’s escape from Beylick, and bit my tongue through, to 
say nothing, when my mother flogged me with a trmglo's 
mule* whip, because I would not tell, that she might tell 
again at the Bureau, and get the reward. A child ? — diantre ! 
oefore 1 was two feet high I had winged my first Arhi. He 
stole a rabbit I w^as roasting. Presto ! how quick he dropped 
it when my ball broke his wrist like a twig.'” 

And the Friend of the Flag laughed gaily at the recollec- 
tion, as at the best piece of mirth with which memory could 
furnish her. 

** Bufi }ou asked about Marquise ? Well, he was what you 
are, a hawk among carrion crows, a gentleman in the ranks 
IHeu I bow handsome he was ! Hobody ever knew his real 
name, but they thought he was of Austrian breed, and we 
called him Marquise because he was so womanish white in 
his skin and so dainty in all his ways. Just like you ! Mar- 
quise could fight, fight like a hundred devils; and — ^pouf ! — 
how proud he was ; very much like you altogether ! How, one 
day something went wrong in the exercise-ground. Marquise 
was not to blame, but they thought he was ; and an adjutonl 
struck him— fiick, flack, like across the face with a 
« nding-Bwitoh. Marquise had his bayonet flxed^he belonged 
kjW the Tureos— and before we knew Vhat was up, crash the 
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blado went tbrough'^thrOujg'fa the breast-bone, ,inl& out at the 
and the adjutant fell as dead as a eat* ^ blood 
spouting but like a fountain. *1 eome of a that 

never took insult without giving back death, ^ that 

Marquise said when they seized him and brought Mttt to 
judgment; and he would never say of what raoO that WOS* 
They shot him — ah, bah! discipline must be kepb-^rHi^ 1. 
saw him with hve great wounds in his chest, and bis 
beautiful golden hair all soiled with the sand and the powdei^i 
lying there by the open grave, that they threw mm into 
ns if he were offal ; and we never knew more of him than 
that.'' 

Cigarette’s radiant laugh had died, and her careless voice 
had sunk, over the latter words. As the little vivacious 
brunette told the tale of a nameless life, it took its eloquence 
from her, simf)le and brief as her speech was, and it owned a 
deeper pathos because the reckless young Bacchante of the 
As de Pique grew grave one moment while she told it Then, 
grave still, she leaned her brown, bright face nearer down 
from her oval hole in the wall. 

*‘Now,” she Avhispercd very low, if you mutiny once, 
ihey will bhoot you just like Marquise, and you will die just 
as silent, like him.” 

‘‘Well,” he answered her slowly, ** why not? Death is 
no great terror^ I risk it every day for the sake of a common 
soldier’s rations, why should I not chance it for the sake and 
in the defence of my honor ? ” 

** Bah I men sell their honor for their daily bread all the 
world over 1 ” said Cigarette with the satire that had treble 
raciness from the slang in which she clothed it. ** But it is 
not you alon». See here — one example set on your part, and 
half your regiment will mutiny too. It is bitter work to obey 
the Black Hawk, and if you give the signal of revolt, three 
parte of your comrades will join yon. Now Ivbat will that 
end in, hem Uon — eh ? ” 

Tell me — you are a soldier yourself, you say.” 

Yes, 1 am a soldier 1 ” said Cigarette between ber 
teeth, while her eyes lightened, and her voice sank do^ jhdto 
a whisper that had a certain terrible moaning in it, liko-the 
ffret drox^ping of the scattered opening shots in the distance 
b^ra.a great battle commences; and I have seen war, not 
bolidajr vrar, but war in earnest — war when men Ml like 
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halktonesy and tear like tigers, and choke like mad dogs with 
iheSr throats full of blood and sand ; when the gun-eartiage 
wheels go crash over the Writhing limbs, and the horses 
charge fidl gallop over the living faces, and the hoofs beat out 
the brains “^fore death has stunned them senseless. Oh, yes ! 
I am a soldier, and 1 will tell you one thing I have seen. I 
have seen soldiers mutiny, a squadron of them, because thej 
hated their chief and loved two of their sous-officiers ; and J 
have seen the end of it all — a few hundred men, blind and 
drunk with despair, at bay against as many thousands, and 
walled in with four lines of steel and artillery, and bred on 
from a score of cannon-mouths — volley on volley, like the 
thunder — till not one living man was left, and there was only 
a shapeless, heaving, moaning mass, with the black sinok& 
over dl. That is what I have seen ; you will not make me 
see it again ? ” 

Her face was very earnest, very eloquent, very dark, and 
tender with thought ; there was a vein of grave, even of in- 
tense feeling, that ran through the significant words to which 
tone and accent lent far more meaning than lay in their meie 
phrases; the little Bohemian lost her insolence when she 
pleaded for her children,” her comrades; and the mis- 
chievous pet of the camp never treated lightly what touched 
the France that she loved, the France that alone of all things 
in her careless, life she held in honor and rev^nce. 

‘'You will not make mo see it again she said, once 
more leaning out, with her eyes, that were like a brown 
brook sparkling deep yet bright in the sun, fixed on him. 
“ They would rise at your bidding, and they would be moived 
down like corn. You will not ? ” 

“ Never ! I give you my word.” ® 

The promise was from his heart. He would have endured 
any- indignity, my outrage, rather than have drawn into 
ruin, through hin^ the fiery, fearless, untutored lives of the 
men who marched, and slept, and rode, and fought, and lay 
in the light of the picket-i&es, and swept down through the 
hot sand storms on to the desert foe by his side. Cigarette 
stretched out her hand to him — ^that tiny brown hemd, whiohi 
small though it was, had looked so burnt and so hard beside 
ttht delicate, ftdrr ivUiy carvings of his wcokmanship— 
stretched it out with a irauk, winning, cMMlike, Soldierlike 
grace. 
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He bent over the band she held to hie ha 
natural with him to all her sex, and touohnd it iiyiw 
hiadipa* 

“ Thank you, my little comrade,’’ he eaid 8imtdy» with the 
graver thought still on him that her relation and her enl^aty 
had evoked, ** you have given me a lesson tlxat I shall |3e 
quick to forget.” 

Cigarette was the wildest little bacchanal that evm^ pirou- 
etted for the delight of half a scare of soldiers in their tehirtr^ 
sleeves and half-drunk ; she was the most reckless coquette 
that ever made tho roll-call of her lovers range from prinoo- 
marshals to ploughboy conscripts ; she had flirted as far and 
wide as the butterfly flirts with the blossoms it flutters on to 
through the'range of a summer-day ; she took kisses, if the 
giver of them were handsome, as readily as a child takes 
sweetmeats at Mardi Gras ; and of feminine honor, feminine 
scruples, feminine delicacy, knew nothing save by such very 
dim, fragmentary instincts as nature still planted in scant 
growth amid the rank soil and the pestilent atmosphere of 
camp-life. Her eyes had never sunk, her face had never 
flushed, her heart had never panted for the boldest or the 
wildest wooer of them all, from M. le Due’s Lauxuu-esquo 
blandishments to Poufler-dc -Hire’s or Miou-Miou’s rough over- 
tures ; she had the coquetry of her nation with the audacity 
of a boy. Now only, for the flrst time, Cigarette colored 
hotly at the grave, griiceful, distant salute, so cold and so 
courteous, which was oflered her iu lieu of the rude and bois- 
terous fauiihai'ities to 7/hich she was accustomed ; and drew 
her hand away with what was, to the shame of her soldierly 
hardihood and her barrack tutelage, very nearly akin to an 
impulse of shyness. 

** 1km / JVs me tlmnee Se la gabatim / f I am not a 
cmat lady, she cried hastily, alm^^st petulantly, 

to cover the unwonted and unwelcome weakness; While, to 
moke good the declaration mnl revindicate h^ no- 

nowOf she balanced herself lightly on the stone fedge Uf 
oval hole, and sprang, with a young wildcat’s easy, wsulllng 
leap, over his head, over the heads of the peope 

* That's Tou are a true soJdisr^ 

0 Stag 1 Sen't humbug me I" 
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o|L to ihe ledge of the hotise oppoidte, a low-built wine*iAop« 
upper story nearly touch^ the leaning walls of the old 
l^odrish buildings in which she had been perched. The crowd 
in the street below looked up amazed and aghast at that binnd 
from casement to casement as she flew over their heads like a 
blue-and-soarlet-winged bird of Oran ; but they laughed as 
they saw who it was. 

“ It is Cigarette ! ** growled a Turoo Indigene. ** Ah-ha ! 
the devil, for a certainty, must have been her father! 

To be sure ! cried thePPriend of the Flag, looking from 
her elevation; ^*he is a very good father, too, and 1 don’t 
tease him like his sons the priests ! But I have told him to 
take ffou, Ben Arsli, the next time you are stripping a dead 
body ; so look out — ^he won’t have to wait long.” 

The discomfited Indigene hustled his way, with many an 
oath, through the laughing crowd as best he might, and Ciga- 
rette, with an airy pirouette on the wine-shop’s roof that would 
have done honor to any opera boards, and was executed as 
carelessly, twenty feet above earth, as if she had been a panto- 
mime-dancer all her days, let herself down by the awning, 
hand over hand like a little mousse from the harbor, jumped 
on to a forage-wagon that was just passing full trot down the 
street, and disappeared, standing on the piles of hay, and 
singing to the driving tringlos" unutterable delight the stanzas 
of Bciranger’s ** JnfMites de Lisette her lithe, slender, 
miniature form, with its flash of gold on*' the breast, and its 
strip of rich scarlet in the fluttering sash, rising out against 
tho blue and burning sky, the glare of the white walls, and 
the dusky glow and movement of the ebbing and flowing 
crowd. 

Cecil looked after her with a certain touch o£ pity for her 
in him. 

** What a gallant hoy is spoilt in that little Amazon ! ” he 
thought ; the quick flush of her face, the quick withdrawal 
of her hand, he had not noticed ; she bad not much interest 
for him—soaroely any, indeed, — save that he saw ahe was 
pretty, with a zmgnonne mischievous face, that all the sun- 
tan of Africa and all the wild life of the Caserne oonld not 
harden or debase. But he was sorry a child so bright and so 
bmve should be turned into three parts a trooper as she was, 
sli^uld have been tossed on the scum andflfth of the lowest 
hijack life, and should be doomed in a few vears^ time to 
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become the yellovr, battered, foul-mottthed, vtiltsare-eyed camp*- 
fdlower that premature old age -vrould ettrely i^de)? the do- 
ling of the tricolor, the pythoness of the As de 

Oigarotte was making scorn of her doom of imc&Og it 
down, drinking It down, laughing it down, burning It out in 
tobacco fumes, drowning it in trembling cascades of wine^ 
trampling it to dust under the cancan by her little brass* 
bound boots, mocking it away with her slang jests, and her 
Theresa songs, and her devil-may-care audacities, till there 
was scarce a trace of it left in tills prettiest and wildest little 
scamp of all the Army of Africa. !But strive to kill it how 
she would, her sex would have its revenge one dav and play 
Nemesis to h^r. 

She was bewitching now — bewitching, though she had no 
witchery for 'him, in her youth. But wbeif tne bloom should 
leave her brown cheeks, and the laughter die out of her 
lightning glance, the womanhood she had deded would assert 
itself, and avenge itself, and he hideous in the sight of the 
men who now loved the tinkling of those little spurred feet, 
and shouted with applau‘5e to hear the reckless barrack-blas- 
phemies ring their mirth from that fresh mouth which was 
now like a bud from a damask rose branch, though even now 
it steeped itself in wane, and sullied itself with oaths, and 
seared itself with smoke, and had never been touched from 
Its infancy with any kiss that was innocent, not even with its 
mother’s. 

And there was a deep tinge of pity for her in Cecil’s thoughts 
u> ho watched her out of sight, and then strolled across to the 
^afe opposite to finish his cigar beneath its orange -striped 
awning. The child had been flung upward, a httle straw 
floating in the gutter of Paris iniquities ; a little foam-bell 
bubbling on the sewer waters of barrack- vice ; the stick had 
been her teacher, the baggage-wagon her craq^e. the camp- 
dogs her play-fellows, the caserne* oaths her lullaby, the 
^mdons-f her sole guiding-stars, the razzia^ her sole fete day: 
It was little marvel that the bright, bold, insolent little Friend 
of the Flag bad nothing left of her sex save a kitten’s miachiejf 
and a coquette’s archness. It said much rather for the straight, 
fi[ur> sunlit instincts of the untaught nature that Cigarette had 
gleaned, even out of such a life, two virtueg that she would 
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haira held by to the death, if tried : a truthfulness that weuld 
ha^ scorned a lie as only £t for cowards, and a loyalty that 
cleaved to France as a rdigion. 

CSecil thought that a gallant boy was spoiled in this eighiBon 
year old brunette of a campaigner ; he might have gone fur- 
ther, and said that a hero was lost. 

Voila ! ** said Cigarette between her little tooth. 

She stood in the glittering Algerine night, brilliant with a 
million stars, and balmy with a million flowers, before the 
bronze trellised gate of the Villa on the Sahel, where Chateau- 
xoy, when he was not on active service — which chanced rarely, 
for he was one of the finest soldiers and most daring chiefs in 
Africa — indemnified himself with the magnificence tliat his 
private fortune enabled him to enjoy, for the unsparing exe]** 
tions and the rugged privations that he always shared wil- 
lingly with the lowest of his soldiers. It Was the grandest 
trait in the man’s character that he utterly scorned the effemi- 
nacy which many commanders provided for their table, their 
comfort, and their gratification while campaigning, and would 
commonly neither talce himself nor allow to his officers any 
more indulgence on the tnurch than his troopers themselves 
enjoyed. But his villa on the JSahel was a miniature palace ; 
it had formerly been the harem of a great Rais, and the gardens 
were as enchanting as the interior was, if something florid, still 
as elegant as Paris art and Paris luxury could make it ; for 
ferocious as the Black HaAvk Avas in Avar, and well as he loved 
the chase and the slaughter, he did not disdain, when he had 
whetted beak and talons to satiety, to smooth his ruffled plu- 
mage in doAvny nests and under caressing hands. 

To-night tlie windows of the pretty, low, snow-white, far 
stretching building were lighted and open, ai^ through the 
wilderness of cactus, myrtle, orange, citron, fuschsia, and a 
thousand flowers that almost buried it under their weight of 
leaf and blossom, a myriad of lamps were gloaming like so 
many glow-worms beneath the foliage, while from a cedar 
grove some slight way farther out, the melodies and overtures 
of the best military bands in Algiers came mellowed, though 
not broken, by the distance and the fall of the bubbling foun- 
tains. Cigarette looked and listened^ and gay, brown face 
grew duskily Avarm with wrath. 

Ah, bah ! ” she muttered as she pressed her pretty Ups to 
the lattice-work. The men die like murrained she^ in the 
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and get ao^ bread tossed to them as if mrepig<ii, 
and are thrashed if they pawn their maeketa £}r a stonp of 
drink when their throats ore as dry as the deBert-^^MUidyou live 
like B.cof m pdie /♦ Morbleu ! what fools the people oto to 
dght, and toil, and get their limbs brolceu, and h^ve their 
brains dashed out by spent balls, that 5 kE. lo Mardehai may 
send home a grand story with his own name daring in letters 
a yard long on the placards, and M. le Colonel gives his f^tes 
with stars and ribbons on his breast, while those vffho won the 
battle lie rotting in the sand ! ” 

Cigarette was a resolute little democrat ; she had loaded the 
carbines behind the barricade in an ^meute in Palis before she 
was ten years old, and was not seldom in the perplexity ot 
conflicting creeds when her loyalty to the tricolor and tha 
guidons smote wi^ih a violent clash on her lore for the popu- 
lace and their liberty. She was given, however, usually to 
reconciling the dilemma n ith all her sex^e illogical ingenuity, 
and 80 to thoroughly carried out her republicanism that she 
boxed a Prince’s ear without ceremony wl urn one tried to sub- 
jugate her, and never by any chance veiled the sun of her 
smiles to her ** children,^’ the ti’oopers — not oven when she 
was tired to death after a burning march across leagues on 
leagues of locust- wasted country, or had spent half the night, 
after a skirmish, dressing wounds, soothing fever, seeking out 
the dying men who lay scattered on the outskirts of the field 
of carnage, with a magic, and a sweetness, and a patience that 
seemed rather fitting for the gentle Swurs Grises than for the 
wayward, mischievous, insolent young reveller of the As de 
Pipte. 

8 he looked a moment longer through the gilded scroll-work ; 
then, as sbelaad done^nce before, thrust her pistols well within 
her sash that they should not catch upon the boughs, and 
pushing herself through the prickly cactus hedge, impervious 
to anything save herself or a Barbary marmoset, ’twisted with 
marvellous ingenuity through the sharp-pointed leaves, and 
the close barriers of qdnes, and launched herself with inimi- 
table dexterity on to the other side of the cacti. Cig 6 lrette 
had too often played a game at spying and reconnoitering for 
her regiments, and playi^ it with a cleverness that distanced 
‘aven most fW of the Zephyrs, not to he able do just 
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whateyer sh^ choee^ in taking the yeajr she liked, and lurking 
unseen at discretion. 

She crossed the breadth of the grounds under the hekvy 
shade of arbutus-trees with a h^e’s fleotness, and stood a 
second looking at the open windows and the terraces that lay 
before them, brightly lighted by the summer moon and by 
the lamps that sparkled among the shrubs. Then down 
she dropped, as quickly, as lightiy, as a young setter doAvn 
^arging among the ferns, into a shower of rhododendrons, 
whoso rose and lilac blos«ioms shut her wholly within them 
like a fairy inclosed in bloom. The good fairy of one life 
there she was assuredly, though she might be but a deyil- 
may-care, audacious, careless little feminine BclpWgor and 
military Asmodens. 

“Ah!” she said, quickly and sharply, with a deep-draun 
breath. The single' c ] u ulution \\ as at once a menace, a tender- 
ness, awhnlwind ot rage, u -v lumeof disdain, a world of ]>ity. 
It was intensedy Irouch, and the whole nature of Cigaiotto 
was in it. 

Yet all she saw was a small and brilliant group sauntering 
to and fro before the open windows, after dinner, listening to 
the hands, which; through dinner, had played to them, and 
laughing low and softly ; and, at some distance from them, 
boncatli tho shade of a cedar, the figure of a Corporal of 
Chasseurs, calm, erect, motionless, as though he were the 
figure of a soldier cast in bronze. The scene was simple 
enough, though very jiictui’esquc ; but it told, by its vivid 
force of contrast, a as hole history to Cigarette. 

“ A true soldier ! ” she muttered, where she lay among the 
rhododendrons, Avhilc her eyes grew very soft, as she gave the 
highest word ol praise that her whole range of l&nguage held. 
“ A true soldier ! How he keeps his promise ! But it must 
bo bitter ! ” 

She looked awhile, very wistfully, at the Chasseur, where 
iio stood under the Lebanon boughs ; then her glance swept 
bright as a hawk^s OAer the terrace, ant lighted with a pre- 
scient hatred on the central form of all — a woman's. There 
were two other great ladies there ; but she passed them, and 
darted with unerring instinct on that proud, fair, pat^iau 
head, with its haughty stag^-like carriage and the crown of its 
golden hair. 

I Cigarette had seen grander ianm by the thousand, though 
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*ook on at a gran^ review ; seen them in meir court attire, 
when the Guides had filled the Carrousel oU aoM |>alaco ball 
night, and lined the Cour des Princes, and she had bewitched 
the officers of the guard into letting her pass in to lee the 
/jageantry. But she had never Mt for those ffrande» dms» 

1 liing have a considerably contemptuous iuditforenco. Sho had 
looked on them pretty much as a war- worn, powder-tried vetS)!^ 
looks on the curled dandy of some fashionable, home-stsg^^ 
corps. She had never realized the difieronce betwixt mpl 
and herself, save in so far as she thought them useless butter 
\l1e3, worth nothing at all, and laiiglied as she triumphantly 
remembered how she could shoot a man like any Tirailleur, 
and break in a colt like any rough ri(^ t. 

Now, for the first timr^, the sight of one of those aristocrats 
smote her with a keen hot bling of heart-burning jealousy. 
Now, for the lirbi time, tho little Friend of tho Flag looked 
at all the nameless graces of lank w'ith an envy that her 
biiiiny, gladsome, giucrous natim^ had never before been 
touched with — w’lth a sudden p^r(M‘ptlon, quick as thought, 
bitter as gall, wounding, and switt, .Jiid poignant, of wlmt 
this womanliood, that ho had said she herself had lost, miglit 
be in its highest and purest shape. 

** Unsexed — he said I was niisexed,*’ she mused, while her 
lecth clinched on the ruby fullness of her lips, and her heart 
swelled, half with impotent rage, half with unconfessed pain. 
For tho first time, looking on this imperial foreign beauty, 
sweeping so slowly and so idly along there in the Algerian 
starlight, she understood all that he had missed, all that he 
had meant, when he had used that single word, for which 
she had vowed on him her vengeance and the vengeance ot 
the Army of Africa. 

If those are the women that he knew before ho come 
hero, I do not wonder that he never cared to w^atch even my 
lamlauhj' was the latent, unacknowledged thought that was 
BO cruel to her : thoiconBOiousness — which forced itself in on 
her, while her eyes jealously followed the pcrlec t grace of thiy 
one in whom instinct had found her rival— that, while sht 
had been so proud of her recklessness, and her devilry, m% 
her hooper’s slang;, and her deadly skill as a shot, she hac 
only been something very worthless, something very lightlj 
held y those who Uked her for a ribald jest, and n guin« 
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gucttedahoe, sJid a Bpabis’eupper of headlong riot aiid drunken 
mirth. 

The mood did not last. She was too brave, too fiery, toe 
dauntless, too untamed. The dusky angry flush upon hm 
face grew deeper, and the passion gathered more stormily in 
her eyes, while she felt the pistol butts in her sash, and 
langhcd low “to herself, where she lay stretched under her 
flowery nest. 

** Bah ! she would faint, I dare say, at the more sight ot 
these/' she thought, with her old disdain, and would stand 
fire no more than a gazelle ! They are only made for summer- 
day weather, those dainty, gorgeous, silver pheasants. A 
breath of war, a touch of tdmpest, would soon beat them 
down — crash! — with all their proud crest drooping ! 

Like many another, Oigaretle underrated wiiat she had no 
knowledge ol*, and depreciated an antagonist thh measure of 
whose fence she had no power to gauge. 

Crouched there among the rhododendrons, she lay as still as 
a mouse, moving nearer and nearer, though none would have 
told that so much as a lizard even stiired under the blossoms, 
until her ear, quick and unerring as an Indian's, could detect 
the sense of the words spoken by that group, which so aroused 
all the hot ire of her 'warrior's soul and her democrat's im- 
patience. Chateauroy himself was bending his fine dark head 
toward the patrician on whom her instinct of sex had fastened 
her hatred. 

''You expressed your wish to see my Corporal’s little 
sculptures again, madame,” he was murmuring now, as Cigar- 
ette got close enough under her flower shadows to catch the 
sense of the words. To hear was to obey with me. He 
waiks your commands yonder,” 

" Millo tonnercs ! It was you, was it, brought him here ? ” 
muttered the IViond of the Flag to herself, with the passion 
in her burning more hotly against that "silver pheasant," 
whoso delicate train was, sweeping the white marbles of 
Ch&teauroy's terraces, and whose replyf "with fashion, not 
with feeling, softly freighted," she lost, though she could 
guoss what it had been, when a lackey crossed the lawn, and 
summoned the Chasseur from his waiting-place beneath the 
cedars. 

. Cecil obeyed, passed up the terrace stoks, and stoc^ befwe 
? Colonel, giving the s^ute; the shade of eome acacias srill 
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fell aoroBs Mm, ^rliile tbe party he fronted were in all the 
glow of a full Alg^aii moon, and of the thouaand lamps 
among the belt of flowers and trees. Cigarette aiether 
Bharp deep-drawn breath, and lay as mute and motiuhl^ as 
she had done before then, among the rushes of some dried 
brook’s bed, scanning a hostUe camp, whon the fate of a 
handful of French troops had rested on her surety and her 
caution, 

Chateauroy spoke with a carelessness as of a man to a dog, 
turning to his Corponil. 

“Victor, Madame la Princesse honors you with the desire 
to see your toys again. Spread them out.” 

The savage authority of his general speech was softened for- 
sake of his guest’s presence, but there was a covert tone in 
the words that made Cigarette murmur to herself : 

“If ho forget his promise, 1 wiJl forgive him ! ” 

Cecil had not forgotten it ; neither had he forgotten the 
lesson that this fair aridocrate had read him in tbe morning. 
He saluted his chief again, set the chessbox down upon the 
ledge of the marble balustradoM and stood silent, without once 
glancmg at the fair and haughty face that was more brilliant 
still in the African starlight than it had been in the noon Run 
of the Chasseurs’ Chamhre'e. Courtesy was forbidden him as 
insult from a corporal to a nobly born beauty ; he no more 
quarrelled with the decree than with other inevitable conse^ 
queiices, inevitable degradations, that followed on his entrance 
as a private under the French flag. He had been used to the 
imjjassable demarkations of Caste, he did not dispute thorn 
more now that he was without, than he had don© when 
xdthm, their magic pale. 

The carvings were passed from hand to hand as the Marquis’s 
six or eight guests, listlessly willing to bo amused iu the 
warmth of the evening after their dinner, occupied themselves 
with the ivory chess armies, cut with a skill add a finish 
worthy a Roman stu^^o. Praise enough was awarded to the 
art, but none of them remembered the artist who stood apart, 
grave, calm, with a certain serene dignity that could not be 
degraded because others chose to treat him as the station be 
‘ filled gave them fit right to do. 

Qnl^ one glanced at him with a toueh of wondering ptty, 
BoftehiUg her pride; rim who had rejeoted tbe fpft of tbesa 
^ mimic squadrons. 



UNDER TWO FLAOS. 




Ton were surely a sculptor, once ? she asked him vith 
iltftt graceful distant kindness which she might have shown 
some Arab outcast* 

Never, madame.” 

Indeed ! Then who taught you such exquisite art?” 

**lt cannot claim to be called art, madame.*’ 

She looked at him with an increased interest : the accent of 
his voice told her that this man, whatever he might be now, 
had once been a gentleman. 

** Oh, yes ; it is perfect of its kind. Who was your master 
initP’' 

A common teacher, madame— -Necessity.*' 

There was a very sweet gleam of compassion in the lustre 
of her dark dreaming eyes. 

** Does necessity often teach so well? ” 

** In the ranks of our array, madame, I think it does 
often indeed much better." 

Chateauroy bad stood by and heard, with as much impa- 
tience as he oared to show before guests whose rank was 
precious to the man who had still weakness enough to be 
ashamed that his father’s brave and famous life had first been 
cradled under the thatch roof of a little posting-house. 

** Victor knows that neither he nor his men have any right 
to waste their time on such trash," he said carelessly; ** but 
the truth is they love the canteen so well that they will do 
anything to add enough to their pay to buy brandy." 

She whom he had called Madame la Princesse looked with 
a doubting surprise at the sculptor of the white Arab King 
she held. 

** That man does not carve for brandy," she thought* 

It must be a solace to many a weary hour in the barracks 
to be able to produce such beautiful tndes as these," she daid 
aloud. Surely you encourage such pursuits, monsieur ! 

Not I," said Chateauroy, with a dash of his camp tone 
that he could not withhold. There are but two arts or 
virtues for a tropper to my tasto— fighting and obedience,^* 

<< You should DO in the Bussian service, H. deCh&teauroy," 
said die lady with a smile, that, slight as it was, taade the 
Marquis's eyes flash Arp. 

Almost 1 wish 1 had been," he answered her; ^^men are 
made to keep their gradet there, and privates who thibk 
selves fine gentleman rectiva the lash they 
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y Haw he hates his Corporal ! ” thought while ehe 

laid aside the White King once more. 

interposed Chateanroy, recoyering his moiueataty 
Belf*abaxLdonment» since yon like the bagat&es, do mo honor 
enough to keep them.*' 

** Oh, no, I offered your soldier his own price for them this 
morning, and he refused any.** 

Ch&teauroy swung round. 

** Ah, saortpmt / you dared refuse 3rour bits of ivory when 
you were honored by an offer for them.** 

Cecil stood silent ; his eyes met his chief’s steadily; Cyi*' 
teauroy had seen that look when his Chasseur had bearded 
him in the solitude of his tent, and demanded back the Pearl 
of the Desert. 

The PrincQ^^ glanced at both ; then she stooped her elegant 
head slightly to the Marquis. 

**Do not blame your Corporal unjustly through me, I praj 
you. He refused any price, but ho offered them to me very 
gracefully as a gift, though of course it was not possible that 
I should accept them so.’* 

** The man is the most insolent larron in the service,** 
muttered her host, as he motioned Cecil back off the terrace. 
** Got you gone, sir, and leave your toys here, or I will have 
them broken up by a hammer.** 

The words were low, that they should not offend the ears 
of the great ladies who were his listeners, but they were 
coarsely savage in their whispered command, and the jrancess 
heard them. 

He has brought his Chasseur here only to humiliate him,’* 
thought Miladi with the same thought that flashed through 
the mind of the little Piiend of the Plag whhre she hid 
among her rhododendrons. How the dainty aristocrat was 
very proud, but she was not so proud but that justice was 
stronger in her than pride, and a noble gene eus temper 
mellowed the somewhat too cold and languid negligence of 
one of the fairest and haughtiest women that ever adorned a 
court. She was too generous not to rescue any one who suf* 
fared through her the slightest injustice, not to interfere whei» 
tl^ough her any misconception lighted on another; shetoU, 
with her sex’s rapid perception and sympathy that the man^ 
whom Ch&teauroy addressed with the brutal insolence of a 
bully to his disobedient dog, had once ^heen ft gentkmiv 

' w 
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jU ho lit^vv but the rank of a sous-offioier-iu the 
Algeriuu Cavalry, and she savv that ho suffered all th<^ 'more 
keenly under uii outrage he had no power to resist because of 
i}\at enl’onicd serenity, that dignity of silence and of patience, 
w ith which he stood before his tyrant. 

“ Wait,’' she said, moving a little toward them, while she 
let her oyes rest on the carver of the sculptures with a grave 
compassion, though she addressed Jiis chief. “You wholly 
mietuke mo. I laid no blame whatever on your Corporal. 
Ja^t him lake the clu-ssnicu back with liim ; 1 Avould ou no 
account rob him of them. 1 can well uj)derstand that he does 
not caro to pail with such masler-pieces of lus art; and that 
he woiibl not appraise them by their Avorth in gold only shows 
that he is a true artist, as doubtless also ho is a true, soldier.” 

The Avoids were spoken Avith a gracious coiudesy, the clear 
cold toiK^ of her Imldtuul nmuner just marking in them still 
llic diflorenee of caste betwcH U lior and the man fur whom she 
iulcrocded, us slie would eipiully have interceded for a dog 
who slumld have been throaleiiod with the lash because ho 
liad displeased In r. That very tone strue.k a sharper blow to 
Cecil than tlie insolence of his commander hud power to d(!al 
him. His face Hushed a little ; lie lifted his cup to her with 
a grave reverence, and moved away. 

“ 1 thank you, madam. Keep them, if you Avill so fur 
honour me.” 

The Avoids reached only her ear, in another instant he had 
passed uAVay down the terrace steps, obedient to bis chiel’s 
dismissal. 

“ All ! have no kind scruples iu keeping Iheiu, uiadame,” 
Chuteauroy laughed to her, us she still held m her hand, doubt- 
fully, the White fciheik of the chess Arabs; “ I Avill sije that 
llel-a-l‘uire-peur, as they call him, does not suffer by losing 
these trumperies, Avhicli, 1 believe, old Zist-et-Zest, a veteran 
of ours and UAVonderi'ul carver, had really far more to' do with 
producing tbuu he. You must not let }our gracious pity bo 
moved by such fellows as these troopers of mine; they are Iho 
most ingenious rascals in the world, and know as well haw to 
produce a dratnatio effect in yoiir presence os they do how to 
lisink and to swear when they are out of it.” 

'■'Very possibly,” she Said, Avitli an indolent indiffcrciico ; 
“ but that man was no actor, and 1 never saw a gentleman if 
,he have not been ona.’^ 
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** like enough/’ answered the Marquis. 1 believe men;; 

* gentlemen’ cozen in our ranks who hove fled iheit antivs 
countrios and broken aU laws^ from the Decalogue to the Code 
Kapol^on. So long as they fight welt, we don’t ask tbrir 
past criminalities. We cannot afibrd to throw away a good 
Mhrmur because ho has mado his own land too hot to hold 
binu” 

•* Of what country is your Corporal, then ? ” 

** I have not an idea. 1 imagine his j>ust must have beau 
something very black indeed, for the slightest trace of it lias 
never, that I know of, been allowed to let slip from him. He 
encourages the men in every insubordination, buys their favor 
with every sort of stage trick, thiuks himself the finest gentle^ 
man in the whole brigades of Africa, and ought to have been 
shot long ago if he hud had his real deserts.” 

She let liQr* glance duoil on him with a contemplation that 
was half contemptuous amusement, hall unexpressed dissent. 

“ I wonder ho has not been, since you have the ruling ol 
his fate,” she said, with a slight smile lingering about the 
proud rich eoftness of her lips, 

** So do 1.” 

There Avas a gaunt, giim, stern significance in the three 
monosyllables th«it escaped him um^onscioubly ; it made her 
turn, and look at him more closel}. 

“ How has he ollt uded }ou? ” she asked. 

Chateauroy laughed off the qucbtion. 

“ 111 a thousand Avays, madaun*. Cluelly becauM* I received 
my regimental training under one Avho tolloued th'> luiditirnis 
of the Armies of Egypt and the lihme, and have, 1 contess, 
iitUo tolerance, in eoubequeuce, of a rebel who pi Ays the 
martyr, and a soldier who is too eifemiiiate an idUn* to do any- 
tiling except uttitudiuixe in inteiesUiig bituutions to awaken 
sympathy.” 

jShe LsteiKid with something of distaste upon her fate where 
she still leaned against the marble balustrade te}«iig with ihs 
ivory Uedouins. 

^'1 am not much interested iu military discussions/’ she 
said^ ooldly, ** but 1 imagine— ^if you will pardon mo for spring 
BO— that you do your Corporal some little injustieo hero. I 
should not fiiucy he * alTccta ’ anything, to judge loom the very 
good tone of lus manners. T^ov the rest, I shall not kisep ikk 
ohmjaMm without making him fitting payment to them ; 
. * 9 
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i^ce li€ declines money, you leill tell me what £>m that had 
better take to be of red and welcome serneo to a Chasseur 
ffAfHque." 

Chuteauroy, more moensed than he chose or daied to dioWi 
bowed court^nsly, but with a grim ironic smile. 

If you really insist, give him a napoleon or two whenever 
you see him ; he will ho very happy to take it and spend it 
au calaretf though he played the aristocrat to-day. But you 
are too good to him ; he is one of the very worst of my pra^ 
iiqu68f and you are as cruel to me in refusing to deign to 
Booept my trooper’s worthless bagatelles at my hands.” 

She bent her suj)Crb head silently, whether in acquiesoenoo 
or rejection he could not well resolve with himself, and turned 
to the staff-officers, among them the heir of a princely semi- 
royal French House, who surrounded her, and sorely begrudged 
the moments she had given to those miniature carvings and 
the private soldier who had wrought them. She was no co- 
quette ; she was of too imperial a natiue, had loo lofty a pride, 
and was too difficult to charm or to enchain ; hut those medi- 
tative, brilliant, serene eyes had a terrible gift of wakening 
'without ever seeking lovo, and of drawing without ever recom- 
pensing homage. 

Couched down among her rose-hued covert, Cigarette had 
watched and heard, her teeth set tightly, her breath coming 
and going swiftly, her hand clinched close on the butts of her 
pistols, fiery curses, with all the infinite variety in cuising of 
a barrack r^ertotre, chasing one another in hot fast mutteriugs 
off those bnght lips, that should have known nothing except 
\ child’s careless and innocent song. 

** Cimme dU wt belle / comfne elk est belle / ” she whiq^ered 
every now and then to herself, 'with a new, bitter, ferocious 
meaning in the whisper that had, with all its hate, something 
pathetic too. She had never looked at a beautiful high-br$d 
woman before, holding them in gay satirical disdain as mero 
papiUone rowmU who could not prime a revolver and fire it off 
to save their own lives, if ever such need arose ; a depth of 
ignorance that was, to the vivandi^re’s view, the ne plus ultra 
of crassitude and impotence. But now she studied one through 
all tlie fine, quickened, unerring instincts of jealousy; and 
\hcrc is no instinct in the world that gives such thorough ap- 
preciation of the very rival it reviles. She saw the couruy 
negligence, the regal grace, the fair brilliant loveliness, tlm 
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deUmofOB fierene languor, of a pure ** arvtimr0A$*^- for the very 
first tiUie to note them, and they made her heeft sick with a 
new and deadly sense ; they moved hei: much aa the white 
delicate oanrings of the lotus-lilies and the lentiaoaadoaves 
had done; they, like the oarvings, showed her all she had 
missed. She dropped her head suddenly, like a wounded bird, 
and the racy vindictive camp-oaths med off her li]M» She 
thought of herself as she had danced that mad Bac<^e Sam- 
amid the crowd of shouting, stamping, drunken, half*- 
infuriated soldiery, and for the moment she hated herself more 
even than she hated that patrician yonder. 

** I know what he meant now i she pondered, and her 
spirited, sparkling, brunette face was dark and weary, like a 
brown sun-lightened brook over whose radiance the heavy 
shadow of some *broad-spread eagle’s wings hovers, hiding 
the sun. 

She looked once, twice, thrice, more inquiringly, envyingljr, 
thirstily ; then, as the band under the cedars rolled out theur 
music afresh, and light laughter echoed to her from the terrace, 
she turned and wound herself back under the cover of the 
shrubs, not joyously and mischievously os she had come, but 
almost as slowly, almost as sadly, as a bare that the grey- 
hounds have coursed drags itself throizgh the grasses and 
ferns. 

Once through the cactus hedge her old spirit returned ; she 
shook herself angrily with petulant self -scorn; she swore a 
little, and felt that the fierce familiar words did her good like 
brandy poured down her throat ; she tossed her head like a 
colt that rebels against the gall of the curb ; then, fleet as a 
tawii, i^e dashed down the moonlit road at topmost speed. 

Biantre ! she can’t do what I do ! ” the tlionght. 

And she ran the faster, and sang a diinking-Nong of the 
Spahia all the louder, bet'ause still nt her heu’t u dull pain 
was aching. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

CTOAItKTTE EtT COIJUOTTrKIU. 

CiGAUETTE always wont fast, fiho had a bird-likf wny o\ 
ekimming her groimd that took her over it with wond(‘rful 
swiHiieRH, all tlu; taasels, tmd lihhon knots, and sashes with 
which her nnitorm was mulered so gay and bo distinctive 
fluttering behind her, and her little, milif ary boots, with the 
bright apurs twinkling, flying over the eartti ton lightly for a 
Bpeck of dust, though it lay thick as August ^uns could parch 
it, to rest upon her. Thus she went now, along the lovely 
moonlight. Binging her drinking -fioug so fast and ko loud that 
laid it heen any other thjin this young flre-eater of the Afriesui 
Fqnadrons, it might have been supposed she Bang out of fear 
and bravado — two things, however, tliat never touched Ci- 
garette; for she exulted in danger as friskily as a young 
salmon exults in the first fresh, crisp, tumbling crest of a sea* 
wave, and would have backed up the most vainglorious word 
she could have spoken with the cost of her life, had need 
been. Suddenly, as she wTut, she lieard a shout on the still 
night air — very still now, that the lights, and the melodies, 
and the laughter of Chateanroy’s villa lay fiir behind, and the 
town of Algiers was yet distant, with its lamps glittering 
down by the sea. 

The shout was, “ ^ wo?’, JRomm / Pour la lYance / ** And 
Cigarette knew the voice, ringing melodiously and calmly 
Mill, though it gave the sound of alarm. 

“ Cigarette au seccur / she cried in answer; she had cried 
it many a time over tho heat of hatth? -fields, and when the 
wounded meu in tlic dead of the sickly night writhed under 
the knife of the camp-thieves. If slie had gone like the wind 
before, she went like the lightning now. 

A fi'w yards onward she saw a confused knot of horses and 
of riders struggling one with another in a cloud of white dust 
silver}’ and hazy in the radiance of the moon. . 

The centre figure was Cocirs ; the four others were Arabs, 
anned to the teeth and mad with drink, who had spent the 
js^hole day in drunken debauchery, pouring raki down theii 
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throats until they were wild with its poiscmotw fire, and had 
darted headlong all abreast down out of the towti overriding 
all that came in their way, and lashing their poor boasts wth 
tlieir sabres till tlie horises’ flanks ran blood. Just as they 
neared Cecil, they had knocked aside and trampled over a 
wora-ont old colon, of ago too feeble for him to totter in time 
from their path. Cecil had reined up and shoutod to them 
to pause; they, intbnned witli the perilous drink, and sense- 
less with the fury which seems to possess (‘V(‘ry Arab once 
>'tartcid iu a race neck to nock, were too blind to see, and t(M) 
furious to cure, that they wen‘ faced by a soldier of Trance, 
but rode down on him at once, witli their curled sabres flash- 
ing round Ihcir lieads. His horsci stood the shock gallantly, 
and h(» sought ut first only to pariy their tbimsts and to cut 
tlirough thmr stallions’ reins ; but the latter were chain bridles, 
and only notclicd his sword as tlie bladfj struck them, and 
the former bocaiiu' too numerous and too savagely dealt to be 
easily played witli in carte and litjrce. Thi5 Arabs wore dead- 
drunk, he saw ut a glance, and liad got the blood-thirst upon 
them; roused and burning with brandy and raid, these men 
were like tigers to deal with; lh(i words ho hacl spoken they 
never heard, and their horses lienmn^d him in powerless, while 
their stetd flashed on every ‘^ide; — thiy were not of the tribo 
of the Kluilifa. 

If he struck not, and struck not surely, ho saw that a few 
moments more of that moonlight night Averc all that lie would 
live. }fe Avislied to avoid bloodshed, both because his sym- 

i jal.hics were always with the cornpiered tribis, and because 
je kncAV that every one of these (juaiTols ami combats between 
the vanquisher and tlie vanquished served furtlier to widen 
the breach, already broad enough, between them. Hut it was 
no longer a inatte‘r of choice 'with him, as bis fihoulder was 
grazed by a thrust which, but for a swerve of his horsis would 
have pierced to his lungs; and tho four riders, yelling like 
rnadraon, forced the animal back on his haunches, ftnd assaulted 
him wdth breathless violence. He swept his own arm back, 
and brought his sabre down straight through the sword-axm 
of the foremost ; tho limb was cleft through as if the sttoko 
of an axe had severed it, and, thrice iniiiriated, tho Arabs 
closed in on him. The points of their weapons were piercing 
his harness when, sharp and swift, one on another, three sfaots^ 
hisacd past him ; the nearest of his aasailants fell stone dead* 
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and the others, wounded and startled, loosed their hold, shook 
their reins, end tore oif do¥m the lonely road, while the dead 
inan^s horse, shaking his burden from mm out of the stinnips, 
followed them at a headlong gallop through a cloud of dust 
** That was a pretty cut through the arm; better had it 
bt'en through the throat. Never do things by halves, ami 
Victor/’ said Cigarette carelessly, as she thrust her pistols 
back into her sash, and looked, with the tranquil appreciation 
of a connoisseur, on the brown, brawny, naked limb, where 
it lay severed on the sand, with the hilt of the weapon still 
lianging in the sinewy fingers. Cecil threw himself from his 
BUildle and gazed at her in bewildered amazement; he had 
thought that those sure, cool, death<dcaling sliots bad come 
from some Spabis or Chasseur. 

“ I owe you my life ! ” he said rapidly. ** But — good God ! 

you have shot the fellow dead ** ' 

Cigarette shrugged her shoulders with a contemptuous 
glance at the Bedouiii’s corpse. 

To be sure — I am not a bungler.” 

** Happily for me, or I had been where he lies now. But 
wait — let me look ; there may be breath in him yet.” 

Cigarette laughed, ofiended and scornful, as with the offence 
and scorn of one whose first science was impeached. 

^*1*08 si lets! Look and welcome; but if you find any 
life in that Arbi, make a laugh of it before all the army to- 
morrow,” 

She was at her fiercest. A thousand new emotions had 
been roused in her that night, bringing pain with them, that 
slie bitterly resented ; and, moreover, this cliild of the Army 
of Africa (*.aught fire at the flame of battle with instant con- 
tagion, and hud seen slaughter around her from her first 

, disregarding her ])rote8t, stooped ijnd raised the fallen 
Bedouin. He saw at a glance that she was right ; the lean, 
dark, lustful face was set in the rigidity of death; the bullet 
had passed straight through the temples. ^ 

*'J)id you never see a duad man before?” demanded Ci- 
garette impatiently, as be lingered; — even in this moment he 
had more thought of this Arhko than he had of her ! 

He laid the AraVs body gently down, and looked nt her 
with a glance that, rightly Or wrougly, she thought had • 
rebuke in it 


infancy 

Cooil 
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“Ve ?7 m&ny* But— it is never a pleoeant right. And 
they were in drihk ; thej^ did not know what they did.*’ 
^^ParfieuI What divine pity! Good powder and ball 
were Bore wasted, it seems; you would have preferred lie 
there yourself, it appears. I beg your pardon fpr interfering 
with the preference.” 

Her eyes were flawldng, her lips very scornful and wrathfol. 
This was his gratitude I 

Wait, wait,” said Cecil rapidly, laying his hand on her 
ehoiilder, as she flung herself awa}’. My dear child, do 
not think me ungriilefiil. I know well enough I should be 
a dead man myself had it not been for your gallant asristanoe. 
Believe me, I thank you from my h(‘art.** 

** But you think mo * unsexed ’ all tho same! I see, heau 

lionr' 

The word tad rankled in her ; she could launch it now with 
telling reprisal. 

He smiled; but he saw that this phrase, which she had 
overheard, had not alone incensed, but had wounded 
her. 

'<Woll, a little, perhaps,” ho said gently. '*How should 
it be otherwise? And, for that matter, I have seen many a 
great lady look on and laugh her soft, cniel laughter, while 
the jdu'asants were failing by hundreds, or the stags being 
torn by the bounds. 'J'liey called it ‘ sport/ but there was 
not much diflerence — in the mercy of it, at least — from your 
war. AAd they bad not a tillie of your courage.” 

The answer fulled to conciliate her; there was an accent of 
compassion in it that ill suited lier pridci, and a luck of admi- 
ration that was not less new and unwelcome. 

It was well for you that I xoas unsexed enough to be 
able to send an ounce of lead into a iiuukard ! ” she pursued 
with immeasurable*dis(lain. If I had been like that dainty 
aristocrat down there —pardieu ! it had been wmrse for you. 
I should have screained, and fainted, and left you* to be kUlod, 
while 1 made a tabteau. Oh-h^, that is to be * feminine,’ is it 
not?” 

Where did you see that lady ? ” he asked in some Burprlse, 

Oh ! I was there !” answered Cigarette, with a toBs of 
her head southward to where the villa lay. “ I wtnt to see 
how you would keep your prnmisu.” 

« Well, vou saw 1 kept it.” 
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She gfav'e her little teeth a sharp click like the click of a 
trigger. 

** Yes. A nd I would have foi^iven you if you had broken it.” 

** Would you ? I should not have forgiven myself.” 

^^Ah! you are just like Marquise. And you will end 
like him.” 

Very probably.” 

Sho knitted her pretty brows, standing there in his path 
with the pistols lliru^t in her sash, and her hands resting 
lightly on lier lii})S, us a good w^oilvumn rests alter a neatly 
finished job, and her dainty fez set half on one siJi‘ on lier 
brown tangh’d curls, wdiile upon them the intense lustre of 
the moonlight stveanud, and in the dust, w’t'll-nigh nl tlieir 
feet, lay the go uni, white -robed form of the dead Arab, yrith 
the oliv(i saturnine fa(;e turru'd upward to the stars. 

Why did you give those chessmen to Unit silver pheasant P” 
she adv('d liini uhniptly, 

“ Silver pln'asaiit ? ” 

^'Yes. See how she sweeps — sw'ceps — sweeps bo languid, 
so brilliant, bo usfdi'ss — bah ! Wh)" did you give them ? ” 

Sho admired them. It was not much to give.” 

** l)iantre->! You would not have given them to a daughter 
of the people.” 

'^^SThy not? ” 

Why not ? Oh-he ! Because lier hands would h(3 hartl, 
and brown, and coarse, not fit for those ivory pnpi)ets ; hut 
Hiladi’s arc white like; the ivory, and cannot soil it. She 
wall handle them so gracefully, for live ininntcs; and then 
buy a new toy, and let Inn- laj)-dog bn'.ik yours ! ” 

Like enough.” He said it with his habitual gentle 
temper, but there was a shadow of pain in the words. The 
chessmen had become in some sort like living things to him, 
through long ass-ociation; he had parted from them not with- 
out regret, though for the moment courtesy and generosity of 
instinct had overcoiuo it; and he knew that it was but too 
true how in all likelihood these trifles of his art, that had 
brought him many a solace arid been his companion through 
many a lonely hour, would be forgotten by the morrow, where 
he had bcstow'ed them, and at best put aside in a cabinet to 
lie unnoticed among bronzes or porcelain, or be set on some 
I boudoir-table to bo idled w*ith hi the mimic WArfaf^ ^at 
would serve to cover some listless flirtation. 
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Cigarette, quick to ftting, but as quick to repent using her 
sting, saw the i^gret in him; uriih the rapid, uiicalculating 
Hberality of an utterly unselfish and inteus^ iiupulaive 
nature, sho hastened to make amends by saying wli^t was 
like 'gall on her tongue in the utterance : 

Tims ! ” she said quickly. Perhaps she MaU t^alue 
them more than that. I know nothing of the aristocrata-*— 
not J ! "When you were gone, she ehampioiied you against 
the Black Hawk. She told him that if you had not been a 
gentUiman bidbre you canto into the ranks, she had never soen 
one. Ma cantche ! she spoke well, if you liud but heard her.** 
Sho did!” 

She saw bis glance brighten as it turned on her in a sur- 
prised gratifu'ation. 

Well ! What is ilien^ so wonderful P 

Cigarette asKt'd it with a certain petulance and doggedness, 
taking a namesake out of her breasl-poukct, biting its end ofl’, 
and striking a fusee. A wn)r(l from this aristocrat was more 
welcome to him than a bullet thni had saved his life ! 

Her gouorosity liad gone very far, and, like moat generosity, 
got nothing for its pains. 

He was silent a i‘ew moments, tracing lines in the dust with 
the point of his scabbard. Cigarette, with the cigar in her 
mouth, slampi'd her foot ini])atieiitly. 

** Corporal Victor I are you going to dream there all night? 
What is to be clone wjth this dog of an ArbicoP ” 

She was angered by him; she was in the mood to make 
herself seem all the rougher, fiercer, na\iglitier, and more 
lallouH. She had shot the man — pouf! what of tliritP IShe 
yrad shot men before, as all Africa knew. She would dedend 
a half-fledgcd bird, a tcrrilied sheep, a worn-out old cur ; but 
a man ! Men were the normal and natural food for pistols 
and rifles, she considered. A state of society in whicli fire- 
arms bad be(m unknown was a thing Cigarett^» had never 
heard of, and in winch she would have contumelioualy dii- 
believed if slu' had been told of it. 

Cecil looked up from bis musing ; he thought what a pitj 
it was this pretty, gracc‘ful French kitten was such a blood*^ 
thirsty young panther at heart. 

1 scarely know what to do,” he answered her doubtfully. 

Put him across my imhlle, poor wretch# i suppose; the fray 
must be reported.” 
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lioare tliat to me,” said Gillette decidedly, and with a 
oeftain haughty patronage, I shot him — 4 will see tte 
thing gets told right. It mighii ho awkward for you ; fliey 
are growing so squeamish about the Bmmu killing the natires. 
Draw him to one side there, and leave him. The crows will 
liriish his affair.” 

The coolness with which this handsome child disposed 
of the fate of what, a moment or two before, had been 
a sentient, breathing, vigorous frame, sent a chill through 
her hearer, though he had been seasoned by a decade of 
slaughter. 

No,” he said briefly. Suspicion might full on some 
innocent passcr-by. besides — ho snail have decent burial.” 

** Burial for an Arbi — fuugh ! ” cried Cigarette in derision 
^'Parblcu, M. Bel-a-fairo-peur, I have seen hundreds of m 
best lascars lie rotting on the plains with the birds’ beaks at 
their eyes and the jackals* fangs in their flesh. What was 
good enough for tliem is surely good enough for him. You 
are an eccentric fellow — you ” 

He laughed a little. 

** Time was when I should have begged you not to call me 
any such ^ bad form I ’ Eccentric ! 1 am not genius enough 
for that.” 

Eh P ” she did not understand him. ” Well, you want 
that carrion poked into the earth, instead of lying atop of it. 
I don’t see much difference myself. I would like to be in 
the sun as long as I could, 1 tliink, dead" or alive. Ah ! how 
odd it is to think one will be dead some' day — never wake for 
the reveille — never hear the cannon or the caissons roll by — 
never stir when the trumpets sound the charge, but lie there 
dead — dead— dead — while the squadrons thunder above one’s 
grave! Droll, eh?” 

A momentary pathos softened her voice (which could melt 
and change into a wonderful music), where she stood in the 
glistening moonlight. That the time would ever come when 
her glad laughter would be hushed, when her young heart 
would beat no more, when the bright, abundant, passionate 
blood would bound no longer through her veins, when all the 
vivacious, vivid, sensuous charms of living would be ended 
for her for ever, was a thing that she could no better bring 
home to her than a bird that sings ‘in the light of the sun 
, could be made to know that the time would cetoe when iu 
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UttlQ mdodiaud^ throat would be £ro 2 ieu in deathi aud give 
isoijg ueTer moro^ 

Ilie tone touched Mm — ^made him think less and leas of her 
as a dare-devil hoy, as a reckless child-soldier, and ’ more of 
her as what she was, than he had done before ; he touched her 
almost carewingly. 

“PotttTs enfant t I hope that, day will be very didnnt 
from you. And yet — how bravely you risked dealh fbr me 
just now ! 

Cigarette, though accustomed to the lawless loves of the 
camp, flushed ever so slightly at the mere caress of his hand. 

Chuti I risked nothing!*’ she said rapidly. “As for 
dcatli — when it comes, it comes. Every soldier carries it in 
his wallet, and it may jump out on him any minute. I would 
rather die ydung than grow old. Pardi ! ago is nothing else 
but death that is conscious V 

“ Where do you get your wisdom, little one ? ” 

“ Wisdom ? Bah ! living is learning. Some people go 
through life with their eyes shut, and then grumble there is 
nothing to see in it! Well — you want that Arbi buried P 
What a fancy 1 Look you, then ; stay by him, since you are 
BO fond of him, and 1 will go and send some men to you with 
rt stretcher to carry him down to the town. As for reporting, 
leave that to me ; I shall tell them I left you on guard. That 
will square things if you are late at the barrack.** 

“ But that will give you so much trouble, Cigarette.** 

“ Trouble P Morbleu ! Do you think I am like that silver 
pheasant yonder ? Lend me your horse, and 1 shall be in the 
town in ten minutes ! ** 

She vaulted, as she spoke, into the saddle ; he laid his hand 
on the bridle, and stopped her. 

“ Wait ! I have not thanked 3 "OU half enough, my brave 
little champion. Kow am 1 to show you my gratitude ?*’ 

Por a moment the bright, brown, changetul fact?, that oouH 
look so fiercely sconiful, so sunnily radiant, so tempestuously 
passionate, and so tenderly childlike, in almost the same mo-- 
ment, grew warm as the warm suns that had given theit fire 
to her veins; she glancfed at him almost slyly, while the 
moonlight slept lustrously in the dark softness of her eyesy 
^ere was an intense alluremont in her in that momeut~the 
allurement of a woman’s loveliness, bitterly aa she disdained 
a woman’s charms. It might have told him, more plainly, 
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than words, how best he could reward her for the shot that 
had saved him ; yet, though a man on whom such heguile- 
tjaeut usually worked only too easily and too often, it did not 
now touch him. He was grateful to hur, but, despite himself, 
he was cold to her ; despite himself, the life which tjiat little 
haud that he held had taken so lightly made it the hand of a 
comrade to be grasped in alliance, but never the hand of a 
mistress to steal to his lips and to lie in his breast. 

Her rapid and unerring instinct made her feel that keenly 
and instantly she had seen too much passion not to know 
when it was absent. The warmth passed oiF her face, her 
teeth clinched, she^shook thq bridle out of his hold. 

** Take gratitude to Miladi there ! She will value fine 
words ; I set no count on them. I did no more for you than 
I have done scores of times for my Spahis. Ask thorn liow 
many I have shot with my o\m liand ! ” 

In another instant she was away like a sirocco, a whirlwind 
of dust that rose in the moonlight marking her flight as she 
rode full gallop down to Algiers. ' 

** A kitten with the tigress in hcr,’^ thought Cecil as he 
seated himwself on a broken pile of stone to keep liis vigil over 
the dead Arab. It was not that he w^as callous to the gene- 
rous nature of the little Friend of the Flag, or that he wuis 
insensible either of the courage that heat so dauutlcssly in hei 
pulses, or of the picpiant, ])ictures(iue graces that accompanied 
even her wdldc&t actions ; but she laid nothing of her 8e*x\s 
charm for him. He thought of her rather as a young soldier 
than as a joung girl. 8he amused him as a wayward, bright, 
mischievous, audacious boy might have done ; Wt she had no 
other interest for him. He had given Ikt little attention ; a 
waltz, a cigar, a passing jest, were all he had bestow^ed on 
the little lionne of the JSpahis corps ; and the deepest senti- 
ment she had ever awakened in him was an involuntary pity — 
pity for this flower which blossomed on the polluted held of 
war, and under the poison-dropping branches of lawless crime. 
A flower bright-hued, sun-fed, glancing with the dews of youth 
now, when it had just unclosed, in all its earliest beauty, but 
already soiled and tainted by tiie bod from which it sprang, 
Liiul doomed to be svrept away with time, scentless and love- 
less, down the rapid, noxious cuiTent of that broad, blaot 
^stl*ealn of vice on which it now floated so heedlessly. 

? Even now his thoughts drifted firom her almost before 
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Bound of the horse’s hoofs had died where he. sat on a loose 
pile of stones, with the lifeless limbs of the Arab at hi^ feot^ 

“Who was it -in my old life that she is like? '' hewua 
musing. It was the deep-blue, dreaming, haughty eyes of 
“Miladi” that he was bringing back to memory,^ not the 
brown mignon face that had been so late close to his in the 
light of the moon. , . 

Meanwhile, on his good gra 5 % Cigarette rode like a trub 
Chasseur herself. She was used to the saddle, and would ride 
a wild desert colt without stirrup or bridle, balancing her 
supple form, now on one foot, now on the other, on the ani- 
mal’s naked back, while they fljpw at full speed, with a skill 
and address that would have distanced the best heroines of 
manege and hippodrome. Not so fantastically, but full us 
speedily, she dashed down into the city, scattering all she met 
with right and left, till she rode straight up to the barracks 
of the Chasseurs d’Afrique. At the entrance, as she reined 
up, she saw the very person she wanted, and signed him to 
her as carelessly as if he ^vere a conscript instead of that 
powerful oflicer, Prariqois Vireflau, cjipfcaiii and adjutant. 

“ llolii ! ” she cried, as she signalled him ; Cigarette was 
privileged all through the army, and would have given the 
Itmgue verie to the Emperor himself, had she met him. 
“ Adjutant 7iredau, I come to tell you a good story for your 
folios matricules. There is )our Corporal there — h bmti 
Fictor — has beem attacked by four drunken dogs of Arbicos, 
dead drunk, and four against one. fought them superbly, 
but he would only i)arry, not thrust, because he knows how 
strict the rules are about dealing with the stsoundrels — ^6ven 
when they are murdering you, parbleu ! He has behaved 
splendidly. I tell you so. And ho was so patient with these 
dogs that he would not have killed one of tiiem. But I did; 
shot one straight through the brain — u beautiful^ thing — and 
he lies on the Oran road now. Victor would not leave him, 
for fear some passer-by should be thought guAty of a murder ; 
so I came on to tell you, ^d ask you to send some men up for 
the jackal’s body. Ah ! he is a Hue soldier, that Bel-a*£ure- 
peur of yours. Why don’t you give him a ctep— two steps-^ 
three steps P Diantre ! It is not like Prance to leave him a 
.Corporal 1 ” 

Vireflau listened attentively— a short, lean, blaek^visaged 
aampaigner, who yet related into a grim hedf-smile as the 
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^T^.di<&re addressed him with that air as of a generalissimo 
addifewing a subordindte, which always characterized Cigarette 
the more strongly the higher the grade of her companion or 
opponent. 

Always eloquent, pretty one ! he growled. Are yon 
sure he did not begin the fray ” 

Ma cantohe ! Don’t I tell you the four Arabs were like 
four devils ! They knocked down an old colon, and Bol-a- 
faire-peur tried to prevent their doing more mischief, and they 
set on him like so ?nauy w’ild-cats. He kept his temper won- 
derfully ; he always tries to preserve order ; you can’t say so 
much of your riff-ralf, Captain Yireflau, commonly I Here ! 
this is his horse. Send some men to him ; and mind the 
thing is reported fairly, and to his credit, to-morrow.” 

With which command, given as with the air of. a commander- 
in-chief, in its hauteur and its nonchalance, Cigarette vaulted 
off the charger, flung the bridle to a soldier, and was away 
and out of siglit before Fran9ois Yireflau had time to consider 
whether he should laugh at her caprices, as all the army did, 
or resent her insolence to his dignity. But he was a good- 
natured man, and, what was better, a just one; and Cigarette 
had judged rightly that the tale she had told would weigh 
well with him to the credit side of his Corporal, and would 
not reach his -Colonel in any warped version that could give 
I)retext for au)^ fresh exercise of tyranny over “ Bcl-ii-faire-' 
pour” under tlic title of discipline.” 

'‘Dicu de Dicu ! ” thought his champion as she made her 
w ay through the gay-lit streets. I swore to have my 
verfgeanco on him. It is a droll vengeance, to save his life, 
and plead his cause with Yireflau ! No matter ! one could 
not look on and let a set of Arhicos kill a good Imcc^ of 
France, and the thing that is just must be said, let it go as 
it w'ill against one’s grain. Public Welfare before Private 
Pique ! ” 

A grand and misty generality which consoled Cigarette for 
an abandonment of her sworn revenge which she felt was a 
■Nveakness utterly miw’orthy of her, and too much like that 
inconsequent weathercock, that useless, insignificant part 0/ 
creation, those objects of her supreme derision and contempt, 
those frivolous trifles which she wondered the good God had 
ever troubled himself to make— namely, “ Le^ FtmmN 
i* Cigoi'ette cried the Zouave Tata, leaning out of 
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a litiie easement of the As de Piqu» as she passed it* Ala 
honna kmre^ ma hslh ! Come in ; we have the devil’s owi^ fhn 

** No doubt ! retorted the Friend of the Flag. It vreuld 
be odd if the maetcr-hddler would not Mdle for his 
own ! ” 

Through the window, and over tho sturdy shoulders in their 
canvas ^irt of the hero Tata, the room was visible, full of 
smoke, through which tho lights gb»jmered like the sun in a 
fog, reeking with bad wines, crowded with laughing bearded 
faces, and the battered beauty of women revellers, while on 
the table, singing with a voice Mario himself could not have 
rivaUed tor exquisite sweetness, was a slender Zouave gosticu* 
lating with the most marvellous pantomime, while his melo« 
dious tones rolled out the obscenest and wittiest ballad that 
ever was carolled in a guinguottc* 

** Come in, my pretty one ! ’’ entieatcd Tata, stretching out 
his brawny arms. You will die of laugliing if you hear 
Gris-Gris to-night — such a song ! 

A pretty song, yes, for a pig-sty ! " said Cigarette, with 
a glance into the chamber, and she shook his hand off her, and 
went on down the street, A night or two before a now song 
from Gris-Gris, the best tenor in the whole army, would have 
been paradise to her, as she would have vaulted through the 
window at a single bound into Ihe x>andemonium. Now, she 
did not know why, she found no charm in it. 

And she went quietly home to her little straw-bed in her 
garret, and curled herself up like a kitten to sleep ; but for 
the first time in her young life sleep did not come readily to 
her, and when it did come, for the first time found a resuess 
sigh upon her laughing mouth, as she murmured^ dreaming t 

Comma eUo est halls i Comma elle eot heUo / 
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CHAPTEE XXn. 

THE MISTEESS OE THE WHITE K7H0. 

'' Fighting in the Kabaila, life was well enoni];h ; but here!'^ 
thought Cecil, as, earlier awahe than those of his Chambr4e, 
he stood looking down the lengthy narrow room where the 
men lay asleep along the bare floor. 

Tired as overworked cattle, and crouched or stretched like 
worn-out homeless dogs, they had never wakened as he had 
noiselessly harnessed himself, and he looked at them with 
that interest in other lives that had come to him through 
adversity ; for if misfortune had given him sVength, it had 
tlso given him sympathy. 

They were of marvellously various types — those sleepers 
brought under one roof by fates the most diverse. Close 
hesido a huge and sinewy brute of an Auvergnat, whoso coarse 
bestial features and massive builds head were fitter for a 
galley-slave than a soldier, were the lithe exquisite limbs and 
the oval delicate face of a man from the Valley of the Rhone. 
Beneath a canopy of flapping ta^vny wild-beast skins, the 
spoils of bis own hands, was flung the naked torso of one of 
the splendid peasants of the Sables d'Olonne ; one steeped so 
long in blood and wine and alcohol, that he had forgotten the 
blue bright waves that broke on the western shores of his 
boyhood^s home, save when he muttered thirstily in his dreams 
of the cool sea, as he was muttering now. Next him, curled, 
doglike, with its round black head meeting its feet, was a 
wiry frame on which every muscle was traced like network, 
and the skin burnt black as jet under twenty years of African 
sun. The midnight streets of Paris hud seen its birth, the 
thieves' quarter had been its nest ; it had no history, it had 
almost no humanity ; it was a perfect machine for slaughter, 
no more— who had ever tried to make it more ? 

Further on lay, sleeping fitfuUv^ a ooy of scarcely more 
than seventeen, with rounded cheeks and fear white brow 
like a child’s, i^ose uncovered chest was delicate as a girTs, 
jtnd through whose long In^own lashes tears in his idumber 
|r€re steahna; aa his rosy moutii murmured, 
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Pamre wh^e / ” Be was a young eonseript taken tt&m the 
zlad vine-conn^ of the Loire, and from l^e litUd dwelling up 
pi the rock beside the sunny brimming riyer, and half-buried 
under its grape-leaves and coils, thid^ was dearer to him than 
is the palaco to its heir. There were many others beside 
these ; and Cecil looked at them with those weary speoulative 
meditatiye fancies which, very alien to his temperament, stole 
on him occasionally in the privations and loneliness of his 
existence here — loneliness in the midst of numbers, the most 
painful of aU solitude. 

Ljfe was bearable enough to him in the activity of cam- 
paigning, in the excitement of warfare; there were times 
even when it yielded him absolute enjoyment, and brought 
him interests more genuine and vivid than any he had known 
in his former world. But, in the monotony and the confine- 
ment of the Kafrack routine, his days were olten intolerable 
to him. Morning after morning ho rose to the same weary 
round of duty, the same series of petty irritations, of physic^ 
privations, of irk&omo repetitions, to take a toss of black rough 
coffee, and begin the day knowing it would bring with it 
endless annoyances without one gleam of hope. Kose to spend 
liours on the exercise-ground in the glare of a burning sun, 
railed at if a trooper's accoutrements were awry, or an insub- 
ordinate scoundrel had pawned his regulation shirt; to be 
incessantly witness ot tyrannies and cruelties he was power- 
less to prevent, and which he continually saw undo all he 
nad done, and render men despelate whom he had spent 
months in endeavoring to make contented ; to have as the 
only diversions for his few instants of leisure loathsome plea- 
sures that disgusted the senses they were meant to indulge, 
and that brought him to scenes of low debauchery from which 
all the old fastidious instincts of his delicate luxurious taste 
recoiled. With such a life as this, he often wondered regret- 
fully why, out of the many Arab swords that hod crossed his 
own, none had gone straight to his heart; why,* out of the 
many wounds that had kept him hovering on the confines of 
the grave, none had ever bought him the end and the ob- 
livion of death. 

Had he been sulject to all the miseries and personal heard- 
ships of his present career, But had only owned the poieer to 
commandi to pardon, to lead, and to direct as Am Bertie 
before him had done ^th his Irregular Oatalry in Indian 

T 2 
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idains, such a thought ttouH HiOver have oroBsed him; he 
was far too thorough a Boldier not then to have been not onlj 
satisfied, but happy. *What made hiB life in the barracks of 
Algiers so bitter were the impotenoy, the subjection, the com- ^ 
peUed obedience to a bidding that he knew often capricious 
and unjust as it was cruel, which were so unendurable to his 
natural pride, yet to which he had hi^erto rendered unde- 
viating adhesion and submission, less for his own sake than 
for that of the men around him, who, he knew, would back 
him in revolt to the death, and be dealt with, for such loyalty 
to him, in the fashion that the vivandiSre^s words had pic* 
tured with such terrible force and truth. 

'‘Is it worth while to go on with it? Would it not b* 
the wiser way to draw my own sabre across my throat? ** hi 
thought, as the brutalised companionship in which his lili 
was spent struck on him all the more darkly because, the 
night before, a woman’s voice and a woman’s face had recalled 
memories buried for twelve long years. 

But, after so long a stand-up fight with fate, so long a 
victory over the temptation to let himself drift out in an 
opium-sleep from the world that had grown so dark to him, 
it was not in him to give under now. In his own way ho 
had found a duty to do here, though he would have laughed 
at any one who should have used the word " duty in con- 
nection with him. In his own way, amid thefie vmd spirits, 
who would have been blown from the guns’ mouths to serve 
him, he had made good the " Coeur vaillant se fait Eoyaume” 
of his House. And he was, moreover, by this time, a French 
soldier at heart and in habit, in almost sdl things, though the 
l^glish geniloman was not dead in him under tl^ harness of 
a Chasseur d’Afrique. 

This morning he roused the men of his Chambr^e with that 
kindly gentleness which had gone so far in its novelty to attach 
their liHng ; went through the customary routine of his post 
with that exactitude and punctuality of which he was always 
eareiul to set the example; made his break&st off some 
wretched onion-soup and a roll of black bread; rode S&j 
miles in the blazing heat of the African day at the head of a 
score of his ehasm-maroH on convoy duty» bringing in escort 
a Icpg string of maize-waggons &om the region of tlm Habailor 
which, without such guard, might have been swooped down 
<m and borne off by some pr^atorv tribe ; and retamed,dladodf 
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weary, parched with thirst, scorched through with heat, and 
forered with white dust, to be kept waiting in his saddle, by 
his Coloners orders, outside the barrack for three-quarters of 
an hour, whether to receive a command or a censufe ho Was 
kft in ignorance. 

When the three-quarters had passed, he was told K. lo 
Commandent had gone long ago, and did not require him I 

Cecil said nothing. 

Yet he reeled slightly as he throw himself out of saddle ; 

nausea and a giddiness had come on him. To have passed 
nigh an hour motionless in his stirrups, with the skies like 
brass above him, while he was already worn with riding from 
sunrise well-nigh to sunset, with little to appease hunger and 
less to slake thirst, made him, despite himself, stagger dizzily 
under a oertain^ sense of blindness and exhaustion as he dis> 
mounted. 

The Chasseur who had brought him the message oaught his 
arm eagerly. 

“ Are you hurt, mon Caporal^^* 

Cecil shook his head. The speaker was one known in the 
regiment as Petit Piepon, who had begun life as a gamin of 
Paris, and now bade lair to make one ot the most brilliant of 
the soldiers of Africa. Petit Picpon had But one drawback to 
his military career — ^he was always in insubordination; the 
old gamin dare-devilry w^as not dead in him, and never would 
die ; and Petit Picpon accordingly was perpetually a hero in 
the field and a ragamuffin in the times of peace. Of ^course 
ho was always arrayed again^^t authoiity, and now, being fond 
of his gahnne with that curious doglike deathless attachment 
that these natures, all reckless, wanton, destructive, and mis- 
chievous though they he, so commonly bestow, he muttered a 
terrible curse under his fiercely-curled moustaches. 

the Black Hawk were nailed up in the sun like a 
kite on a bam-door, I would drive twenty naUs ^through his 
throat ! ” 

Cecil turned rapidly on him. 

Silence, sir ! or I must report you. Another speech l^«i 
that, and you shall have a turn at Beylick.^’ 

It went to his heart to rebuke the poor fellow for 
burst of indignation which had its root in regard for 
but he knew that to encourage it by so much even as by an 
gratitude for the affection borne irouia be 
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..to sow further and deeper the poison-seeds of indination 
to mutiny and that rebellious hatred against their chief already 
only planted too strongly in the sqnat&ons under Ch&teaiiroy’s 
oommand. 

iMit Picpon looked as crestfallen as one of his fraternity 
could ; he knew well enough that what he had said could ge^ 
him twenty blows of the matraquey if his corporal chose to 
gi^e him up to judgment ; but he bad too much of the Parisiaa 
in him still not to have bis say, though be should be shot 
. for it ^ 

“ Send me to Beylick if you like, Corporal,” be said, 
sturdily ; “ I was in wrath for you — not for myself. Biantre I ” 

Cecil was infinitely more touched than he dared, for sake of 
discipline, for sake of the speaker himself, to show ; but hii 
glance dwtdt on Petit Picpon with a look that the quick, black, 
monkey-like eyes of the rebel were swift to read. 

I know,” he said, gravely. I do not misjudge you; 
but, at the same time, my name must never servo as a pretext 
for insubordination. Such men as care to pleasure me will 
best do so in making my duty light by their own self-control 
and obedience to the rules of their service.” 

lie led his horse away, and Petit Picpon went on an errand 
he had been sent to do in the streets for pne of the officers, 
Picpon was unusually thoughtful and sober in deportment for 
him, since ho was usually given to making his progress along 
a road, taken unobserved by those in command over him, 
*‘faisant rotie” with hands and heels in the dextrous somer- 
saults of his early days. 

Now he went along without any unprofessional antics, biting 
the tip of a smoked-out cigjtr, which ho had picked up off tho 
javement in sheer instinct, retained from tho old times when 
he had used to rush in, the foremost of la queue, into the for- 
saken theatres of Bouffes or of Varietes in search for those 
odds and ends whicli the depart^ audience might have left 
behind them ; — one of tho favorite modes of seeking a Sveli- 
hood with the Parisian night-birds. 

Dame 1 ^ I will give it up then," resolved Picpon, half 
aloud, valorously. 

Now Picpon had epme forth on evil thoughts intent. 

His officer — a careless and extravagant man, the richest 
man in the regiment— had given him n rather sm^U velt^t 
bag, sealed, with directions fo take it to a C^ain 
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boauty of Algiers, whose handsome Horesco eyes smiled— or 
at least he believed so — exclusively for the time on the sender* 
Piopou was very quick, intelligent, and much liked by his 
superiors, so that he was often employed on errands and the 
tricks be played in the execution thereof were so adroitly done 
that they were never detected. Piepon had chuckled to him- 
self over this mission. It was but me work of an instant £or 
the lithe nimble fingers of the ox-gamin to undo the bag 
without touching tlie seal, to see that it contained a hundred 
napoleons with a note, to slip the gold into the folds of his 
cemfurofii to fill up the sack with dhte-stonus, to make it 
assume its original form so that none could have imagined it 
had been touched, and to proceed with it thus to the Moorish 
lionne^s dwelling. The negro who always opened her door 
would take it in ; Piepon would hint to him to be careful, as 
it contained sdine rare and rich sweetmeats ; negro nature, ha 
well knew, would impel him to search for the bonbons } and 
the bag, under his clumsy treatment, would bear plain marks 
of having been tampered with, and, as the AMcan had a most 
thievish reputation, he would never be believed if he swore 
himself guiltless. Voild. / hero was a neat trick I If it had 
a drawback, it was that it was too simple, too little ruqui, 
A child might do it. 

Still — a hundred naps. I What fat geese, what flagons of 
brandy, what dozens of wine, what rich soups, what hand- 
some moukieras, what tavern banquets they would bring! 
Piepon had chuckled again as he arranged the little bag so 
carefully, with its date-stones, and pictured the rage of the 
beautiful Moor when she should discover the contents, and 
order the stick to her negro. Ah I that was what Piepon 
called fun ! 

To appreciate the full ' force of such fun, it is necessary to 
have also appreciated the gamin. To understand the legiti- 
mate aspect such a theft bore, it is necessary to have also 
xinderstood the nnrecordkble codes that go^em the genus 
pratique, into which the genus gamin, when at maturity^ 
develops. 

Piepon was quite in love with his joke ; it was only a good 
joke in his sight ; and, indeed, men need to live as hardly as 
an Afidcan soldier lives, to estimate the full temptation that 
gold have when you have come to look on a oat as vorj 
catingi and to have nothing tq^^gnaw but a Idt of old 
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BBue-leathor througli the whole of the loiii:? hours of a hurniug 
day of fatigue-duty ; and to estimate, us well, the full width 
ind depth of tho renunciation that made him mutter now bo 
ralorouBly, Dame / I will give it up, then ! 

Piepon did not know himself as he said it. Yet he turned 
down into a lonely narrow lane, under marble walls, over- 
topped with fig and palm from some fine gardens, undid the 
bag for the second time, whisked out the date-stones and 
threw them over the wall, so that they should be out of his 
reach if he repented, npt back the napoleons, closed the little 
sack, rah as hard as he‘ could scamper to his destination, deli- 
vered his charge into the fair lady’s own hands, and relieved 
his feelings by a score of somersaalts along the pavement as 
fast as ever he could go, 

Ma cantche / ” he thought, as he stood on his head, with 
his legs at an acute angle in the air, a position very favored 
by him for moments of reflection — he said his brain worked 
better upside down. Ma cantche I what a weakness, what a 
weakness ! What remorse to have yielded to it I Beneath 
you, Piepon — utterly beneath you. Just because that ci-Aefoant 
says such follies please him in us ! 

Piepon (then in his gamin stage) had been enrolled in the 
Chasseurs at the same time with the ci-devant'^ as they 
called Bertie, and, following his gamin nature, had exhausted 
all his resources of impudence, maliciousness, and power of 
tormenting, on the ‘‘aristocrat;” somewhat disQi)pointed, 
however, that tho utmost ingenuities of his insolence and 
even his malignity never succeeded in breaking the “aristo- 
crat’s” silence and contemptuous forbearance from all reprisal. 
For the first two years the hell-Cn-carth, which life with a 
Franco-Arab regiment seemed to Cecil, was a hundredfold 
embittered by the brutalized jests and mbsquito-like torments 
of this little odipus chimpanzee of Paris. 

One day, however, it chanced that a detachment of Chas- 
seurs, of which Cecil was one, was cut to pieces by such at 
overwhelming mass of Arabs, that scarce a dozen of them 
could force their way through the Bedpnins with life ; he 
was among those few, and a flight at full speed was the 
sole chance of regaining their encampment. Just os he 
had shaken his bridle firee of the Arab’s olu^hj, and had 
mowed himself a clear ^th through their ranks, he caught 
iBght of his young enemy, Bepon^ on ihe ground, witl^g 
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lance broken off in his ribs, guarding bis bead, with bleeding 
hands, as the horses trampled over mm. To m^e a dash at 
the boy, though to linger a moment was to risk certain death, 
to send his steel through an Arab who came in hia way, to 
lean down and catch hold of the lad’s sash, to swing Iw up 
into his saddle and throw him across it in front of him, end 
to charge a&esh through the storm of musket-balls, and ride 
on thus burdened, was the work of ten seconds with 
fairc-peur.” And he brought the boy safe over a stretch o( 
six leagues in a flight for life, though the imp no more 
deserved the compassion than a scorpion that has spent all its 
noxious day stinging at every point of uncovered flesh would 
merit tenderness from the hand it had poisoned. 

When he was swung down from the saddle and laid in 
front of a vidette fire, sheltered from the bitter north wind 
that was thefl blowing cruelly, the bright, black, ape**like 
eyes of the Parisian diahlotin opened with a strange gleam in 
them. 

Piepon s'm souviendra,^* he murmured. 

And Piepon had kept his word; ho had remembered often, 
he remembered now, standing on his head and thinking of his 
hundred napoleons surrendered because thieving and lying in 
the regiment gave pain to that oddly prejudiced ** ci-devant.’’ 
This was the sort of loyalty that the Pranoo- Arabs rendered ; 
this was the sort of influence that the English Guardsman 
exercised among his Roumis. 

Meantime, while Piepon made a human cone of himself, to 
the admiration of the polyglot crowd of the Algerine street, 
Cecil himself, having watered, fed, and littered down hia 
tired horse, made his way to a little caf4 he commonly fre- 
quented, and spent the few sous he could afford on an iced 
draught of lemon-favoured drink. Eat he could not ; over- 
fatigue had given liim a nausea for food, and the last hour, 
motionless in the intense glow of the afternoon sun, had 
brought that racking pain through his temples which assailed 
him rarely now, but which in his first years in Africa bed 
given him many hqjrs of agony. Ho could not stay in the 
cafd; it was the hour of £nner for many, and tiie odors 
with the noise were insupportable to him. 

A few doors farther in the street, which was chiefly 
Jewish and Moslem shops, there was a quaint place kept by 
an old Moor, who bad me of the rarest and most beautifid 
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treaBures of Algerian workmanship in his long, dark, silent 
chambers. With this old man Cecil had something of a 
friendship ; he had protected him one day from the mockery 
and outrage of some drunken Indigenes, and the Moor, 
warmly grateful, was ever ready to give him a cup of coifee 
and a hubble-bubble in the stillness of his dwelling. Its 
resort was sometimes welcome to him as the one spot, quiet 
and noiseless, to which he could escape out of the continuous 
turmoil of street and of barrack, and he went thither now. 
He found the old man sitting cross-legged behind his counter ; 
a noble-looking, aged Mussulman, with a long beard like 
white silk, with cashmoros and broidered stuffs of peerless 
texture banging above his head, and all around him things of 
silver, of gold, of ivory, of amber, of feathers, of bronze, of 
qpieralds, of ruby, of beryl, whose rich colors glowed through 
the -darkness. 

''Ho coffee, no sherbet, thanks, good father,^* said Cecil, 
in answer to the Moor’s hospitable enfreatics. "Give me 
only license to sit in the quiet h('re. I am very tired.’' 

" Sit and be welcome, my son,” said Ben Arsli. " Whom 
should this roof shelter in honor, if not thee ? Musjid shall 
bring thee the supireme solace.” 

The supreme solace was a narghile, and its great bowl of 
rose-water was soon set down by the little Moorish lad at 
Cecil’s side. Whether fatigue really weighted his eyes with 
slumber, or whether the soothing sedative of the pipe had . its 
influence, he had not sat long in the perfect stillness of the 
Moor’s shop before the narrow view of the street under the 
awning without was lost to him, the lustre and confusion of 
shadowy hues swam awhile before his eyes, the throbbing 
pain in his temples grew duBer, and he slept — the heavy, 
dreamless sleep of intense exhaustion. 

Ben Arsli glanced at him, and bade Musjid be very quiet. 
Half an hour or more passed; none had entered the place. 
The grave old Moslem was half slumbering himself, when 
there came a delicate odor of perfumed laces, a delicate rustle 
of silk swept the floor ; a lady’s voice asked the price of an 
ostrich-egg, superbly mounted in gold. Ben Arsli opened hie 
eyes — the Chasseur slept on ; the new-comer was one of those 
great ladies who now and then winter in Algeria. 

Her carriage waited without; she was alolie, thaking pur* 
of those innumerable ^lendid trifles witii 



TJfiM MISTSnss O!^ WHITE /T/Ao. 331 

U rife, while «he drofe through the to^ ih the cooler hour 
hefore the suu aank into the western sea. 

The Moor rose instantly, with profound salaainis, before 
her, and began to spread before her the richest treasurts of 
his stock. Under plea of the light, he remmned nfcear the 
entrance with her; money was dear to him, and ihuirt adt he 
lost, but he would make it if he could without awakfening 
the tired soldier. Marvellous caskets of mother-of-pearl; 
carpets soft as down, and every brilliant hue melting one 
wiihin another; coffee equipages, of inimitable metalwork; 
silver statuettes, exquisitely chased and wrought; feather^ 
fans, and screens of every beauty of device, were spread 
before her, and many of tliem were bought by her with that 
unerring grace of taste and lavishness of expenditure which 
were her characteristics, but which are far from always found 
in unison ;* and throughout her survey Ben ArsH had kept hef/ 
near the entrance, and Cecil had slept on unaroused by the 
low tones of their voices. , 

A roll of notes had passed from her hani,tO;-Jiie Moslem^ s, 
and she was about to glide out to her carriage, ’‘When a lamp 
which hung at the farther end caught her fency. It was 
very singular, a mingling of colored glass, silver, gold and 
ivory being wrought in with much beauty in its formation. 

Is that for sale?’^ she inquired. 

As he answered in the affirmative, she moved up the shop, 
and, her eyes being lifted to the lamp, had drawn close to 
Cecil before she saw him. When she did so, she paused near 
in astonishment. 

Is that soldier asleep 

“ lie is, madame,” softly answered the old man in his slow, 
studied Prench. “ He comes here to rest sometimes out of 
the noise ; he was very tired to-day, and I think ill, would 
he have confessed it.” 

^ “ Indee^jl!” Her eyes fell on him with cgmpassion; be 
had fallen into an attitude of much grace, and of utter 
exhaustion ; his head was uncovered and rested on one arm, 
so that the face was turned upward. With a woman’s rapid, 
comprehensive glance, she saw the dark shadow, like a bxuieo, 
under his closed, aching eyes, she saw the weary pain upon hii 
forehead, she saw the whiteness of his hands, the slenderness 
0^ his wrists, the softness of his hair; she saw, as had 
before, that whatever he might be zmw, la sdihe past 
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time he had been a man of geaitle blood, oi eonrtt; 

I. - 


He is a Chasseur d’Afrique?” she asked the Heslem; 

Tes, madame. I think ^he must - have been some* 

thing very different some day/* 

She did not answer; she stood with her thoughtful eyes 
gazing on the worn-out soldier. - 

** He saved me once, madame, at much risk to himself, from 
the savagery of some Turcos,** the old man went on. “ Of 
course he is always welcome under my roof. The companion- 
ship he has must be bitter to him, I fancy; they do say he 
would have had his officer’s grade, and the cross, too, long 
before now, if it were not for his ColoneTs hatred.” 

Ah ! I have seen him before now ; he carves in ivory. 1 
suppose he has a good sale for those things with you ? ” 

The Moor looked up in amazement. 

** In ivory, madame P — ?ie f Allah -il- Allah ! I never 

heard of it. It is strange ” 

« Very strange. Doubtless you would have given him a 
good price for them ?” 

Surely I would ; any price he should have wished. Do I 
not owe him my life ?” 

At that moment little Musjid let fall a valuable coffee^ 
tray, inlaid with amber ; his master with muttered apolo^ 
hastened to the scene of accident ; the noise startled Cecil, * 
and his eyes unclosed to all the dreamy fantastic colors of the 
place, and met those bent on him in musing pity — saw that 
•ustrous, haughty, deUcate head bending slightly down through 
the many colored shadows. 

He thought he was dreaming, yet on instinct he rose, 
staggering slightly, for sharp pain was still darting through 
his head and temples. 

Madame I pardon me ! Was I sleeping ?” 

“You were, and rest again. You look ill?” she said, 
gently, and there was, for a moment, less of that accent in 
her voice, which the night before had marked so distinctly, 
so pointedly, the line of demarkation between a Princess of 
Spain and a soldier of Africa. 

“ I thank you, I ail nothing.” 

He had no sense that he did, in the presence of that face 
t||ach had the beauty of his old life; under ^ ohai^ of 
^ce which had the music of bis buried years. 
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** I flw tliat tm^ sha answered him. ''You 

look in pain; though as a soldier, perhaps, you -will not 

** A headache firopi the sim — ^no more, madame/^ 

He was oareful not again to forget the social gulf which 
yawned between them. 

^^That is quite bad enough! Your sernoo muat be 
severe 

« In Africa, Miladi, one cannot expect indulgence/* 

I suppose not. You have served long ? ** 

Twelve years, madame.** 

And your name 

Louis Victor.” She fancied there was a slight abrupt- 
ness in the reply, as though he were about to add some other 
name, and chocked himself. 

She enters it in the little hook from which she had taken 
her bank-notes. 

I may be able to serve you,” she said, as she wrote, I 
will speak of you to the Marshal; and when I return to 
Paris, I may have an opportunity to bring your xmme before 
the Emperor. He is as rapid as his undo to reward military 
merit ; but he has not his undo’s opportunities for personal 
observation of his soldiers.” 

The color flushed his forehead. 

You do me much honor,” he said, rapidly, but if you 
would gratify me, madome, do not seek to do anything of the 
kind,” 

And why ? Do you not even desire the cross P” 

I desire nothing, except to be forgotten.” 

** You seek what others dread then?” 

^*It may he so. At any rate, if you would serve me, 
madame, never say what om bring ine into notice.” 

She regarded him with much surprise, with some alight 
sense of annoyance; she had bent far in tendering her in- 
fluence at the Erench court to a private soldier, and his re- 
jection of it seemed as ungr^ous as it was inexplicable* 

At that moment the Moor joined them. 

** Miladi has told me, Monsieur Victor, that you are a flrst 
mte carver of ivories. How is it you have never kk jxu 
oenefit by your art ?” 

*^My tlwgs are not worth a sou,” muttered Cecil, 
(aa%. 



334 


UNDER TWO FLAGS. 


do them great injastice, and yoTJXself also/' uud the 
pmd4 dame, more coldly &aii she had betbre spoken. Your 
eainings are singularly perfect, and should bring you con- 
^sidferable returns.'* 

** Why have you never shown them to me at least P” pur- 
sued Ben Arsli — why not have given me my option P*', 

The blood flushed Cecil’s face again; he turned to the 
Princess. 

*‘1 withheld them, madame, not because he "would have 
underpriced, but overpriced them. He rates a trifling act of 
mine, of long ago, so unduly.” 

She bent her head in silence ; yet a more grateful compre- 
hension of his motive she could not have given than her glance 
. alone gave. 

Bon Arsli stroked his great beard ; more moved than his 
Moslem dignity would show. 

Always so!” ho muttered, alwaj's so! My son, in 
some life before this, was not generosity your ruin ? ” 

** Miladi was about to purchase that lamp ? ” asked Cecil, 
avoiding the question. Her Highness will not find any- 
thing like it in aU Algiera.i' 

The lamp was taken down, and the conversation turned 
from himself. 

May I bear it to your carriage, madame ? ” he asked, as 
she moved to leave, having made it her own, while her foot- 
man carried out the smaller articles she had brought to the 
equipage. She bowed in silence ; she was very exclusive, 
she was not wholly satisfied with herself for having conversed 
thus -with a Chasseur d’Afrique in a Moor’s bazaar. Still, 
.she vaguely felt pity for this man ; she equally vaguely de- 
sired to serve him. 

** Wait, Monsieur Victor ! ” she said as he closed the door 
of her carriage. ** I accepted your chessmen last night, but 
you are very certain that it is impossible 1 can retain them on 
such terms.” 

A shadow darkened his face. 

Let youir dogs break them then, madame. They shall not 
come ba^E: to me.” 

You mistake — did not mean that 1 would send them 
back. I simply desire to offer you some equivalent for them. 
There must be something that you wish for f*<---eomeilving which 
^ould he acceptable to you in the life you lead f ” 
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I have already named the only tldn jf I deeire.^' 

He had been fiolicitous to remember and eaetain the enor- 
mous difference in their social degrees ; but at the offer of hei 
gifts, of her patronage, of her recompense, the pride of his oM 
Ufa rose up to meet her own. 

To be forgotten ? A sad wish ! K'ay, surely Kfe In a 
regiment of Africa cannot bo so cloudless tliat it can create in 
you no other ? ** 

It is not. I have another.*' 

** Then tell it to me ; it feliaU be gratified.** 

It is to enjoy a luxuiy long ago lost for ever. It is — to 
be allowed to give tho slight courtesy of a gentleman without 
being tendered the wage of a servant.** 

She understood him ; she was moved, too, by the inflexion 
of his voice. She was not so cold, not so negligent, as the 
world called lier. 

I had passed my word to grant it, I cannot retract,” she 
answered him, after a pause. 1 will press nothing more on 
you. But— as an obligation fo me — can you find no way in 
\vhich a rouleau of gold would benefit your men ?” 

Yo Ti/ay that I can take it for them. But, if you ca« 
indeed to do them a charily, a little wine, a little fruit, a feu 
flowers (for there ai’e those among thorn who lovo flowers) 
sent to the hospital, will bring many benedictions on youi 
name, madame. They lie in iiifiniie misery there I ** 

I will remember,’* she said simply, while a thouglitfu 
sadness passed over her brilliant face. Adieu, M. le Caporal ; 
and if you should think better of your choice, and will allow 
yoiir name to be mentioned by me to his Majesty, Si.nd me word 
through my people. There is my card.” 

The carriage whirled away down tho crooked street j he 
B ood under the taAvny awning of the Moorisli Louse, with the 
thin glazed card in liis hand. On it was printed : 

** Mme. la Priimm Corona d*A 

Ifdtel Corona, ParisP 

In the comer was written, “ Villa Aiaussa, Algiers.’* He 
thrust it in the folds of his sash, and turned withuL 
“ Bo you know her ? ” he asked Ben Arsli. 

The old man shook his head. ^ 

is the most beautiful of thy many fairS!rankUh wetnea. 
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1 never saw her till to-day. She seei^d to have an interest in 
tliee, my son. But listen here. Touching these ivory toys— 
if thou dost not bring henceforth to me all the work in them 
that thou doest, thou shalt never come here more to meet the 
light of her eyes.” 

Cecil smiled and pressed the Moslem’s hand* 

I kept them away because you would have given mo a 
hundred piastres for what had not been worth one. As for her 
eyes, they ore stars that shine on another world than an Afri- 
can trooper’s. So best ! ” 

Tet they were stars of which he thought more, as he wended 
his way back to the barracks, than of the splendid constella-^ 
tions of the Algerian evening that shone with all the lustr of 
the day, but with a soft enchanted ligltt which transfigured 
sea, and earth, and sky as never did the day’s full glow, as he 
returned to the mechanical duties, to the thankless services, to 
the distasteful mcdd, to the riotous mirth, to the coarse com- 
radeship, which seemed to him to-night more bitter than they 
had ever done since his very identity, liis very existence, had 
been killed and buried past recall, past resurrection, under the 
Jiept d^ordommee of a Chasseur d’Afiique. 

Meantime, the Princesso Corona drove homeward — home- 
ward to where a temporary home had been made by her in 
the most elegant of the many snow-white villas that stud the 
sides of the Sahel and face the bright bow of the sunlit bay; 
B villa with balconies, and awnings, and cool, silent cham- 
bers, and lich, glowing gardens, and a broad, low roof, half 
hidden in bay and orange and myrtle and basilica, and the 
liquid sound of waters bubbling beneath a riotous lu^xurianoe 
of blossom. 

Madame la Princesse passed from her carriage to her own 
mOming-room, and sank down on a couch a little listless and 
weary with her search among the treasures of the Algerine 
bsusaors. It was purposeless work, after all. Had she not 
bronzes, and porcelains, and bric-^-brac, and oljeU d^wri in 
profusion in her Eoman villa, her Parisian hdtel, her great 
grim palace in Hstremadura. 

Not one of those things do I want— not one shall I look 
at twice. The money would have been better at the soldiers' 
hospital,” she thought, "^hile her eyes dwelt on a chess-tabhi 
n#r hei — a table on which the mimic hosts of Ghasseuis and 
Ai^kbs were ranged in opposite squadrons. 
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Sho took the White Emg in her haiid and gasrQd at it with 
a certain interest. 

That man has been noble once/' she' thought ^^What a 
late I — ^what a cruel fate ! " 

It touched her to great pity ; although proud with tpo in- 
tense a Jride, hfer nature was exceedingly generous, aud^^hen 
once moved, deeply compassionate. The unerring glance of 
a woman habituated to the first sooioty of Europe had told her 
that the accent, the bearing, the tone, the features of this 
soldier, who only asked of hfe oblivion," were those of one 
originally of gentle blood ; and the dignity and patience of his 
acceptance of the indignities which his present rank entailed 
on him had not escaped her anymore than the delicate beauty 
of his face as she had seen it, weary, pale, and shadowed with 
pain, in the unconscious revelation of sloop. 

How hitter his life must be ! " she mnsed. ‘When 
Philip comes, perhaps he will know some way to aid him. 
And yet — who can serve a man wh^ only desires to be for- 
gotten?" 

Then, with a certain impatient sense of some absnrd dis- 
crepancy, of some unseemly occupation, in her thus dwelling 
on the wishes and the burdens of a som-cffioier of Light Cavalry, 
she laughed a little, and put the White Chief back once more 
in his place. Yet even as she set the king among his mimic 
forces, the very carvings themselves served to retain their 
artist in her memory. 

There was about them an indescribable elegance, an exceed- 
mg graoe and beauty, which spoke of a knowledge of art and of 
rOTnemcnt of taste far beyond those of a mere military amateur 
in the one who had produced them. 

<< What could bring a man of that talent, with that address, 
into the ranks ? " she mused, Persons of good family, of once 

fine position^ oome here, they say, and live and die unrecognised 
under the Imperial flag. It is usually some dishon ir that drives 
them out of their own worlds; it may be so with him. Yet 
he does not look like one whom shame has touched ; he is ]^oud 
stilly-prouder than he knows. More likely it is &e old, old 
story— -a high name and a narrow fortune — the ruin of thou**^ 
satL& I He is French, I suppose ; a French aristocrat wim 
hsA played au rei dipouilU, most probably, and buried hhnseit 
atd^ history for ever beneath those two names that tell ona 
^ Yiotor. Well» it is no matter of mine. Vary 
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pojwibly he is a mere c^dventuror ■vnth a |good manner. Shis 
army here in a pot-pourri, they say, of all the raried scouu-* 
drclisms of Europe ! 

Slu* lett the chess-table and went onward to the dressing and 
batli and bed-chnmbera, which opened in one suite from het" 
boudoir, and resigned herself to the hands of her attendants 
ibr her dinner-toilet. 

The Moslem had said aright of her beauty; and now, as her 
splendid hair was unloosened and gathered up afresh with a 
crescent-shaped comb of gold that was not brighter than the 
tresses themselves, the brilliant, haughty, thoughtful face was 
of a truth, as he had said, the fairest that had ever enme frois 
the Frankish shores to the hot African sea-board. Many beside 
the old Moslem had thought it the fairest that e^er the sul 
shone on,” and held one grave, lustrous glance of the blue im 
perial eyes above ought else on earth. Many had loved her — > 
all without return. Yet, although only twenty years had 
passed over her proud head, the Princess Corona d’Amagiio 
had been wedded and been widowed. 

^ Wedded, with no other sentiment than that of a certain 
pity and a certain honor for the man whose noble Spanish 
name she took. Widowed, by a death that was the seal of her 
mamage-sacrament, and left her his wife only in name and law. 

The marriage had left no chain upon her ; it had only made 
her mistress of wide wealth, of that villa on the Sicilian Sea, 
of that light spacious palace-dwelling in Paris that bore her 
name, of that vast majestic old castle throned on brown Estro- 
maduran crags, and looking ^own on mighty woods of cork 
and chestnut, and flashing steams of falling water hurling 
through the gorges. The death had left no regret upon her ; 
it only gave her for awhile a graver shadow over the briPiancy 
of her youth and of her beauty, and gave her for always^or 
for so long, at least, as she so chose to use it — a plea for that 
indifference to men^s worship of her which their sex called 
heartlessness, which her own sex thought an ultra-refined co- 
quetry, and which was in real truth neither the one nor the 
other, but simply ihe negligence of a woman ve:^ dif^cult to 
touch, and, as it had seemed, impossible to charin^ 

None knew quite aright the history of that maniage. Soma 
were wont to wnisp^ it ambition ; and, when t|fat irhispei 
,||me round to heir, W hp» lyotdd cnrjisitfc ^ 
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Do they not know that scarce any xnanriage can inate un 
eqnally F " she would ask \ for she came of a great Z«ine that 
thought few royal branches on equality with it ; and she ohe* 
risfaed as things of strictest creed the legends that gare her 
race, with its amber hair and its eyes of sapphii’e l^ne, the 
blood of Arthur in their veins. 

Of a surety it was not ambition that had allied her, on his 
death-bed, with Beltran Corona d^Amague; but what it was 
the world could never tell precisely. The world would not , 
have believed it if it had heard the truth — the truth that it { 
had been, in a different fashion, a gleam of something of the 
same compassion that now made her merciful to a common 
trooper of Africa which had wedded her to the dead Spanish 
Prince — compassion which, with many another rich and 
generous thing, lay beneath her coldness and her pride as the 
golden stamen jies folded withm the while virgin^ chill cup 
of the lily. • 

She had never felt a touch of even passing preference to 
any one out of the many who had sought her bigh-bom 
beauty ; she was too proud to be easily moved to such selec- 
tion, and she was far too habituated to homage to be wrought 
upon by it ever so slightly. She was of a noble, sun-lit, 
gracious nature ; she had been always happy, always obeyed, 
always caressed, always adored ; it had rendered her im- 
measurably contemptuous of flattery ; it had rendered her a 
little contemptuous of pain. She had never had aught to 
regret; it was not possible that she could realise what re- 
gret was. 

Hence men called and found her very cold ; yet those of 
her own kin whom she loved knew that the heart of a sum- 
mer rose was not warmer, nor sweeter, nor richer than hors. 
And first among these was her brother — at once her guar- 
dian and her slave — who thought her perfect, and would no 
more have crossed her will than he would have set his foot 
on her beautiful imperial head. Corona d’Amague had be^ 
his friend; the only one for whom he had ever sought to 
break her unvarying indifference to her lovers,^ but for lyhoi^ 
^en he had pleaded vainly until one autumn season, wfaem 
i^ey had stayed together at a great arohducal castle in &ouf£ 
Ausiaia. in one of tho forest-glades, awaiting of 

the hunt, she rejected, for tb,o third time, the pasetoiatf 
fupiUcation of tho superb noble who ranked with the 
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Bimft and the Medina-Sidonia. Be rode from her iii ^;reat 
bitterness, in grief that no way mored her — she was impor* 
tuned with these entreaties to weariness. An hour after he 
was brought past her, wounded and senseless ; he had saved 
her brother from imminent death at his own cost, and the 
tusks of the mighty Styrian boar had plunged through and 
through his frame, as they had met in the narrow woodland 
glade. 

“ He will be a cripple — a paralyzed cripple — for life said 
the one whose life had been saved by his devotion to her that 
night ; and his lips shook a little under his golden beard as he 
spoke. 

She looked at him ; she loved him well, and no homage U 
herself could have moved her as this sacrifice for him had 
done. 

** You think he will live ? she asked. 

** They say it is suie. He may live on to old age. But 
how ? My God ! what a death in life ! An^ all for my sake, 
in my stead ! ” 

She was silent several moments ; then she* raised her face, 
a little paler than it had been, but with a passionless resolve 
set on it. 

Philip, we do not leave our debts unpaid. Go ; tell him 
I will be his wife.’^ 

His wife — now ! Venctia ! 

“ Go ! ” she said, briefly. Tell him what I say.'' 

But wliat a sacrifice ! In your beauty, your youth—'' 

'' He did not count cost. Arc we less generous ? Go— 
tell him." 

He was told ; and was repaid. Such a light of unutterable 
joy burnt throfigh the misty agony of his eyes as never, it 
seemed to thost; who saw, had beamed before in mortal eyes. 
He did not once hesitate at the acceptance of her self-surrender; 
he only pleaded that the marriage ceremony should pass be- 
tween them that night. 

There were notmos and many priests in the great ducal 
household ; all was done as he desired. She consented with- 
out wavering ; bhe had passed her word, she would not have 
withdrawn it it it had been a thousand times more bitter in 
its fufilment. The honor of her house was dearer to her than 
any individual happiness. This man for them had lost peao^ 
^lie^thi joy^ stren^, every hope of life; to dedicate her own 
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life to him, as he had vainly prayed her when ih the Ml glow 
end vigot of his manhood, was the only meana by which their 
vast debt to him. could be paid. To so pay it waa the instant 
ehoice of her high code of honor, and of her generosity that 
would not be outrun. Moreover, she pitied him unspecSably, 
though her heart had no tenderness for him ; she had dm- 
missed him with cold disdain, and he had gone from her to 
save the only life she loved, and was stretched a stricken, 
broken, helpless wreck, with endless years of pain and wearr 
ness before him ! 

At midnight, in the great dim magnifioenco of the state 
chamber where he lay, and with the low, soft chanting of the 
chapel choir from afar echoing through the incensed air, she 
bent her haughty head down over his couch, and the marriage 
benediction was spoken over tliem. 

His voice was faint and bioken, but it had the thrill of a 
passionate triumj^h in it. When the last words were uttered, 
he lay awhile, exhausted, silent, only looking ever upward at 
her with his dark, dreamy eyes, in. which the old love glanced 
BO strangely through the blindness of pain. Then he smiled 
as the last echo of the choral melodies died softly on the 
silence. 

That is joy enough I Ah I have no fear. With the dawn 
you will be Ireo once more. Did you think that I could have 
taken your sacrifice? I knew well, let them say as they 
would, that I should not live the night through. But, lest 
existence should linger to cui&o me, to chain you, I rent the 
linen bands off my wounds an hour ago. All their science 
will not put back the life noiff ! My limbs are dead, and the 
cold steals up ! Ah, love ! ah, love ! You never thought how 
men can su&r ! But have no grief for me. I am happy. 
Bend your head down, and lay your lips on mine once. You 
ate my own ! — death is sweeter than life ! ” 

And before sunrise he died. 

Some shadow from that fatal and tragic midnight marriage 
rested on her still. Though she was blameless, some vague 
remorse ever haunted her: though she had been so whpUy 
guiltless of it, this death for her sake ever seemed in Spme 
sort of her bringing. Men thought her only colder, 
prouder ; but they erred. She was one of those women wlto^ 
beueftth the courtly negligence of a chill manner, are capable of 
tenderness, infinite nobiHiy, and infinite self-reproach. 
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A great French painter once, in Eome, looking on^er flfom 
a distance, shaded his eyes with bis hand, as if her bea^uty, 
like the sun, dazzled him. Exquisite— superb ! ” he mut- 
tered ; and he was a man whose own ideals were so matchless 
that living women rarely could wring out his praise. “ She 
is nearly perfect, your I^coss Corona ! 

Nearly ! cried a Eoman sculptor. “ What, in Heaven's 
name, can she want?" 

** Only one thing ! " 

'' And that is— P " 

To have loved'* 

Wherewith he turned into the Greco. 

He had found the one flaw — and it was still there. What 
he missed in her was still wanting. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE LITTLE LEOPAHD OP PKAHCE. 

ce que c'est la gloire — au grahat I " 

The contemptuous sentence was crushed through Cigarette's 
tight-pressed bright-red lips, with an irony sadder than tears. 
She was sitting on the edge of a grahat, hard as wood, com- 
fortless as a truss of straw, and looking down the long hospital- 
room, with its endless rows of beds and its hot sun shining 
blindingly on its glaring whitewashed walls. 

She was well known and well loved there. .When her little 
brilliant-hued figure fluttered, like some scarlet bird of Africa, 
down the dreary length of those chambers of miseiy, bloodless 
lips, close-clinched in torture, would stir with a smEe, would 
move with a word of welcome. No tender-voiced dove-eyed 
Sister of Orders of Mercy, gliding gray and soft, and like a 
living psalm of consolation, beside those couches of misery, 
boro with them the infinite inexpressible charm that the 
Friend of the Flag brought to the sufferers. The Sisters were 
good, were gentle, were valued as they merited by the greatest 
blackguard prostrate there; but they never smil^ they never 
took the dying heart of a man back with one glance to &e 
days of his childhood, they never gave a sweet snatch of 
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long like a bird’s on a spring-blossoming bougb that thrilled 
through half-dead senses, with a thousand voices froih a thou- 
sand buried hours. “ But the Little One/’ as said a gaunt 
gray-bearded Zephyr once, where he lay with thO doath-chill 
stealing slowly up his jagged, tom frame — “ the little One- 
do you see — she is youth, she is life ; she is all we have lost. 
That is her charm ! The Sisters are good women, thej’’ are 
very good; but they onlyjo^^y us. The Little One, she 
us. That is the diiference ; do you see P ” 

It was all the difference — a wide difference ; she loved them 
all, with the warmth and lire of her young heart, for sake of 
France and of their common Flag. And though she was but 
a wild wayward mischievous gamin^ a gamin ^1 over though 
in a girl’s form, men would tell in camp and hospital, with 
great tears coursing down their brown scarred cheeks, how 
her touch wduld lie softly as a snowflake on their heated fore- 
heads, how her watch would be kept by them through long 
nights of torment, how her gifts of golden trinkets would be 
sold or pawned as soon as received to buy them ioo or wine, 
and how in their delirium the sweet fresh voice of the child 
of the regiment would soothe them, singing above thoir 
wretched beds some carol or chant of thoir own native pro- 
vince, which it always seemed she must know by magic ; for, 
were it Basque or Breton, were it a sea-lay of Vendee or a 
mountain-song of the Orientales, were it a mere ringing 
thyme for the mules of Alsace, or a wild bold romanesque 
horn, the country of Berri, — Cigarette knew each and all, and 
aever erred by any chance, but ever sung to every soldier the 
hythm familiar from his infancy, the melody of his mother’s 
cradle-song and of his first love’s lips. And there had becr^ 
times when, those songs suddenly breaking through the dark- 
ness of night, suddenly lulling the fiery anguish of wounds, 
had made the men who one hour before had been like mad 
d^ogs, like goaded tigers, men full of the lusts r f slaughter 
and the lust of the senses, and chained powerless and blas« 
pheming to a bed of agony, tremble and shudder at tjiem^ 
selves, and turn their faces to the wall and weep like children^ 
and fi^ asleep, at length, with wondering dreams of God. 

'Pla 06 que c^est la gloire^au grdbat I ” said Cigarette^ 
now grinding her pretty teeth. She was in her most revo** 
lutionary and reckless mood, drumming the rataplan with he^ 
spurre4 sittinigf smoking on the ewier of old Mion« 
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Matotf « maitrefls. Miou-Matou, who had acquired that title 
emong the joyeux for his scientihc powers of makiug a tomcat 
into a stew, so divine that you cofold not tell it from rabbit, 
being laid up with a ball in his hip, a spear-head between 
his shoulders, a rib or so broken, and one or two other little 
triding casualties. 

Miou-Matou, who looked very like an old grizzly bear, 
laughed in the depths of his great hairy chest. Dream of 
glory, and end on a grabai ! Just so, just so. And yet one 
has pleasures — to sweep off an Arbico^s neck nice and clean — 
swish ! ** and he described a circle with his lean brawny arm 
with as infinite a relish as a dilettante, grown blind, would 
listen thirstily to the dcsciiption of an exquisite bit of Faience 
or Della Quercia work. 

Pleasures ! My God 1 Infijiite, endless misery ! '' mur- 
mured a man on her right hand. IfC was not tliirty years of 
age, with a delicate*, dark, beautiful head that might have 
passed as model to a painter for a St. John, He was dying 
fast of the most terrible form of pulmonary maladies. 

Cigarette flashed her bright falcon glance over him. 

Well ! is it not misery that is glory ? 

We think that it is when wo are children. God help 
us I*' murmured the man who lay djing of lung-disease. 

Ouf ! Then we think rightly ! Glory ! Is it the cross, the 
star, the b&ton ? Ho ! * Ho who wins those runs his horse 
up on a hill, out of shot range, and watches through his glass 
how his troops surge up, wave on wave, in the great sea of 
blood. It is misery that is glory — the misery, that toils with 
Mceding leot under burning suns without complaint; that 
lies half-dead through the long night with but one care — to 
keep the torn flag free from the conqueror’s touch; that bears 
the rain of blows in punishment, rather than break silence 
and buy release by betrayal of a comrade’s trust; that is 
beaten like the mule, and galled like the horse, and starved 
like the camel, and housed like the dog, and yet does the 
thing which is right, and the thing which is brave despite 

* Ha^g received ardent reproaches from field-officers and commandew 

of divisions ior the injustice done their services by tWia sentence, 1 beg to 
assure them that the sentiment is Cigarette^s ; — ^not mine. I should be % ery 
iorry foi an iiistaut to seem to dopiccmte that ** genius of oommimd,’' irith* 
out whose guidance an army is out a rabble, or to underrate that noblest 
courage whn h incepts the burden of arduous responsibilitieB and of dntioi 
M bitior m vuuety as they wne preciouB in hajfUKu 
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all; that Buffers, au^andures, aud pours out Ma blood like 
water to the thirsty sands, whose thirst iS never stilled, and 
goes up in the morning sun to the combat, as though death 
were paradise that tiie Arbicos dream, knowing the while, 
that no paradise waits save the crash of the hoof through the 
throbbing brain, or the roll of the gan*carriage .over thf 
writhing limb. IM is glory. The misery that is Woisn 
because France needs it. because a soldier’s honor wilhi it* 
putt is glory. It is here to-day in the hospital as it never w 
in the Cour des Princes, where the glittering host of the mar- 
shals gather ! ” 

Her voice rang clear as a clarion ; the warm blood burnt 
in her bright cheeks ; the swift, fiery, pathetic eloquence o^ 
her nation moved her, and moved strangely the hearts of hei 
hearers ; for though she could neither read nor write, there 
was in Cigalette the germ of that power which the world 
mistily calls'genius. 

There were men lying in that sick-chambcr brutaliged* 
crime -stained, ignorant as the bullocks of the plains, and, Me 
them, reared and driven for the slaughter, yet there was not 
one among them to whom some ray of light failed to come 
from those words, through whom some thrill failed to pass as 
they heard them. Out yonder in the free air, in the barrack- 
court, or on the plains, the Little One would rate them 
furiously, mock them mercilessly, rally them with the flat of 
a sabre, if they were mutinous, and lash them with the most 
pitiless ironies if they were grumbling; but here, in the 
hospital, the Little One loved them, and they knew it, and 
that love gave a fluto 4 iko music to the passion of her 
voice. 

Then she laughed, and drummed the rataplan again with 
her brass heel. 

“ All the same ; one is not in paradise au ffrahat^ eh, PSre 
Maton?” she said curtly. She wOs half impatient of hw 
own momentary lapse into enthusiasm, and she knew the 
temper of her children” as accurately as a bugler knowi 
the notes of the reveille-— knew that they loved to laugh even 
with the death-rattle in their tin oats, and with their hearta 
half breaking over a comrade’s corpse, would cry in burlesque 
mirth, Ahj k hon / II a avali sa cartmeke / ” * 

* M Ah, Hm good fellowl nrrilowod his 01m oattouoiicl** 
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Paradise ! growled PSre Miatou. v<*Ouf! Whowantl 
iiat? If one had a few htdom of brandy, now 

“Brandy? Oh -he. You are to bo much more of aristo* 
crais now than that I ** cried Cigarette, with au immeasurable 
satire curling on her rosy, piquant lips. “ The Siirer Pheasants 
have taken to patronise you. Ifa cmtclw / if I 'were you, I 
yvould not touch a glass, nor eat a % ; will not, if you 
have the Spirit of a rabbit. You ! Fed like dogs with the 
leavings of her table — pardieu ! that is not for soldiers of 
France ! ** 

“ Eh ? What dost thou say ? growled Miou-Matou, peer- 
ing up under his gray, shaggy brows. 

“ Only that a grande dame has sent you champagne. That 
is all. Sapristi ! how easy it is to play the saint and Samaritan 
with two wards to one^s mattre d' hotel, and a rouleau of gold 
that one never misses! The rich they can buy all things, 
you see, even heaven, so cheap ! With which withering 
satire Cigarette left P^re Matou in the conviction that he 
mnst be already dead and among the angels if the people 
began to talk of champagne to him, and Hitting down between 
the long rows of beds with the old disabled veterans who 
tended them, skimmed lier way, like a bird as she was, into 
another great chamber, filled, like the first, with suffering in 
all stages and at all years, from the boy- conscript, tossiiig in 
African fever, to the white-haired campaigner of a hundred 
wounds. 

Cigarette was as caustic as a Yoltaire this morning. Coming 
f/hrough the entrance of the hospital, she had casually heard 
that Madame la Princcsse Corona d'Amagiie had made a gift 
of singular munificence and mercy to the invalid soldiers — a 
gift of wine, of fruit, of flowers, that would brighten their 
long dreary hours for many weeks. Who Madame la Princcsse 
might be she knew nothing ; but the title was enough^ she 
was a silver pheasant — bah 1 And Cigarette hated the aristo- 
crats — when they were of the sex feminine. “ An aristocrat 
in adversity is an eagle,” she would say; but an aristocrat* 
in prosperity is a peacock.” Which was the reason why she 
flouted glittering young nobles with all the insolence imagm«: 
able, but took the part of “Maiquise,” of “ Bel-^-falre-peUr,” 
and of such wanderers like them, who had buried their six* 
teen quarterings under the black shield of the Battalion of 
^ With a irotd here imd a toti^h theroi tender, bo^ 
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tnd bright, since, however ironic her mood, she never brought 
Anything except sunshine to those who lay in such sore need 
of it, beholding the sun in the heavens only through the 
narrow chhik of a hospitd window. At last She reached the 
bed she came most specially to visit — a bod on which was 
ptrotched the emaciated iorm of a man once beautiful as a 
Greek dream of a god. 

The dews of a great agony stood on his forehead; his 
teeth were tight clinched on lips white and parched ; and hia 
immense eyes, with the heavy circles round thorn, wei’C 
fastened on vacancy with the yearning misery that gleams in 
the eyes of a Spanish bull when it is struck again and again 
by the matador, and yet cannot die. 

She bent over him softly. 

** Tiensy Mommir Lion ! I have brought you some ioe.'^ 

His weary eyes turned on her gratefully; he sought to 
speak, but the effort brought the spasm on his lungs afresh ; 
it shook him with horrible violence from head to foot, and the 
foam on his aubmn beard was rod witli blood. 

There was no one by to watch him ; he was sure to die ; a 
week sooner or later — what niatlerc'd it ? lie was useless as 
a soldier; good only to he thrown into a pit, with some 
quicklime to hasten destruction and do the work of the slower 
earthworms. 

Cigan'ttc said not a woicl, but she took out of some vine- 
leaves a cold, hard lump of ici, und held it to him; the 
delicious coolness and fieshness in that i)axching noontide 
fteat stilled the convulsion ; his eyes thanked her, though liis 
dps could not ; he lay panting, exhfiusted, but relieved ; and 
the — ^thoughtfully for her — slid herself down on tho lloor, 
and be*gan singing low and sweetly as a fairy miglit sing on 
tho raft of a water-lily loaf. She sung quadriahsy to be sure, 
B6ranger^8 songs and odes of the camp ; fbt she knew of no 
hymn but tho Marsellaise, and her chants were all chants like 
the £au9 Venerte. But tho voice that gave them .was pure as 
the voice of a thrush in the spring, and the cadence of its 
music Was so silvery-sweet that it soothed like a spell all tbo 
fever-racked brains, all the pain-tortured spirits. 

** Ah ! that is sweet,'' murmured the dying matt. is 
lifeo the brooks — like the birds — like the winds in the 
leaves." 

yrm but half eousaious ; but tho of that gliding 
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vdke brought him peace. And Cigarette snng nriy 
moving to reach him some fresh touch of ice, ^^hile time 
travelled on, and the first aftetnoon shadows crept across the 
bare floor. Every now and then, dimly through the openings 
of the windows, came a distant roll of drums, a burst of 
military music, an echo of the laughter of a crowd ; and then 
her head went up eagerly, an impatient shade swept across 
her expressive face. 

It was a fite day in Algiers ; there were flags and banners 
fluttering from the houses, there were Arab races and Arab 
manoQUvros, there was a review of troops for some foreign 
general, there were all the mirth and the mischief that she 
mved, and that never went on without her, and she know 
well enough that from mouth to mouth there was sure to be 
asking, ou done ed Cigarette Cigarette, who was 

the Generalissima of Africa ! 

But still she never moved ; though all her vivacious life was 
longing to be out and in their midst, on the back of a desert 
horse, on the head of a huge drum, perched on the iron 
support of a high-hung lantern, standing ou a cannon while 
the Horse Artillery swept full gallop, firing down a volley of 
argot on the hot homage of a hundred lovers, drinking creamy 
liqueurs and filling her pockets with bonbons from handsome 
subalterns and aides-de-camp, doing as she had done ever 
since she could remember her first rataplan. But sbe never 
moved. She knew that in the general gala these sick-beds 
would be left more deserted and less soothed than ever. She 
knew, too, that it was for the sake of this man, lying dying 
here from the lunge of a Bedouin lance through his lungs, 
that the ivory wreaths and crosses and statuettes bad been 
sold. 

And Cigarette had done more than this ere now many a 
time for her children.^* 

The day stole on ; Leon Eamon lay very quiet ; the ioe 
for his chest and the song for his ear gave him that semi- 
oblivion, dreamy and comparatively painless, which was the 
only mercy which could come to him. All the chamber was 
unusually still ; on three of the beds the sheet had been drawn 
over the face of the sleepers, who had sunk to a last sleep 
fdnee the morning rose. The shadows lengthened, the hours 
followed one another; Cigarette sang on to herself with few 

;;,]»anses ; whenever she did so pa^se to lay soaked linen on 

& 
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ihd fioldiei^s hot foi^ead, or to tend him gentlv in those 
paroxysms that wronohed the clotted blood from off his lungs, 
there was a light on her face that did not come &oin the 
golden heat of the African sun. 

Such a light those who know weU the Children of France 
may have seen, in battle or in insurrection, grow beautiful 
upon the young face of a conscript or of boy-insurgent as he 
lifted a dying comrade, or pushed to the front to be slain in 
another’s stead j the face that a moment before had been keen 
for the slaughter as the eyes of a kite, and recklessly gay af 
the saucy refrain the lips caroled. 

A step sounded on the bare boards ; she looked up ; and 
the wounded man raised his weary lids with a gleam of glad- 
ness under them ; Cecil bent above his couch. 

Dear Leon I how is it with you ?” 

His voice was softened to infinite tenderness ; L6on Bamon 
had been for many a year his comrade and his friend; an 
artist of Paris, a man of marvellous genius, of high idealio 
creeds, who, in a fatal moment of rosh despair, had flung his 
talents, his broken fortunes, his pure and noble spirit, into 
the fiery furnace of the hell of military Africa ; and now lay 
dying here, a common soldier, forgotten as though he were 
already in his grave. 

The review is just over. I got ten minutes to spare, and 
came to you the instant I could,” pursued Cecil. “ See here 
what I bring you I You, with jrour artist’s soul, will feel 
yourself all but well when you look on those ! ” 

He spoke with a hopetulness he could never feel, for he 
knew that the life of L6on liamon was doomed ; and as the 
other strove to gain breath enough to answer him, he gently 
motioned him to silence, and placed on his bed some peackes 
bedded deep in moss and circled round with stophanotis, with 
magnolia, with roses, with other rarer flowers still. 

The face eff the artist-soldier lightened with a longing joyj 
his Ups quivered. 

** Ai, God ! they have the fragrance of my Franco ! 

Cecil said nothing, but moved them nearer in to the clasp 
of his eager hands. Cigarette he did not see. 

There were some moments of silence, while the dark eyes 
of the dying man thirstily dwelt on the beauty of the flowers, 
and his ^ ashen lips seemed to drink in tli^ perfumes Oi 
those athirst drink in water* 
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*^They are beautiful/' be said fiuutly, at iengib* f^ Tbey 
have our youth ia them. How came you by them, deaf 
friend ?" 

^‘Thcy are not due to me/’ answered Cecil, hurriedly. 
“Marbime la Princesse Corona sends them to you. She has 
sent great gifts to the hospital — wines, fruits, a profusion of 
ilovvers, such as those. Through her, these miserable cham- 
bers will bloom for awhile like a garden ; and the best wine^ 
of Europe will slake your thirst in lieu of that miserable 
tisane 

“It is very kind/’ murmured Ldon Eamon, languidly ; life 
was too feeble in him to leave him vivid pleasures in aught 
“ But I am ungrateful. La Cigarette here, — she has been so 
good, 9^ tender, so pitiful. For once I have ahnost not missed 
you!” 

Cigarette, thus alluded to, sprang to her feet .with her head 
tossed back, and all her cyiiicifim back again ; a hot color was 
on her ohoeks, the light had passed from her face, she struck 
her white teeth together. She had thought “Bel-?i*faire- 
peur” chained to his regiment in the field of manccuvro, or 
she would never have come thither to tend his friend. She 
had felt happy in her self-sacrifice; she had grown into a 
gentle, pensive, merciful mood, singing here by the side of 
the dying soldier, and now the first thing she heard was of 
the charities of Mudaino la Princossc ! 

Tiiat was all her reward ! Cigarette received the recom- 
pense that usually conies to generous natures which have 
strung tlicmselvcs to some self-surrender that costs them 
dear. 

Cecil looked at her surprised, and smiled. 

lelhy is it you? That is, indeed, good. You were 
the good angel of my life the other night, and to-day come to 
bring consolation to ray friend ” 

“ ‘Good angel!’ CUut^ M. Victor! One does not know 
th.oso mots etteris in Algiers. There is nothing of the angel 
about me, 1 hope. Your friend, too! Prut-tut! 3>o you 
think 1 have never been used to taking care of my comrades 
m hospital before you played the sick-nnrse here 

Hhe spoke with all her bruscj[ue petulance in amn again* 
ihc hated that he shpuld imagine she 1^ sacrificed her ^te« 
day to Xi^on Bamon, beocm^ the artist-trooper was dear to 
hm; she hated him to suppose that b^ waited there ott 
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the horm throtigh on the chance that h wotild find her at her 
post, and admire her for her charity* (Sgarette vfts for too 
proud and disdainful a young soldier to seek ei^h^ his presence 
or his praise. 

He smiled again ; he did not understand the caprices of her 
changeftil moods, and he did not feol tliat intexest in her wlxioh 
would have made him divine the threads of their vagaries* ^ 

I did not think to offend you, my little one,” he said^ 
gently. ** I meant only to thank you for your goodness to 
Karaon in my absence/^ 

Cigarette shruggc'd her shoulders. 

** There was no goodness, and there need be no thanks. Ask 
Tire Matou how often I have sat with him hours through.” 

But on a 14tc-day ! And you who love pleasuie, and 
grace it so well ” 

Ouf ! 1 have had bo much of it,” said the Little One, 

contemptuously. It is so tame to mr. Clouds of dust, 
scurry of horses, fanfare of trumpets, tliundcr of drums, and 
all for nothing ! Bah ! 1 have been in a dozem battles — I — 
and I am not likely to caie much for a sham fight.” 

^*Nay, she is unjust to herself,” murmured L^on Ramon. 
** She gave up the IlIc to do this mercy — it has been a great 
one. She is more a(‘iu‘ious than she will over allow, llere, 
Cigarette, look at those scaih't lo.cbuds; they are like your 
blight clieeks. Will ^ou have them? I Lave nothing else 
to give.” 

** Rosebuds!” echoed Cigarette, with supreme Bconi. 

Rosebuds for me ? 1 know no rose but the red of the tri- 

color ; and I could not tell a w ced from a flower. Besides, 
I told kliou-Matou just now, if my children do os / tell 
thorn, they will not take a leaf or a peach- stone from this 
grande dame — how does she call herself? — Madame Corona 
d’Amague ! ” 

Cecil looked up quickly : Why not ? ” 

Cigarette flashed on him her brilliant brown eyes with a 
fire tWt amazed him. 

Because we arc soldiers, not paupers I ” 

‘^Surely; but ” 

^'And it is not for the sUT^r pheasants, who have dome 
nothing to deserve their life but lain in neats of oottou wool, 
and eaten grain tliat othersT i^ow and shell for them, and spread 
ikmx. shin^ plumage in a eun that never clouds above their 
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to insult, with tlio insolenco of their * ’ and their 

Veharity/ the heroes of Prance, 'who perish, as they have 
lived, for their Country and their Plug ! ^ 

It was a superb peroration I If the hapless flowers lying 
there had been a cartel of outrage to the concrete majesty of 
the French Army, the Army’s champion could not have spoken 
with more impaesioned force and scorn. 

Cecil laughed slightly; but he answered, with a certain 
annoyance : 

** There is no ^ insolence ’ here; no question of it. Madame 
la Princesse desired to offer some gift to the soldiers of Algiers ; 
I suggested to her that to increase the scant comforts of the 
hospital, and gla4dcn the weary eyes of sick men with beauties 
that the Executive never dreams of bestowing, would be the 
most merciful and acceptable mode of exercising her kindness. 
If blame there be iji the matter, it is mine.” 

In defending the generosity of what he knew to be a genuine 
and sincere wish to gratify his comrades, he betrayed what he 
did not intend to have revealed, namely, the conversation that 
had passed between himself and the Spanish Princess. Ciga- 
rette caught at the inference with the quickness of her light- 
ning-like thought. 

“ Oh-h6 ! So it is she / ” 

There was a whole world of emphasis, scorn, meaning, 
wrath, comprehension, and irony in the four monosyllables ; 
the dying man looked at her with languid wonder. 

** She ? Who ? What story goes with these roses ? ” 

** None,” said Cecil, with the same inflection of annoyance 
in his voice ; to have his passing encounter with this beautiful 
patrician puss into a barrack canard, through the imsparing 
jests of the soldiery around him, was a prospect very unwel- 
come to him. ** None whatever. A generous thoughtfulueBS 

for our common necessities as soldiers ** 

y Oaf! ” interrupted Cigarette, before his phrase was one^ 
third finished. ** The stalled mare will not go with the wild 
coursers ; an aristocrat may live with us, but he will always 
cling to his old order. This is the story that runs with the 
roses. Miladi was languidly insolent over some ivory ohess*- 
mcn, and Corporal Yictor thought it divine, because lantooi 
and insolence are the twin gods^of the noblesse, paiblea^ 
Miladi, knowing no gods but those two, worriiips them, and 
^nds to the soldiers of Pranccj as t^ sort of hef 
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gods love, fruits and muos that> day eet on hot 

table, to be touched* if tasted at all, with a but^^^’a alp i 
and Corporal Victor finds this a charity sublime give 
wrhat costs nothing* and soattar a few crumbs out the 
profusion of a life of waste and indulgence ! And I that 

if my children are of my fashion of thinking, they wi& ehoJ^e 
like dogs dying of thirst rather than slake thrir throats 'WiSn 
alms cast to them as if they were beggars 1 

With which fiery and bitter enunciation of her views on , 
the gifts of the Princess Corona d^AmagUe, Cigarette struck 
light to her hrUle-^ueule, and thrusting it between her lips, 
with her hands in the folds of her sciirlet waist-sash, went off 
witli the light, swift step natural to her, exaggerated into the 
carriage she had learned of the Zouaves, laughing her good^ 
morrows noi^^ily to this and that trooper aa she passed thoit. 
couches, and not dropping her voice even as she passed the 
place where the dead lay, but singing, as loud as she could^ 
the most impudent drinking-song out of the taverns of the 
Spahis that ever celebrated wine, women, and war in the law* 
lessness of the lingua Sabir. 

Her wrath was hot, and her heart heavy within her. She 
had given up her whole fete-day to wait on the anguish and 
to soothe the solitude of his friend lying dying there ; and her 
reward had been to hear him speak of this aristocrat’s dona«» 
tions, that cost her nothing but the trouble of a few words of 
command to her household, as though they were the saintly 
charities of some angel from heaven ! 

** Diantre! ” she muttered, as her hand wandered to the ever- 
beloved forms of the pistols within her sash. Cfaaffkur^es 
or Achmet, or any of them, would throw a draught of wine in 
his face, and lay him dead for me with a pass or two ten 
minutes after. ’V^y don’t I bid them ? I have a mind ” 

In that moment she could have shot him dead herself with* 
out a second’s thought. Storm and sunlight swept, one after 
another*, with electneal rapidity at all times throi^h her vivid^ 
ohangei^ temper; and here she had been wounded and been 
stung in the very hour in which she had subdued her national 
love of mirth, and her childlike passion for show, and her, 
impat^oe of all coxifinement, and her hatred of all fhihgi 
mouxfiful, to the attainment of this self^negation t 
over, there mingled with it the fierce and intolerant hekt of 
the and scaree*con^iouB jealousy of ah uttelly 
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nature, and of GalUo bloody quick and hot as tho 
springs of the Geyeer. 

you have vexed her, Victor,^’ said lion Eamon, as she wai 
Jwt to eight through the doora of the mat desolate Camber, 

' I hoi)c not ; I do not know how/^ answered Cecil. ** It * 
i$ impossible to follow the Avindings of her waywaid caprices, 

A child — a soldier— a dancer — a brigand— a spoilt beauty — 
a mischievous gamin — ^how is one to treat such a little fagot 
of opposites ? 

Ihc otlier smiled. 

4h 1 you do not know the Little One yet. She is worth 
a study. I painted her years ago — 'La Vivandi^re a Sopt 
Ans.^ Thqre vas not a picture in the balon that winter th it 
was sougj^t like it. I had travelled in Algeria then ; I had 
not entered th« ftrroy. The first thing 1 saw of CigarctU* wp/? 
this : She was seven years old ; she had beeft beaten black 
and blue ; she had had two of her tiny teeth knocked out. 
The men w'ere furious, she was a pet with them; and she 
would not say who had done it, though she knew twenty 
swords would have beaten him flat as a flitter if bho had 
given his name. I got her to sit to me some days after. I 
pleased her with her own picture. X asked her to tell me why 
she would not say who had lU-treatcd her. She put her bead 
on one side like a robin, and told me, in a whisper : ‘ It as 
ono of my comrades — because I would not steal for him. I 
would not have the army know — it would demovaliyo them. 
II u French boldior ever does a cowardly Hung, anotlu r J^'ienc ii 
soldier must not betray it.’ That was Cigaiette — at seven 
years. The esprit du corps was stronger than her own 
wrongs. What do you say to that nature ? ” 

" That it is superb ! — that it might be moulded to any- 
thing. The pity is ” 

"Ah, tais-toir* said the artist-trooper, half wearily, half 
laughingly. " Sparc me the old world-worn, threadbare for- 
mulas. Lccause the flax and the lalesa blossom for use, and 
the garden-flowers grow trained and pruned, must there be no 
bud that opens fo3f mere love of the sun, and swings free in the 
wind in its fearless fair-fashion? BeKere me, d^ Viptior, 4 
IS the lives which follow no previous rqls ttot do th? most 
good and give the Ujioet harvest-” 

" Surely. Only for flus child— a woman— in her fh- 

imra 
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Her fiitare ? Well, she will die, I some hnipht 

day or another, at the head of a regiment, wth 
battle tome^ by the valor of her charge, and the a^t m the 
tom tricolor upheld in her little h^ds. That is iTOji C%a^ 
rette hopep for— why not ? There will always a iaiSUpp of 
ooiumonplace women ready to keep up the decorous 
of their sex, and sit in safety over their needles by the <<f 
their ‘hearths. One little lioness here and there in a 
tion cannot do overmuch harm.*' 

Cecil was silont. He would not cross the words of the 
wounded man by saying what might bring a train of less 
pleasant thoughts — saying what, in truth, was in hia mind, 
that the future which he had meant for the little Eriend of 
the Flag was not that of anj^ glorious death by combat, but 
that of a life (unless no bullet early cut its silver cord iu 
twain) when ;youth sliould have fled, and have carried for 
ever with it her numberless grace*', and left in its stead that 
ribaldry-stained, drink-deflled, hardened, battered, joyless, 
cruel, terrible thing which is unsight 1} and repugnant to even 
the lowest among men, which is as the Ices of the drunk wino, 
us the ashes of the burnt-out tiros, as the discord of the broken 
and eartli-cloggcd lyre. 

Cigarette was charming now — a fairy-story set into living 
motion — a fantastic little firework out of an extravagimza, 
wflh the impudence of a boy-liarlec^uin and the witching 
kittcnhood of a gill’s beauty. But when this youth that 
made it all fair should have passed (and youth passes soon 
when thus adrift on the world), when there should bo left in 
fta stead only shamelessness, hardihood, vice, weariness — 
Ihose who found the prettiest jest in her now would be the 
first to cast aside, with an oath, the charred wrecked rocJtet- 
stick of a life from which no golden careless stream of many- 
colored firca of coquette caprices would rise and enchant them 
then. 

**yfho is it that sent these asked Leon BL»mon, late^ 
on, as his hands still wandered among the flowers : for the 
moment he was at peace ; the ice and the hours of quietui^ 
had calmed him* 

told him ^in. 

“ TSTiat does Cigarette know of her? ** he pursued- 
Sfothjng, except, 1 believe, she knew that Madame C> 
Ipim i^^ted my chess-csxvings/^ 

A A I 
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Ah ! 1 thought IdtHe One wm jeabue, Vwter.” 
^‘Jealous? Psha^r Of Whom 
<< Of any one yoji*adimre---^specially of this grmfy 
** Absurd ! *’ sAid Cecil, irith a sense of annoyance. Oiga* 
rette is far too bold a littlo trooper to have any thoughts ol 
those follies ; and as for this grande damCf as you call her, I 
shall, in every likelihood, never see her again — unless when 
the word is given to * Carry Swords * or * Lances * at the 
General's Salute, whore she reins her horse beside M. le Ma- 
rechal’s at a review, as I have done this morning.” 

The keen ear of the sick man caught the intloctiou of an 
impatience, of a mortification, in the tone that the speaker 
himself was uncon sdous of. He guessed the truth — thai 
Cecil had never felt more re«ttless under the shadow of the 
Eagles than he had done when he had carried, his sword up 
in the salute as he passed with his regiment the flagstaff 
where the aristocracy of Algiers had been gathered about tlie 
Marshal and his staff, and the azure eyes of Madame la Piin- 
cosso had glanced caiclcssly and critically over the long line 
of gray horses of those Chasseurs d'Afiiqiio among whom he 
rode a has^officier. 

Cigarette is right,” said Eamon, with a slight smile. 
Tour heart is with your old order. Ton are * aristocrat au 
hout des angles.^ ” 

Indeed, 1 am not, mm ami; 1 am a mere trooper.” 

“ How ! Well, keep your history as you have always done, 
if you will. What my friend was matters nothing ; I know 
well what he is, and how true a friend. As for Miladi, she 
will be best out of your path, Tictor. Women ! God ! — they 
are so fatal ! ” 

Hoes not our folly make their fatality P ” 

^‘Not always; not often. The madness may be ewt$, but 
they BOW it. Ah ! do they not know how to rouse and enrage 
it; how to fan, to bum, to luH, to pierce, to slake, to inflame, 
to entioe, to sting ? Heavens I so Well they know— that their 
beauty must oome, one thinks, out of hell itself 1 ” 

His great eyes gleamed like Are, his hollow dhort panted 
for breath, the sweat stood out on his temples. Cecil sought 
h soothe him, but his words mshed on wi£h the impetnoiii 
course of the passionstO memories that arose in him. 

Bo you know whut brought me here ? Ho I As little aS 
I know what brought jm, though we have olote com** 
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rades all theee yearn. Well, it trai 4*/ 3^^ an artiat, 

1 had no money, I had few friends ; but I bm y<nMii» 1 had 
ambition, I had, I think, genius, till she* lulled it. I loved 
biy art with a great love, and I was happy. Even in 3P»^ 
one can be so happy without wealth, while one is y^ung^ 
The mir^ of the Bartidre — ^the grote^ues of the Bailee^ ^ 
the wooden booths on New Year’s Day — ^the bright nqiido%hi ^ 
crowds under the gaslights — ^the bursts of music from thegajr j 
cafe — the gray little nuns flitting through the snow— *tlie ] 
Mardi Gras and the Old-Wwld fooleries — the summer Sun- • 
dajs under the leaves while we laughed like children— -the 
siient dreams through the length of the Louvre — dreams that 
went home with us and made our garret bright with their 
visions — one w’as happy in them— -happy, happy ! ” 

His eyes woi'e stili fastened on tho blank whit© wall before 
him while he spoke, as though the things that his words 
sketched so faintly were painted in all their vivid colors on 
the dull blank surface. And so in truth they were, os re** 
membrance pictured all tho thousand perished hours of his 
youth. 

Happy — until she looked at me,” he pursued, while hi| ^ 
voice flew in feverish haste over the ^words. Why wodld 
she not let me be ? She had them all in her golden nets ^ 
nobles, and princes, and poets, and soldiers, she swept them 
in far and wide. She had her empire ; why must she seek 
out a man w'ho had but his art and his youth, and steal f 
Women axe so insatiate, look you ; though they held all the 
world, they would not rest if one mote in the air swam in 
sunshine of them! it was the first y^ar X touched 
triumph that I saw her. They began for the first time to 
speak of me; it was the little painting of Cigarette, as a 
child of tho army, that did it. Ah, Ood ! I thoagbl^ myself 
idready so famous ! Well, she sent for me to take her picturj^ 
and 1 went. I went and I painted her as Cleopatra — by her 
wish. Ah I it was a face for Cleopatra— the eye» that buim 
your youth dead, the bps that kiss your honor blind i A 
^my God ! how beaut&fl ! She hod set herself to gain my 
eoul ; and as tbe picture grew, and grew, and grew, so my lim 
grew into hers till I lived only by her breath. Wlqr did she 
wont my life ? she had so many 1 She had rich Uves, great 
lives, grand lives at her bidding ; and yet she knew ho rest 
tm bftd leat^ down from her cruel height and bad seised 
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iSiiie, that had nothing oil fepth Biit the joya of tli<^ dUn ihd 
the dew, and the falling of night, aiid the dawning of day, 
that are given to the birds of the fields/* * 

His chest heaved with the ^asms that with eabh throe 
geemed to tear his frame asundet ; still he conquered them, 
jmd his words went on, his eyes fastened on the burning white 
glare of the wall as though all the beauty of this woman 
glowed afresh there to his sight. 

She was great ; no matter her name, she lives still. She 
was vile ; ay, but not in my sight till too late. Wny is it 
that men never love so w'eU as where they love their own 
ruin P that the heart which is pure never makes ours hea^ 
upon it with the rapture sin gives? Through month on 
month my picture gniw, and my passion grew with it, huiiicj 
by her hand. She knew that never Avould a 'man paint hti 
beauty like one w^ho gave his soul for the price of success. 1 
had my paradise ; I w^as drunk ; and 1 painted as never the 
colors of mortals painted a woman. I think even she w'as 
content; even she, who in her superb aiToganee thought she 
W’^as matchless and deathless. Then came my reward ; when 
the picture was done, her fancy had changed 1 A light 
scorn, a careless laugh, a touch of her fan on my cheek ; 
could I not, understand ? Was I still such a child ? Must I 
be broken more harshly in to learn to giro place ? That w^as 
all ! and at last her lackey pushed me back w ith his wand 
from her gates ! What would you ? I had not known what 
a great lady’s illicit caj)rice}S meant ; I was still but a boy ! 
She had killed me ; she had struck my genius dead ; she luui 
made earth my hell — wiiat of that? She had her beauty 
eternal in the picture she needed, and Ibe whole city Vang 
with her loveliness as they looked on my work. I have never 
painted again. 1 came hero. What of that P An artist the 
less then, the world did not care ; a life the less soon, sh^ will 
not caro either 1 

Then, as the words ended, a great wave of blood beat back 
his breath and burst from the pent-up torture of his striving 
lungs, and stained red the dark and silken zbassoa of his 
beard. His comrade had seen the hetoorrh%o many tirae^ 
yet now he knew, aS he had never known before, that thh 
was death. 

As he held him upward in his arma, ahd ahohted loud 
kelp, the great luminous eyes of thfe yrefich sower looke^l 



TH& UTtZM i JROPARD OB FRANCB. 


359 

At Mm through th^ mist with the deep, fon4 ^i^Atitude thet 
beams in the eyes Jo^ a dog as it drops down to die; Showing 
one touch ahd one voice to the last. 

Ym do not for^ke,” he murinuied hroIttoV, wB^ KU 
voice ebbed faintly away as the stream of hi^ life uo^ed wter 
and faster out. It is over now, — so best 1 If only I OOMd 

have seen France ohce more. France ’* 

He stretched his arms outward as he spoke with the ViiU 
longing of a hopeless love. Then a deep sigh quivered thtougk 
his lips ; his hand strove to close on the hand of his comrade^ 
and his head fell, resting on the flushed blossoms of the rose- 
buds of Provence. 

He was dead. 

# « « . # # 

An hour Igtor Cecil left the hospital, seeing and hearing 
nothing of the gay riot of the towm about him, though the 
folds of many-colored silk and bunting lluttered across the 
narrow Moorish streets, and the whole of the populace was 
swarming through them with the vivacious enjoyment of 
Paris mingling with the stately picturescpio life of Arab habit 
and custom. He was well used to pain of every sort ; his 
bread had long been the bread of bitterness, and the waters of 
his draught been of gall. Yet this stroke, though looked for, 
fell heavily and cut lor. 

Yonder, in the dead-room, there lay a broken, useless mass 
of flesh and bone that in the sight of the Bureau Arabe was 
only a worn-out machine that had paid its due toll to the wars 
of the Second Empire, and was now valueless ; only fit to be 
cast in to rot, unmourned, in the devouring African soil. Biit 
to him that lifeless, useless mass was dear still; was the 
wreck of the bravest, tenderest, and best-beloved friend that 
he had found in his adversity. 

In L<Son Bamon he had found a man whom he had loved, 
and who had loved him. They had suffered much, and much 
endured together; their very dissimilarities had seemed to 
draw them nearer to each other. The gentle impasSivbpess 
«f the Englishman had been Uke rest to the ardent impetu- 
osity of the French soldier; the passionate and poetic t^pe- 
/ament of the artist-trooper had revealed to Cecil it thousand 
t^iews of thought and of feeling which had never hefbtb then 
dawned on him. And now that the one Ibx dead, a hea^, 
Qf lonelinees rested m the other, they died 
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around him every day ; the fearless, fiery blood of France 
watered in ceaseless steams the arid, harvestlesB fields of 
northern Africa ; death was eo common, that the fall of a 
comrade was no more noted by them than the fall of a loose 
stone that their horse^s foot shook down a precipice. Tet 
this death was very bitter to him; he wondered with a dull 
sense of aching impatience why no Bedouin buUefc, no Arab 
sabr^ had ever found his own life out, and cut his thralls 
asunder. 

The evening had just followed on the glow of ikts day — 
evening, more lustrous even than ever, for the houses were 
all a-glitter with endless lines of colored lamps and strings of 
sparkling illuminations, a very sea of bright -hued fire. The 
noise, the mirth, the sudden swell of music, the pleasure- 
seeking crowds, all that were about him, served only to make 
more desolate and‘ more oppressive by their contrast his 
memories of that life, once gracious, and gifted, and content 
with the dower of its youth, ruined by a woman, and now 
slaughtered here, for no avail and with no honor, by a lance- 
tlirust in a midnight-skirmish, which had been unrecorded 
even in the few linos of the gazette that chronicled the war- 
news of Algeria. 

Passing one of the cafes, a favorite resort of the officers of 
his own regiment, he saw Cigarette. A sheaf of blue, and 
white, and scarlet lights flashed with tongues of golden flame 
over her head, and a great tricolor flag with the brass eagle 
above it, was hanging in the still, hot air from the balcony 
from which she leaned. Her tunic-skirt was full of bonbons 
and crackers that she was flinging down among the crowd 
while she sang, stopping every now and then to exchange 
some passage of gaulois wit with them that made her hearers 
scream wdth laughter, while behind her was a throng of young 
officers diinking champagne, eating ices, and smoking, echoing 
her songs and her satires with enthusiastic voices and stamps 
of their spurred boot-heels. As he glanced upward, she 
looked literally in a blaze of luminance, and the wild, mellow 
tones of her voice ringing out in the ** Eien n'est aacti pour 
m Sa 2 wuri* sounded like ir* mockery of that dying-bed beside 
which they had both so late stood together. 

She has the playftdness of the young leonard, and the 
cruelty,” he thought, with a sense of disgust, 3&getting that 
she did not km^w wh^t he knew, and O^t if Cigarette had 
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waited to laugh until death had paased by $he would have 
never laughed all her life through in the battalions of Africa, 

She saw him, as he went beneath her balcony; and she 
sung all the louder, she dung her sweetmeat niissiles with 
the reckless force of a Boman OarniTalist, she launched bolts 
of tenfold more audacious raillery at the delighted mob bdow. 
Cigarette was ^^hon soldat;** when she was wounded> Ae 
wound her scarf round the nerve that ached, and only lai^lM>d 
the gayer. 

And he did her that injustice which the best among us are 
apt to do to those whom we do not feel interest enough in to 
study with that closeness which can alone give oomprehonaion 
of the intricate and complex rebus, so faintly sketched, so 
marvellously involved, of human nature. 

He thought her a little leopard, in her vivaoioas play and 
her inborn blood-thirsiineBs. 

Well, the little leopard of France played recklessly enough 
that evening. Algiers was en fete, and Cigarette was spark- 
ling over the whole of the town like a humming-bird or a 
fire- fly — ^here and there, and everywhere, in a thousand places 
at once, as it seemed ; staying long with none, makkig musio 
and mirth with all. Waltzing like a thing possessed, pelting 
her lovers with a tempest storm of dragees, standing on the 
head of a gigantic Spahi en talleau amid a shower of fire- 
works, improvising slang songs worthy of Jean Vad6 and his 
Poissardes, and chorused by a hundred lusty lungs that yelled 
the burden in riotous glee as furiously as they were accus- 
tomed to shout ''En avant!^* iu assault and in charge, 
Cigarette made amends to herself at night for her vain self* 
sacrifice of the fete-day. 

She 'hod her wound; yes, it throbbed still now and then, 
and stung like a bee in the warm core of a rose. But she wasr 
young, she was gay, she was a little philosopher, above all 
she was French, and in the real French blood happiness uns 
so richly that it will hardly be utterly cliilled until th^ veins 
freeze in the coldness of death. She enjoyed-^enjoyed all 
the more fiercely, perhaps,' because a certain desperate bitter- 
ness mingled with the abandonSment of her Queen Mab-like 
revelries. Until now Cigarette had been as absolutely heed- 
less aud without a care as any yonng bird takis^ its first 
summer circles downward through the intoxication of the 
immy air It was not without fiery resistance and scomfol 
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Irevrftt that the madcap Figlia del B^gimento would be ]pre- 
yidM on to admit that any shadow could have power to rest 
on her. 

She played through more than half the night, the agile 
bounding graceful play of the young leopard to which he had 
likened her, and with a quick punishment from her velvet 
nhcathed talons it* any durst onend her. Then when the 
dawn was nigh, leopard-like, the Little One sought her 
den. 

She was most commonly under canvas ; but when she Was 
in the town it was at one wdth the proud independence of her 
nature that she rejected all otfers made her, and would have 
her own nook to live in, even though she Were not there on<i 
hour out of the twenty-four. 

Chateau de Cigarette^' was a standing jest of the 
Army; for none was ever allowed to follow her thither, of 
to behold the interior of lier foi tress, and one overventurou* 
Spahi scaling the ramparts had been rewarded with so hot a 
deluge of lentilo soup from a boiling casserole poured on his 
head from above, that he had beaten a hasty and ignominious 
reh'eat, which was more than a whole tribe of the most war- 
like of his countrymen could ever have made him do. 

Le Chateau do Cigarette’’ was neither more nor less than 
a couple of garrets, higli in the air, in an old Moorish house, 
in an old Moorish court, decayed, silent, poverty-struck, with 
ftie wild pumpkin thrusting its leaves through the broken 
fretwork, and the green lizard shooting over the broad pave- 
ments, once brilliant in mosaic, that the robes of the princes 
of Islam had swept, now carpeted deep with the dry white 
drifted dust, and only crossed by the tottering feet qf aged 
Jews of the laden steps of Algerine women. 

Up a long winding rickety stair Cigarette approached her 
castle, which was very near the sky indeed. “ I like the 
blue,” said the chatelaine laconically, and the pigeons fly 
close by ray window.” And through it, too, she might hayc 
added, for though no human thing might invade her chateau, 
the pigeons circliUg in the sunri&'e light always knew well 
there were rice an^,. crumbs spread for thein in that eyelet^ 
hole of a casement/- _ * 

Cigarette threaded her 6gile way up the dark ladder-like 
shaft, and opehed her door. There waa a dim oil wick binn- 
ing ; the garret Was largef iuid as ol^ as a cotdd Wt 
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itft bcoUpants twouB, and all aomid eto^pt one^ 
irho, rough, and hard, and small, and three-legged, lithped up 
fo her and rubbed a little ballet head against IdVingly* 

** Bouffarick — ^p’tit Bouffariek f' returned Cigarette, caress- 
ingly, in a whisper, and Bouffiarick, content, lirhned back to 
a nest of hay, being a little wiry dog that had lost a lag in 
one of the most famous battles of Oran, and lain in its dewl 
master’s breast through three days and nights on the field. 
Cigarette, shading the lamp With one hand, glanced round ot 
her family. 

They had all histories — histories in the Trench Army, 
which was the only history she considered of aiiy import to 
the universe. There was a raven porohed high, by name 
Vole-qui-Veut j he was a noted character among the Zouaves, 
and had made many a campaign riding on his owner’s bayonet; 
he loved a combat, and was specially famed for screaming 

2\te / tue / tue / ” all over a battle-iield ; he was very gray 
now, and the Zouave’s bones had long bleached on the edgo 
of the desert. 

There was a tame rat who was a tit die woubtaclie^ and who 
had lived many y('ara in a Li guard’s pocket, and munched 
waifs and straj s of the military rations, until the enormous 
crime being discovered that it was taught to ^it up and dress 
its whiskers to the heinous air of Marmllam^ the Li guard 
got the matraquBy and the rat was condemned to be killed, 
had not Cigarette dashed in to the rescue and carried the 
long-tailed revolutionist off in safi'ty. 

There was a big white cat curled in a ball, who had been 
the darling of a Tringlo, and had travelled all over Korth 
Africa on the top of his mule’s back, seven seasons through ; 
in the eighth the Tringlo was picked off by a flying shot, ahd 
an Indigene was about to skin the shrieking Boulo BUmchii 
for the soup-pot, when a bullet broke his wrist, making him 
drop the cat with a yell of pain, and the of the Blag, 

catching it up, laughed in his face, “ A lead 6(5mfit instead of 
slaughter soup, my friend ! ” 

There was little Bouftarick and three other hrbther-dogs 0t 
iSqual celebrity, one, in especial, who h*^** been broujtlit from 
ChilonB, in defiance of the regulations, inside the drain of hia 
regiment, and had been wounded a dozen rimes, always seek- 
ifig the hottest heat of the skirmish. And there was, besides 
slewing serenely on a straw palliasse, a very old mgn 
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intb a snowy beard, and a head fit for Gerome to gm to m 
^,hraha]n. 

A very old man — one who had been a conscript in the 
bands ot Young franco, and marched fiora his Pyrenean 
Tillage to the battle tramp of the Marseillaise', and charged 
with the Enfans de Paris across the plains of Gemappes ; who 
had known the passage of the Alps, and lifted the long curls 
from the dead brow of Desaix, at Marengo, and seen in the 
sultiy noonday dust of a glorious summer the Guard march 
into Paris, while the people laughed and wept with joy, 
surging like the mighty sea around one pale frail form, so 
young by years, so absolute by genius. 

A very old man; long broken with poverty, with j>ain, 
with bereavement, with extreme old age; and, by a long 
course of cruel accidents, alone, here in Africa, vdthout one 
left of the friends of his youtli, or of the children of his name, 
and deprived even of the charities due from his country to his 
services — alone save for the little Eriend of the Flag, who, for 
four years, had kept him on the proceeds of her wine trade, 
in this Moorish attic, tending him herself when in town^ 
taking heed that he should want for nothing when she was 
campaigning. 

** I will have a care of him,” she bad said, curtly, when 
she had found him in groat misery and learned his history 
from others ; and she had had the care accordingly, maintain- 
ing him at her own tost in the Mooiish building, and paying 
t good Jewess of the quarter to tend him when she was not 
herself in Algiers. 

The old man was almost dead, mentally, though in bodily 
strength still well able to know the physical comforts of food, 
and rest, and attendance ; he was in his second childhood, in 
his ninetieth year, and was unconscious of the debt he owed 
her; even, witli a cuiious caprice of decrepitude, he disliked 
her, and noticed nothing except the raven when it shrieked its 

Tue! tue! tu$V^ Put to Cigarette he was as sacred as a 
god ; had he not fought beneath the glance, and gaaed upon 
the face, of the First Consul ? 

She bent over him now, saw that he slept, busied herself 
noiselessly in brewing a little tin pot full of coffee and hot 
milk, set it over the lamp to keep it warm> and placed it 
heside him ready for his morning meal^ with a roll of white 
Ifheat bread ; then, with a glance round to see that bet other 
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dependants wanted for nothing, went to her owJot garret ad- 
joining, and with the lattice fastened back, ftat the first rays 
of sunrise and the first white flash of her friends the pigeons* 
gleaming wings might awaken her, threw hersdf on her straw 
and slept with all the graceful careless rest of the childhood 
which though in one sense she held never known, yet in another 
had never forsaken he r. 

^ She liid, as her lawless courage would not have stooped to 
hide a sin, had she chosen to commit one, this compassion 
which she, the young condottiora of Algeria, showed with 
so tender a charity to the soldier of Bonaparte. To him, 
moreover, her fiery imperious voice was gentle as the dove^, 
her wayward dominant will was pliant as the reed, her con- 
temptuous sceptic spirit was reverent as a child's before an 
altar. In^ her sight the survivor of the Army of Italy wa» 
sacred ; eacred the eyes which, when full of Hght, had seen 
the sun glitter on the breastplates of the Hussars of Murat, 
the Dragoons of KoUerman, the Cuirassiers of Milhaud ; 
sacred the hands which, when nervous with youth, had bOTne 
the standard of the Eepublic victorious against the gathered 
Teuton host in the Thermopylco of Champagne ; sacred the 
ears which, when quick to hear, had heard the thunder of 
Areola, of Lodi, of Eivoli, and, above even the tempest of 
war, the clear, still voice of Kapoleon ; sacred the lips which, 
when their beard was dark in the fulness of manhood, had 
quivei’ed, as with a woman’s weeping, at the farewell, in the 
spring night, in the moonlit Cour des Adieux. 

Cigarette had a religion of her own ; and followed it more 
closely than most disciples follow other creeds. 


CHAPTER XXIV. * 

**MXUJyi Avx :bea.vx ysux bleus.** 

Emx that morning, when the snowy cloud of pigeons 
were circling down to take their daily a&is from Cigarette^ 
where her bright brown face looked out from the lattice-hole^ 
Ocicil with some of the rough riders of his regiment was sent 
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fat into the interior to bring in a atritig of celts, bought of a 
friendly desert tribe, and destined to be shipped to France for 
th^ Imperial Uaras. The mission took two days; early on 
the third (lay they returned with the string of wild young 
horses, M horn it had taken not ^ little exertion and addiess to 
conduct Huccebsfully through the country into Algiers. 

Jle was usually kept in incessant activity, because those 
in coimnand over him had quickly discovered the immeasurable 
value of a hm-offiaer who was certain to enforce and obtain 
imi>licit obedience, and certain to execute any command given 
lum with perfect address and surety, yet who, at the same 
time, was adored by his men, and had acquired a most singu- 
larly advantageous influence over them. But of this he was 
always glad : throughout his twelve j^cars’ service under the 
Eraperoris flag, he had only found those moments in which 
ho was unemploy (»d intolerable ; he would willingly have been 
m the saddle from dawn till midnight. 

Chateauroy was himself present when the colts were taken 
into the stable-yard ; and himself inquired, without the medium 
of any third person, the whole details of the sale and of the 
transit. It was impossible, with all his inolination, to find 
any fault cither with the execution of the errand or with the 
brief respectful answers by which his corporal replied to his 
rapid and imperious evoss-que^stionings. There were a great 
number of m(jn within lu aiing, many of them the most daring 
and rebellious pratiques of the regiment ; and Cecil would have 
h't the coarsest upbiaidings scourge him, rather than put the 
temptation to mutiny in their WMy which one insubordinate or 
even not strictly deferential word from him would have given. 
Hence the inspection passed off peaceably; as the Marquis 
tiiimcd on his heel, however, he paused a moment. 

** Victor! 

' Mon Commandant ^ ” 


1 have not forgotten your insolence with those ivory toys. 
But Madamo la Frincesso herself has deigned to solicit that it 
shall be passed over unpunished. She cannot, of course, yield 
to your impertine^t request to remain also unpaid for them. 
I charged myself with the fulfilment of her wishes. You 
deserve the matraque^ but since Miladi herself is lenient enough 
to pardon you, you are to take this instead. Hold yottr bund, 
ml 
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from bis oommaodor'fi sabre, that possibly Toij^ht break the 
wnst. These little trifles were ooxnmoa in Africa. 

Instead, a of uapoMons was laid on his open palnu 

Ciifi.toattroy knew the gold would sting more than the blow. 

For tho moment Cecil had but one impulse~to dash the 
pieces in the giver’s face. In time to restrain the imphlae, 
ho caught sight of tho wild eager hatred gleaming in the eyes 
of Bake, of Petit Piepon, of a score of others who loved him 
and cursed their Colonel, and would at one signal from him 
have sheathed their swords in the mighty frame of the Mar^ 
quis, though they should have been flred down the next 
moment themselves for the murder. The warning of Cigarette 
came to his memory ; his hand clasped on the gold; ho gave 
the salute calmly as Chateauroy swung himself away. 

The troops looked at him with longing, questioning eyes ; 
they knew*€fUough of him by now to know tho bitterness such 
gold, so given, had for him. Any other, even a corporal, 
would have been challenged with a storm of raillery, a volley 
of congratulation, and would have had shouted or hi89ed after 
him opprobrious accusations of ^^faisayit snme if he had not 
forthwith treated his comrades rojally from such largesse. 
With Bel-^-faire-pcur they held their peace, they kept th^ 
silence which they saw that he wished to keep, as, his hour 
of liberty being come, he went slowly out of tho great court 
with the handful of napoleons thrust in the folds of his sash. 

Bather unconsciously than by premeditation his steps 
turned thiough the elreets that led to bis old familiar haunt, 
the Aa de Fiqmy and dropping down on a bench under tho 
awning, he asked for a draught of water. It was brought 
him at once, the hostess, a quick brown litUe woman from 
Paris, whom the lovers of Eugene Sue called Bigoiette, adding 
of her own accord a lump of ice and a slice or two of lemon, 
for which she vivaciously refused payment, though generosity 
was by no means her cardinal virtue. 

** Bel-a-faire-peur ” awakened general iniierest tbrongh 
Algiers ; be brought so flery apd so daring a reputation with 
him from the wars ap.d raids of the interior, yet he waa ao 
calm, so grave, so gentle, so listless ; it was known that he 
had made himself the terror of Babyle and Bedouin, yet here 
in the city he thanked the negro boy who took him % of 
lemonade at an cstaminct, and sharply rebuked one of 
men to knocking down an old colon with a ^ 
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mi 6t melons; such a Ilonmi as this the \good people of 
the Franco-African capital held as a perfect gift of the 
arifl not understanding one whit, neverthdew fiiUy 
appreciated. 

He did not look at the newspapers she offered ; but sat 
gazing out from the tawny awning, like the sail of a l^ea- 
p ilitan felucca, down the checkered shadows and the many- 
colored masses of the little crooked, rambling, semi-barbario 
alloy. He was thinking of the napoleons in his sash and of 
the promise he had pledged to Cigarette. That ho would 
keep it he was resolved. The few impressive vivid words of 
the young vivandi^re had painted before him like a picture 
the horrors of mutiny and its hopelessness ; rather than that, 
through him, these should befall the men who had become 
his brethren-in-arms, he felt ready to let the Black Hawk do 
his worst on his own life. Yet a weariness, a bitterness, he 
had never known in the excitement of active service came on 
him, brought by this sting of insult brought from the fair 
hand of an aridocrate. 

There was absolutely no hope possible in his future. The 
uttermost that could ever come to him would he a grade 
something higher in the army that now enrolled him; the 
gift of the cross, or a post in the bureau. Algerine warfare 
was not like the campaigns of the armies of Italy or the 
Hbine, and there was no Napoleon here to discern with un- 
erring omniscience a leader’s genius under the kepi of a com- 
mon trooper. Though he should show the qualities of a 
Massena or a Ki4ber, the chances were a million to one that 
he would never get even so much as a lieutenancy ; and the 
raids on the decimated tribes, the obscure skirmishes of the 
intmor, though terrible in slaughter and venturesome enough, 
were not the fields on which great military successes were 
won and great military houbra acquired. The French fought 
for a barren stip of brown plateau that, gained, would be of 
Uttlo use or profit to them; be thought that he did much the 
same, that bis future was mudh like those arid sand-plains, 
those thirsty verdureless stretches of burnt earth-^rery little 
worth the reaching! 

The heavy folds of a Bedouin’s haick, brushing the papers 
off the bench, broke the thread of his masings. As he stooped 

them, he saw that one was on English jousmal some weeks 
old- owti name caught his eye — the name buried ise 
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whode utterance in the SheSk’e tent had etruok him 
Skb a dagger's thrusts The flickering light and darknessi as 
file awning wared to and £ro^ mode the lines niore diaaily 
apward and downward as he r^— ‘read the short paragn^h 
touching the fortunes of the race that had disowned him : 

Ths Botaixibu SnoosssiQK. — e regret to learn that the 
Right Hon, Viscount Boyallieu, who so lately succeeded to 
ihe family title on his father’s death, has expired at Men- 
tone, whither his health had induced him to go some months 
previous. The late Lord was unmarried. His next brother 
was, it will be remembered, many years ago, killed on a 
Bou^em railway. The title, therefore, now falls to the 
third and only remaining son, the Hon. Berkeley Cecil, who, 
having lately inherited considerable properties firam a distant 
relative, wil4 we believe, revive all the old glories of this 
Peerage, which have, from a variety of causes, lost somewhat 
of their ancient brilliancy.” 

Cecil sat quite still, as he bad sat looking down on the 
record of hia father’s death, when Cigarette had rallied him 
with her gay challenge among the Moresco ruins. His &ce 
flushed hotly under the wann golden hue of the desert bronze, 
then lost all its color as suddenly, till it was as pale as any 
of tile ivory he carved. The letters of the paper reeled and 
wavered, and grew misty before his eyes ; he lost all sense pf 
the noisy changing polyglot crowd thronging past him ; he, a 
common soldier in the Algerian Cavalry, knew that, by every 
law of birthright, he was now a Peer of England. 

His flrst thought was for the dead man. True, there had 
been little amity, little intimacy, between them; a negligent 
fliendliness whenever they had met had been all that they 
had ever reached. But in their childhood they had been 
CMj^elessly kind to one another, and the memory of the boy 
who had once playe<l beside him down the pld gaUeries 
and under the old forests, of the man who h^ now died 
yonder where the southern sea-boaxd lay across the warm'* 
blue Mediterranean, was alone on him for tfie moment. His 
Noughts had gone back, with a pang, almost ere he had reed 
the opening lines, to autumn mornings in his youngest years 
when the leaves l^d been flushed with thmr earliest red, and 
the hiewn still pools had ]ma alive with wates^bhrdl^ and 
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ihe dog« had dropped down charging among the fioga mi 
ruahes, and his brother^ boyish face had laughed on hiili 
frotCL the wilderness of willows, and his brother's boyish han^ 
had taught him to handle his first cai’tridge, and to fire his 
first shot. The many years of indifference and estrangement 
were iorgotten, the few years of childhood's confidence and 
comradeship alone remembered, as ho saw the words that 
brought him in his exile the story of his brethren's fate and 
of his race's fortunes. His head sank, his face was still 
colorless, he sat motionless with the printed sheet in his hand. 
Once his eyes flashed, his brealh came fast and uneven; hc 
rose with a sudden impulse, with a proud bold instinct of birth 
and freedom. Let him stand here in what grade he would, 
with the badge of a Corporal of the Army of Aliica on his 
arm, this inlioritance that had come to him was his ; he boro 
the name and the title of his house as surely as any had over 
borno it since the first of the Koi’man owners of Iloyallicu 
had followed the Hastard's banner. 

The vagabond throngs, JMoorish, Prank, Hegro, Colan, 
paused as they pushed their way over tlie uneven road, and 
fltared at him vacantly where he stood. There was something 
his attitude, in his look, w'hich swept over them seeing 
tone of them, in the eage^r lifting of his head, in the excited 
jtre ill his eyes, that arrested all, from the dullest ng^uleteer 
plodding on wdth Lis string of patient boasts, to the most 
volatile Prcnch girl laughing on her way with a group of 
fantasstna. He did not note them, hear them, think of them ; 
the whole of the Algerine hceue had faded out as if it had no 
place before him ; he had forgot that he was a cavalry soldier 
of the Empire ; he saw nothing but the green wealth of the 
old home woods far aw^ay in England; he remembered no- 
thing save that he, and he alone, was the rightful Lord of 
Boyallieu. 

** Tiena, eat tu mon hrmaf Boia da in'avoine,o Bal^ 
fmra^peur / 

Tlie coarse good-humored challenge, as the hand of a 
broad-chested, black-visaged veteran of Chasseurs en his 
shoulder, and the wooden rim of a littile wine-cup was thrust 
toward him with the proffered drink, startled him and recalled 
him to the oonsoiottsnesB of where he was. He stared one 
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mcanent ubtm^y m the trooper^s amazed face> imd then shook 
him off with a atiddetmess that tossed badk the cub to the 
ground, aod holding the journal clinched close in hlfl hand, 
went swiftly through the masses of the people out and Wr^y, 
he little noted where, till he had forced his road beyond the 
gates, beyond the town, beyond all reach of its dust and its 
babble and its discord, and was alone in the farther outskirbij^ 
where to the north the calm sunlit bay slept peacefully with 
a few scattered ships riding at anchor, and southward the 
luxuriance of the Sahel stretched to meet the wide and cheer- 
less plateaus, dotted with the conical houses of hair, and 
desolate as though the locust-swarm had just alighted there 
to lay them waste. 

Beaching the heights he stood still involuntarily, and looked 
down once more on the words that told him of his birthright : 
in the blinding intense light of the African day they seemed 
to stand out as though carved in stone, and as he road them 
once more a great darkness passed over his face ; — this heri- 
tage W'aa his, and ho could never take it up ; this thing had 
come to him, and he must never claim it. He was Viscount 
Boyallieu as surely as any of his fathers had been so before 
him, and he was dead for over in the world's belief ; he must 
live, and grow old, and perish by shot or steel, by sickness or 
by age, with his name and liis rights buried, and his years 
passed as a private soldier of Franco. 

The momentary glow which had come to him with the 
sudden resurrection of hope and of pride faded utterly as he 
slowly read and re-read the lines of the journal on the broken 
terraces of the hill-side, where the great fig-trees spread their 
fantastic shadows, and through a rocky channel a russet stream 
of shallow waters threaded its downward path under the reeds, 
and no living thing was near him save some quiet browsing 
herds far off, and their Arab shepherd-lad that an artist might 
have sketched as IshmaoL What his future might have been 
rose bfffore his thoughts; what it must be rose Uso, bittetljf, 
blackly, drearily, in contrast. A noble without even a rwme ; 
a chief of bis race without even the power to claim Idnsldb 
with that race ; owner by law of three thousand broad 
acres, yet an exile without fireedom to set foot on his native 
land; by heritage one among the aristocracy of England, by 
mrcumstances, now and for ev^, till an Arab bullet chould 
out in twain his thread of life, a soldier of the African legionsp 

ana 
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jdOlind to obey the commonest and coarsest boor that had riaen 
^ a rank above him : this was what he knew himself to be, 
and knew that he must continue to be without one appe^ 
against it, without once stretching out his hand toward his 
right of birth and station. 

There was a passionate revolt, a bitter heart-sickness on 
l)im ; all the old freedom and peace and luxury and plearare 
of the life he had left so long allured him with a terrible 
temptation; the honors of the rank that he should now have 
fiU^ were not what he remembered ; what he longed for with 
an agbnised desire was to stand once more stainless among his 
equals, to reach once more the liberty of unchallenged unfet- 
tered Ufe, to return once more to those who held him but as a 
dishonored memory, as one whom violent death had well 
snatched from the shame of a criminal career. 

‘‘ But who would believe me now?*' he thought. Be- 
sides, this makes no difference. If three words spoken would 
reinstate me, I could not speak them at that cost. The be- 
ginning perhaps was folly, but for sheer justice sake there is 
no drawing back now. Let him enjoy it; God knows 7 do 
not grudge him it/* 

Yet though it was true to the very core that no envy and 
no evil lay in his heart against the younger brother to whose 
lot had fallen all good gifts of men and fate, there was almost 
unbearable anguish on him in this hour in which he learned 
the inheritance that had come to him, and remembered that 
he could never take again even so much of it As lay in the 
name of his fathers. When he had given his memory np to 
slander and oblivion, and the shadow of a great shame, when 
he had let his life die out from the world that had known him, 
and buried it bereath the rough, weather-stained, blood-soaked 
cloth of a private soldier’s uniform, he had not counted the 
£ost than, nor foreseen the cost hereafter. It had fallen on 
him very heavily now. 

Where he stood under some sheltered columns of a longi 
ruined mosque whose shafts were hound together by a thou- 
sand withes and wreaths of the rich fantastic Sahel loli^e, an 
exceeding weariness of longing was upon him — longing for all 
that he had forfeited, for aU that was his own^ yet n^ver could 
be claimed as his, 

^ The day was intmisely stiU ; there was not a sound exc^t 
here and there the movement of a liaard under tho dijjr 
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graMQS gaye a low crackling rustle. He voadered almost 
wrbioh was the dream and which the truth; th|it old life that 
ne bad once led, atid that looked now so far away and so 
unreal, or this which had been about him for so tomy- years 
in the camps and the bivouacs, the barracks and the baitte- 
fields. He wondered almost which he himself wa»-»-an 
lish Peer on whom the title of his lino had fallen, or a Oorp^^ 
of Chasseurs who must take his chief’s insults as patieutty as . 
a cur takes the blows of its master ; that he was loth seemad 
to him as he stood there with the glisten of the sea before a^ 
the swelling slopes of the hillside above, a vague dist(#b^ 
nightmare. 

Hours might have passed, or only moments^ he could not 
have told; his eyes looked blankly out at the sun-glow, his 
hand instinctively clinched on the journal whose stray lines 
had told him in an Algerine trattoria that he had inherited 
what he never could enjoy. * 

**Are they content, 1 wonder?” he thought, gazing down 
that fiery blaze of shadowless light, ^^do they ever re- 
member ? ” 

He thought of those for whose sakes he had become what 
he was. 

The distant mellow ringing notes of a trumpet-call floated 
to his ear from the town at his feet; it was sounding tike 

rentree en caserne.'^ Old instinct, long habit, made him 
start and shake his harness together and listen. The trumpet- 
blast winding cheerily from afar off recalled him to the truth, 
summoned him sharply hack from vain regrets to the facts of 
daily life. It woke him as it wakes a sleeping charger ; it 
roused him as it rouses a wounded trooper. 

He stood hearkening to the familiar musio till it had died 
] away, spirited, yet still lingering ; full of fire, yet fading 
j softly down the wind. He listened till the last echo ceased ; 
i then he tore the paper that he held in strips, and let it float 
I away, drifting down the yellow current of the’ reedy river* 
channel ; and he half drew from its scabbard the sabre whoee 
blade had been notched and dinted and stained in many 
night skimushes and many headlong charges under the desert 
.Sttns, and looked at it as though a friend’s eye gazed at him in 
^ gleam of the trusty steel. And his soldier-like philosophy, 
his campaigner’s cardessness, his habitual easy iieg^eace 
that had sometimes been weak as water and sometimen^die 
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as iqartyrdoTn, camo back to him with a deeper shadow om iti 
that was gi'ave with a calm, resoluto, silent courage. 

“ So host after all, perhaps,^' he said half aloud in tho soli- 
tude of the ruined and abandoned mosque. He cannot well 
come to shipwreck with such a fair wind and such a smooth 
ht-a. And I — I am just as well here. To ride with the 
Chasseurs is more exciting than to ride with the Pytchley ; 
and the rules of the Chambr^o are scarce more tedious than 
tho rules of a Court. Nature turned me out for a soldier, 
though I’ashion spoiled me for one. I can make a good cam- 
paiguor^l should never make anything else.” 

And he let his sword drop back again into the scabbard, and 
quarrelled no more with fate. 

His hand touch(?d the tliirty gold pieces in his sash. 

He started, as the recollection of the forgotten insult came 
back on him. He stood awhile in thought j then he took his 
resolve. 

A half hour of quick movement, for he had become used to 
the licat as an Arab, and heeded it as little, brought him before 
ihe entrance-gates of the Villa Aioussa. A native of Soudan, 
m a rich dress, who had tho office of porter, asked him poUtedy 
his errand. Every iniUghic learns by hard experience to be 
courteous to a French soldier. Cecil simply asked, iu answer, 
if Madame la Princesse were visible. The negro returned, 
cautiously, that she was at home, but doubted her being ac- 
cessible. You come from M. le Marquis ? ” he inquired. 

No; on ray own errand.” 

You ! ” Not all the native African awe of a Rowni could 
restrain the contemptuous amaze in tho word. 

I. Ask if Corporal Victor, of the Chasseurs, can be per- 
mitted a moment’s interview with your mistress. I come by 
permission,” he added, ns tho native hesitated between his 
fear of a Boumi and his sense of the appalling unfittiiiguess 
of a private soldier seeking audience of a Spanish princess. 
The message was passed about between several of the house- 
hold; at last a servant of higher authority appeared: 

Madame permitted Corporal Victor to be taken to her 
presence. Would he follow ? ” 

He uncovered his head and entered, passing through several 
passages and chambers, richly hung and furnished; for the 
A villa had been tlie ** campague ” of an^ iUusfrious French per^*, 
f Bonage, who had offered it to the Princess Corona when, 
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Bome slight delicacy of health, tho air of Algma was adro- 
cated. A singular sensation, came on him, half of fiuniKority, 
half of strangeness, as he advanced along them; for twelTo years 
he had seen nothing but the bare walls of barrack^rooms, ^the 
goat-skin of douars, and the canvas of hia own camp^mit* To 
come once more, after so long an interval, amid the old things 
of luxury and grace that had been bo long unseen wrought 
curiously on him. He could not fairly disentangle past ^md 
present. For the moment, as his feet fell once more on soft 
carpets, and his eyes glanced over gold and silver, malachite 
and bronze, white silk and violet damasks, he almost thought 
the Algerian years were a disordered dream of the night. 

His spur caught in the yielding carpet, and his sabre 
clashed slightly against it ; as the rentree au caserne had done 
an hour bef9re, the sound recalled the actual present to him. 
He was but*a French soldier, who went on sufferance into the 
presence of a great lady. All the rest was dead and buried. 

Some half dozen apartments, large and small, were crossed ; 
then into that presence ho was ushered. The room was 
deeply shaded, and fragrant with tho odors of the innu- 
merable flowers of the Sahel soil; there was that about it 
which struck on him as some air, long unheard but once 
intimately familiar, on the oar will revive innumerable 
memories; like the air languissmt et funthre*^ for 

which Gerard de Nerval was willing to give ** all Rossini and 
Weber.” She was at some distance from him, with the 
trailing draperies of eastern fabrics falling about her in a 
rich, unbroken, shadowy cloud of melting color, through 
which, here and there, broke threads of gold; involuntarily 
tie paused on the threshold looking at her. Some faint, far-off 
remembrance stirred in him, but deep down in the closed 
grave of his past; some vague intangible association of for- 
gotten days, forgotten thoughts, drifted before him as it had 
^fted before him when first in the Chambr^e of his barracka 
he had beheld the Venetia Corona. 

She moved forward as her servant announced him| she 
saw him pause there like one spell-bound, and thought it tb^ 
hesitation of one who felt sensitively his own low grade >in 
life* She came toward him with the silent sweeping grace 
that gave her tho carriage of an empress ; her voice fell onf 
his ear with the accent of a woman immeasurably proud, but 
too proud not to bend softly and graciously to tboiO isrhe 
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60 far bonoath her that 'without such aid from her thej 
could iicvor have addressed or have approached her. 

** Fou have come, I tnist, to withdraw your prohibition? 
Kolhing will give me greater pleasure than to bring his 
Majcsty^s notice to one of the beat soldiers his Army holds.** 

There was that in the words, gently as they were spoken, 
that recalled him suddenly to himself ; they had that negligent, 
courteous pity she would have shown to some colon begging 
at her gates ! He forgot — forgot utterly — that he was only 
an African trooper. He only remembered that he had once 
been a gentloman, that — if a life of honor and gf self-negation 
can make any so — he was one still. He advanced and bowed 
with the old serene elegance that his bow had once been famed 
for ; and she, well used to be even overcritical in such triflesi 
thought, ** That man has once lived in courts ! ** 

** Pardon me, madamc, I do not come to tiespass so far 
upon your benignity,** he answered, as he bent before her. 1 
oomo to express, rather, my regret that you should have made 
one single error.** 

Error! **— -a haughty surprise glanced from her eyes as 
they swept over him. Such a word had never been used to 
her in the whole couise of her brilliant and pampered life of 
sovereignty and indulgence. 

** One common enough, madamo, in your order, Tho error 
to suppose that under the rough cloth of a private trooper* s 
uniform there cannot possibly be such aristocratic monopolies 
as nerves to wound.** 

** 1 do not comprehend you.** She spoke very coldly; she 
repented her piofoundly of her concession in admitting a 
Chasseur d*Alriquo to her presence. 

** Possibly not. Mine W6is the folly to dream that you 
would ever do so. 1 should not have intruded on you now, 
but for this reason : the humiliation you were pleased to pass 
on mo i could neither refuse nor resent to tho dealer of it. 
Had I done so, men who are only too loyal to me woidd have 
resented with me, and been thrashed or been shot, as payment. 
I was compelled to accept it, and to wait until I coiud return 
your gift to you. I have no right to complain that you pained 
me with it, since onO who occupies my position ought, 1 

( resume, to consider remembrance, even by an outrs^, as 
onor done to him by the Princess Corona,** 

' As he said the last words he laid on a table that stood nomr 
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him the gold of ChS-teaiiroy^s insult* She had listened wii-h a 
bewildered wonder, held in check by the hau^Utier impulse o£ 
offence, that a man in this grade could yenture thus to ad- 
dress, thus to arraign her. His words were totally incom- 
prehensible to her, though, by the grave rebuke of his manner, 
she saw that they were fully meant, and, as be consid^d, 
fully authorized by some wrong done to him* As he laid the 
gold pieces down upon her table, an idea of the truth came 
to her. 

I know nothing of what yon complain of ; I sent you no 
money. What is it you would imply ? she asked him, look- 
ing up from where she leaned back in the low couch into whoso 
depth she had sunk as ho had spoken. 

^‘Toudid not send me these? Not as payment for thd 
chess service?” 

‘‘AsBuredly not. After what you said the other dty, I 
should have scarcely been so ill-bred and so heedless of in- 
flicting pain. Who used my name thus ? ” 

His face listened with a pleasure and a relief that changed 
it wonderfully; that brighter look of gladness had been a 
stranger to it for so many years. 

‘^You give me iniinito happiness, madame. You little 
dream how bitter such slights ore where one has lost tlie 
power to resent them ! It was M, de Ch&teauroy, who this 
morning—” 

** Dared to tell you I sent you those coins?” 

The serenity of a courtly woman of the world was un- 
broken, but her blue and brilliant eyes darkened and gleamed 
beneath the sweep of their lashes. 

“ Perhaps I can scarcely say so much. He gave them, and 
he implied that he gave them from you. The words he spoke 
were these.” 

He told her them as they had been uttered, adding no 
more; she saw the construction they had been intended to 
bear, and that which they had borne naturally to his ear; she 
listened earnestly to the end. Then she turned to him with 
the exquisite softness of grace which, when she was mov^ 
to it, contrasted so vividly with the haughty and almost 
languor of her habitual manner. 

Believe me, I regret deeply that you should have beeak 
wounded by this most coarse indignity ; I gneve inn^erely 
myself in any way it ^ould have be^ 
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tvill.he received here no more; and it shall be my care that , 
ho learns not only how I resent his unpardonable use of my 
naiTie, but how I esteem his cruel outrago to a defender of his 
own Flag, You did exceedingly well and wisely to acquuinl. 
iTK? ; in your treatment of it as an affront that I u'us withutit 
warrant to offer you, you showed the just iudignatiem of 
a soldier, and — of what I am very sure that you arc— a 
gentleman.” 

He bowed low before her. 

” Madame, you have made mo the debtor of niy enoTnj'^H 
outrage. Those words from you are more than sulUcicnt 
eompensation for it.” 

” A poor one, 1 fear ! Your Colonel is your enemy, then ? 
And wherefore ? ” 

lie paused a moment : 

Wh}^ at first I searexdy know. We are antagonistic, I 
suppose,” 

But is it usual for oflicors of his high grade to show such 
inalice to their soldiers ? ” 

‘‘Most unusual. In this service espcci.'dly so; although 
officers rising from the ranks themselves are more apt to c«)n- 
tract prejudices and ill-feeling against, as they are to leel 
favoritism to, their men, than where they enter the regiment 
ill a superior grade at once. At least, that i» the opinion I 
myself have formed, studying the working of the different 
systems,” 

“ You know the English service, then ? ” 

“ I know something of it,” 

“ And still, though thinking tliis, you prefer the French ? ” 

“ I distinctly prefer it, as one that knows how to make fine 
soldiers, and how to reward them ; as one in which a bravo 
man will be valued, and a w^om-out veteran will not be left 
to die like a horse at a knacker’s.” 

“A brave man valued, and yet you are a ooiporal?” 
thought Miladi, ^ he pursued : 

“Since I am here, madame, let me thank you, in. the 
Army’?^ name, for your infinite goodness in acting so muni- 
ficently on my slight hint. Your generosity has made many 
happy hearts in the hospital.” 

“ Generosity I Oh, do not call it by any such name ! Wbsfl 
j did it cost me f Wo are terribly selfish here. I am indebted 
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lo you that for ouce you made me remember those who 
suffered/^ 

She spoke with a certain impulse of candor and of self- 
accusation that broke with great sweetness the somewhat 
careless coldness of her general manner ; it was like a gleam 
of light that showed all the depth and the warmth that in 
truth lay beneatli ihat imperious languor of habit. It broke 
further the ice of distance that severed the dame fiom 

tlie cavalry soldier. 

Insensibly to himself, the knowledge that ho had, in factj 
the right to stand before her as an equal gave him the bearing 
of one who exercised that right, and Iut rapid perception had 
felt before now that this Roumi of Africa was as true a gentle* 
man as any that had ever thronged about her in palaces. 
Her own life^ had been an uninterrupted course of luxury, 
prosperity, serenity, and power ; tlio adversity which she 
could not but perceive had weighed on his had a strange 
interest to her. She had heard of many calamities, and aided 
many ; hut they had always been far sundered from her, they 
had never touched her: in this man’s presence they seemed 
to grow very close, terribly real. 8lie led him on to sp(»ak of 
his comrades, of his daily life, of his harassing routine of 
duties in peace, and of his various experiences in war. He 
told her, too, of lidon Eamou’s history; and as she listened, 
he saw a mist arise) and dim the brilliancy of those eyes that 
men complained would never soften. The very fidelity with 
which ho sketched to her the bitter sufferings and the rough 
liobility that were momentarily borne and seen in that great 
military family of which he had become a son by adoption, 
interested her by its very unlikeness to anything in her own 
world. 

His voice had still its old sweetness, his manner still its 
old grace; and added to these were a grave earnestness and 
a naiurnl eloquence that the darkness of his own fortunes and 
the sympathies with others that pain had awakened had 
brought to him. He wholly forgot their respective station ; , 
he oidy remembered that for the first time for so many 
he had the charm of converse with a woman of high breeding, 
of inexpressible beauty, and of keen and delicate intuition. 
He wholly forgot how time passed, and she did not seek to 
remind him ; indeed, she but little noted it herself, 
the conversation turned back to his Cbi^t 
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** roil seem to be aware of some motive for your command- 
ant'A dislike?*' she asked him. ‘‘Tell me to what you 
attribute it ? " 

‘‘ It IS a long tale, madame.** ' 

“Ko matter, I would hear it.** 

'' I fear it would only weary you ? ** 

“ Do not fear that. Tell it me ! ** 

He obeyed, and told to her the story of the Emir and of 
the Pearl of the Desert ; and Venetia Corona listened, as she 
had listened to him throughout, with an interest that she 
rarely vouchsafed to the recitals and the witticisms of her 
own circle. He gave to the narrative a soldierly simplicity, 
and a picturesque coloring that lent a new interest to her; and 
she was of that nature which, however it may be led to 
conceal feeling from pride and from hatred, never fails to 
awaken to indignant sympathy at xrrong. 

“This barbaiiun is your chief?" she said, as the tale 
closed. “His enmity is your honor ! I can well credit that 
ho will never pardon your having stood between him and his 
crime.** 

“ He has never pardoned it yet, of a surety.** 

“ I will not tell you it was a noble action,** she said, with a 
smile sweet as the morning, a smile that few saw light on 
them, “It came too naturally to a man of honor for you to 
care for the epithet. Yet it was a great one, a most generous 
one. But I have not heard one thing ; — what argument did 
you use to obtain her lelcase P ** 

“ Ho one has ever heard it,** he answered her, while his 
voice sank low. “ I will trust you with it ; it will not pass 
elsewhere. I told him enough of — of my own past life to 
show him that 1 knew what his had been, and that 1 knew 
moreover, though they were dead to me now, men in that 
greater world of Europe who would believe my statement if 
1 wrote them this outrage on the Emir, and would aveng|e it 
for the reputation of the Empire. And unless he released the 
Emir*s wife, I swore to him that 1 would so write, though he 
had me ^ot on the morrow ; and he knew I should keep my 
Word«" 

She was silent some moments, looking on him with « 
musing gase, in which some pity and more honor for him 
were Uended. 

“ You told him your paeb Will you confess it to mef 
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I eannot, loadwae.^* , 

''And why 

"Becanse 1 am dead I Because^ in your pieeenpe^ it 
becomes more bitter to me to remember that I ever 

"You speak strangely. Cannot your life have a reitu> 
rection ? " 

" Never, madame. For a bnef hour you have given it one 
—in dreams. It will have no other/^ 

" But surely there may be ways, — such a story as you have 
told me brought to the Emperors knowledge, you would see 
your enemy disgraced, yourself honored ? 

" Possibly, madame. But it is out of the question that it 
should ever be so brought. As 1 am now, so 1 desire to live 
and die." 

" You voluntarily condemn yourself to this ? " 

" I have voluntarily chosen it. 1 am well sure that the 
silence 1 entreat will be kept by you ? " 

"Assuredly; unless by your wish it be broken. Yet, — 
await my brother's arrival here ; he is a soldier himself, I 
shall hope that he will persuade you to think differently of 
your future. At any rate, both his and my own influence will 
always be exerted for you, if you will av^ yourself of it." 

" You do me much honor, madame. AU I will ever ask 
of you is to return those coins to my Colonel, and to forget 
that your gentleness has mado me forget, for one merciful half 
hour, the sufferance on which alone a trooper can present 
himself here." 

He swept the ground with his k6pi as though it were the 
plumed hat of a Marshal, and hacked slowly from her presence, 
as he had many a time long before backed out of a throne- 
room. 

As he went, his eyes caught the armies of the ivory chess- 
men ; they stood under glass, and had not been broken by h^ 
lai>4og. ^ , , 

Miladi, left alone there in her luxurious momihg-room, 
awhile lost in thought. He attracted her; he interested 
he aroused her ^mpathy and her wonder as the men of W 
own world had fulled to do — aroused thorn despite the |iride . 
which made her impatient of lending so much attention te & 
mere Chasseur d’Afrique. His knowledge of the ijeict thajt ^ 
was in reality the representative of his race, alth^gh ^ 
pow^ to declare hims^ so liad be^ &r eret ahandoued ^ 
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lo 9 t, had given him in her presence that day a certain niolan- 
choly, and a certain grave dignity that would have shoWn a 
&r more superficial observeT than she was that he had come 
of a groat race, and had memories tiiat were of a very different 
hue to the coarse and hard life which he led now. She hod 
Been much of the world, and was naturally far more penetra- 
tive and more correct in judgment than are most women 
She discovered the ring of true gold in his words, and the 
carriage of pure breeding in his actions. He interested her • 
—more than it pleased h(T that he sliould. 4 man so httterly 
beneath her ! — doubtless hrouglit into the grade to which he 
hud fallen by every hind of error, of improvidcnoe, of folly, 
of probably worse than folly ! 

It was too absurd that she, so difficult to interest, BO»in- 
aocessible, so fastidious, so satiated with all that was brilliant 
and celebrated, should find herself seriously spruiding her 
thoughts, her pity, aiid her siieculation on an adventurer of 
the African Army ! She laughed a little at herself as she 
strcicbed out her hand for a new volume of French poems 
dedicated to her by their accomplished vTiter, who was a 
Parisian diplomatist. 

One would imagine I was just out of a convent, and 
weaving a marvellous romance from a mystery and a trutem, 
because the first soldier I notice in Algeria has a gentleman’s 
voice, and is ill-treated by his officers ! ” she thought with a 
smile, while she opened the poems which had that day arrived, 
radiant in the creamy vellum, the white velvet, and the gold 
of a dedication copy, with the coronet of the Corona d’ Amagiio 
on their binding. The poems were sparkling with all the 
grace of airy ven de socieic and elegant silvery hannonies \ but 
they served ill to chain her attention, for while she read her 
eyes wandered at intcn^als to the chess battalions. 

Such a man os that buried in the ranks of this brutalhsed 
army ! ” she mused. What fatal chance could bring him 
hero ? Misfortune, not misconduct, surely. " I wonder if 
Lyon could loam ? He shall try.” 

Tour Chasseur has the air of a Prince, my love,” said s 
voice behind her. 

^'Eqtiivoeal obmplimenti A much better air than moat 
princes,” said Madame Corona, glancing up with a alight 
. shrug of her shoulders, as her guest and travelling companioni 
Marquise de enteredi 
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Indeed 1 . I satr him as lie passed out; aiid lie saluted me 
fis i£ he had been a Marshal. Why did he come f 

Venetia Corona pointed to the napoldons, and toM th« story; 
rather lisllessly and briefly. 

Ah ! The man has been a gentleman^ I dare say. So 
many of them come to our army. 1 remember General Ville- 
lleur*s telling me — ^he commanded hero awhile — ^Ihat the ranks 
of the Zephyrs and Zouaves^were full of well -born men, utterly 
good-for-nothing, the handsomest scoundi'els possible, who had 
everyffift and every grace, and yet come to no bettor end than 
a pistol-shot in a ditch or a mortal thrust from Bedouin steel, 
I daresay j^our Corporal is one of thom.'^ 

** It may be so.** 

“ But you doubt it, T imagine.** 

1 am not .sure now that I do. But this person is oertainl;^ 
inlike a mtfn to whom disgrace has over attaclied.** 

You think your protege, then, has become what he ii 
through adversity, 1 suppose ? Very interesting ! ** 

1 r(!ally can tcdl you nothing of his antecedents. Through 
his skill at sculpture, and my notice of it, considerable indig- 
nitj^ has boon brought upon him ; and a soldier can feel, it 
seems, though it is very absurd that he should I That is all 
my concern with the mutter, except that I have to teach his 
commander not to play with my name in Ids banuck- 
yard-** 

She spoke with that negligence which always sounded very 
cold, though the words wore so gently spoken. Her best and 
most familiar friends always knew when, with that courtly 
chiUlioss, she bad signed them their lino of demarcation. 

And the Marquise de Il6nardi^ro said no more, but thlkod 
of the Ambassador’s poems. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

BOUf Zl&J* 

IfsAirwHiiiB the subject of their first discourse returned to 
the Chambr^e. 

He had encouraged the men to pursue those various ^dus- 
tries and ingenuities, which, though they are affectedly con- 
sidered against ** discipline/^ formed, as he knew well, the 
best preservative from real insubordination, and the best in- 
strument in humanizing and ameliorating the condition of his 
comrades. The habit of application alone was something 
gained ; and if it kept them only for awhile from the haunts 
of those coarsest debaucheries, which are the only possible 
form in which the soldier can pursue the forbidden license of 
vice, it was better, than that leisure should be spent in that 
joyless bestiality which made Cecil, once used to every re- 
finement of luxury and indulgence, sicken with a pitying 
wonder for those who found in it the only shape they knew 
of “ pleasure.*' 

He had seen from the first, in many men of his trihu, capa- 
bilities that might bo turned to endless uses ; in the conscript 
drawn from the populace of the provinces there was almost 
always a knowledge of self-help, and often of some trade,, 
loupled with habits of diligeiioe ; in the soldier made from 
the street-Arab of Paris there was always inconceivable intel- 
ligence, rapidity of wit, and plastic vivacity ; in the adven- 
turers come, like himself, from higher grades of society, and 
burying a broken career under the shelter of the tricolor* tkers 
were continually gifts and acquirements, and even genius, 
that had run to seed and brought forth no fruit. Of all these 
Prance always avails herself in a great degree ; but, as far as 
Cecil's influence extended, they were developed much mowr 
than usual. As his own character gradually changed under 
the force of fate, the desire for some interest in life grew on 
him (every man, save onenbsolutely brainless imd self-engrossed, 
feels tills sooner or later) i and that interest he found, or rather 
created, in his regiment. All that he could do to contribute 
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to Its efficiency in the field he did ; all that he ootild do to 
%rther its internal excellence he did likewise. 

CaarseneBs perceptibly abated, and violence became much 
rarer in that portion of his corps with which he had imme- 
diatdy to do ; the men gradually acquired from him a better, 
a higher tone ; they learned to do duties inglorious and dis- 
tasteful as well as they did those which led them to the danger / 
and the excitation that they loved ; and, having their g^ 
faith and sympathy, heart and soul, with him, he met, in 
these l^awless leopards of African France, wdth loyalty, oourage, 
generosity, and self-abnegation fur surpassing those which he 
had ever met with in the polished civilization of his early 
ex})erience. 

For their sakes, he spent many of his free hours in the 
Chambr^e. Many a man, seeing him there, came and worked 
at some ingcfnious design, instead of going off to bum his 
brains out with brandy, if he had sous enough to buy any, or 
to do some dexterous bit of thieving on a native, if he had not. 
Many a time knowing him to be there sufficed to restrain the 
talk around from lewdness and from ribaldry, and turn it into 
clutTinels at once less loathsome and more mirthful, because 
they felt that obscenity and vulgarity were alik(^ jarring on 
his ear, although he had never more than tacitly shown that 
they were so. A precisian would have been covered with 
their contumely and ridicule; a saint would have been driven 
out from their midst with every missile merciless tongues and 
merciless hands could pelt with ; a martinet would have been 
cursed aloud, and cheated, flouted, rebelled against, on every 
possible occasion, But the man who was one of them'' 
entirely, while yet simply and thoroughly a gentleman, had 
great influence — an influcuce exclusively for good. 

Tlie Chambree was empty when he returned ; the men were 
scattered over the town in one of their scant pauses of libeiiy ; 
there was only the dog of the regiment, Flick-Flack, a snow- 
white poodle, asleep in the heat, on a sack, who, without 
waking, moved his tail in a sign of gratification as Oecdl 
stroked him, and sat down near, betaking himself to the work 
6e had in hand. 

It was a stone for the grave of Leon Ramon. There was 
no other to remember the dead Chasseur; no other beside 
himself, save an old woman sitting spinning at her wheel 
umler ^ low-sloping shingle roof of a cottage by the western 
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Biflisayau sea, who, as she spun, aud as the thread flew, looked 
with anxious aged eyes over the purple waves where she had 
seem his father — the son of her youth — go down beneath the 
waters, and murmured ever and again, II r^vienita / H 
r^viendra / ” 

But the thread of her flax would be spun out, and the 
thread of her waning life be broken, ero ever the soldier for 
whom she watched wonld go back to her and to Languedoc. 

For life is brutal ; and to none so brutal as to the aged who 
remember so well, and yet are forgotten as though already 
they were amid the dead. 

Cecil’s hand pressed the graver along the letters, but bis 
thoughts wandered far from the place where he was. Alone 
there, in the great sun-scorched barraok-rooin, the news that 
he had read, the presence he had qiiit<i‘d, seemed alike a dream. 

He had never known fully all that he had lost- until he had 
stood before the beauty of this woman, in wdioso deep imperial 
eyes the light of other years secerned to lie, the memories of 
other worlds seemed to slumber. 

These blue, proud, fathomless eyes ! Why had they looked 
on him ? He had grown content with his fate j he had been 
satisfied to live and to fall a soldier of France ; he had set a 
seal on that far-off life of his earlier time, and had grown to 
forget that it had ever been. Why had chance flung him in 
her way, that with one careless haughty glance, one smile of 
courteous pity, she should have undone in a moment all the 
work of a half -score years, and shattered in a day the serenity 
which it had cost him sucii weary self-contest, such hard- 
fought victory, to attain ? 

She had come to pain, to weaken, to disturb, to influence 
him, to diadow his peace, to wring his pride, to unman his 
resolve, as women do mostly with men. Was life not hard 
enough her© already, that must make it more bitter yet 
to bear P 

He had been content, with a soldier’s contentment, in danger 
and in duty ; and she must waken the old coiled serpent of 
resUess stinging regret which be had thought lulled to rest 
for ever ! 

If I had my heritage F ” he thought ; and the chisel Mi 
from his hands as he looked down the length of the barraek^ 
room with the blue glare of the African sky through the 
i easement. 
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TIm he smiled at his own foUy» in dreaming idijr thus of 
fliings tliat might have been. 

I wHl Bee her no more,” he said to himself; If 1 do 
not take care, I shall end by thinking myself a martyr-^&e 
lost refuge and consolation of emasculate vanity, of im^pdbent 
egotism!” 

For though his whole existence was a saorifioe, it never 
occurred to him that there was anything whatever great in 
its acceptation, or unjust in its endurance. Ho thought too 
little of his life’s value, or of its deserts, ever to consider by 
any chance that it had been harshly dealt with, or uumerit* 
edly visited. 

At that instant Petit Piepon’s keen, pale, Parisian fime 
peered through the door, his great black eyes, that kt times 
had so pathetic a melancholy, and at others such a monkejrisb 
mirth and malice, were sparkling excitedly and gleefully. 

** Mon Caporal!” 

You, Piepon? What is it?” 

Mon Caporalf there is great news. Xo danw oowmeiii^ 

** Ah I Are you sure ? ” 

** Sure, mon CaporaL The Arlicos want a fantasia i Us 
da/rinette,] We are not to know just yet; we are to have 
the ord/re de route to-morrow. I overheard our officers say so. 
They think we shall have brisk work. And for that they 
will not punish the vieille lame,^' 

Punish ! Is there fresh disobedience P In my squadron ; 
in my absence ? ” 

He rose instinctively, buckling on the sword which he had 
put aside. 

** Not in your tribu^ mon Caporal^* said Piepon, quickly. 

It is not much, either. Only the hon-mg Bac.” 

“ Bake P What has he been doing ? ” 

There was infinite anxiety and vexation in his voice. Bake 
had recently been changed into another squadnr^n of the regi-^ 
ment, to his great loss and regret ; for not only did he mis» 
the man’s bright face and familiar voice from the Chambr^e, 
but he had much disquietude on the score of his safety, for 
Bake was im incorrigible pratique, had only been kept from 

• There ie flghUng broken out yonder, 
t A ekimiBh to the miuio of musketry. 
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scrapes and mischief by Cecil’s influence) and even despite 
that had been often in hot water, and once even had been 
drafted for a year or so of chastisement among the ** Zephyrs,” 
a iDOile of punishment which, but for its separation of him 
from his idol, would have given unmitigated delight to the 
audacious offender. 

'' Very little, mon Caporal/*^ said Picpon, eagerly. ''A 
mere nothing — a bagatelle ! Bun a Spahi through the 
stomach, that is all. 1 don’t think the man is so much as 
dead, even ! ” 

“ I hope not, indeed. When will you cease this brawling 
among yourselves ? A soldier’s blade should never be turned 
upon men of his own army. IIow’ did it ha])pen?” 

Pour 81 peu de chose ^ mon CaporaL A woman ! They 
quarrelled about a little fruit sclier. 'i'he homard* was in 
fault. CracIi$-au nez-d^la-3Iort was there before kirn; and was 
preferred by the girl ; and women should be allowed some- 
thing to do with choosing tlicir lovers, that I think, though i\ 
is true they often take the worst man. I'hcy quarndled; the 
homa/rd drew first ; and then, pouf et passe ! quick as thought, 
B.ac lunged through him. He has always a most beautiful 
stroke. Le Capitaine Argentior -was passing, and made a 
fuss; else nothing would liave bei'ii donl^ They have put 
him under arrest, but I heard them say they would let him 
free to-night because we should march at dawn.” 

** 1 will go and see him at once.” 

Wait, mo?i Caporal : I have sonn thing to tell you,” said 
Picpon, quickly. ‘‘The zig has a motive in "what he does. 
Bae wanted to got the trou,^ Ho has done more than one bit 
of mischief only for that.” 

“ Only for wliat ? He cannot be in love with the trou T** 
It serves his turn,” said Picjion, mysteriously. ** Did 
you never guess why, mon Caporal ^ W i ll, I have. Cracho^ 
m-nefZ-d'la-Mort is a risquetout.X The otiicers know it ; the 
bureaus know it. He 'would have mounttii, mounted, mounted, 
and been a Captain long before now, H he had not been 
pratique*' 


1 know that ; so would many of you.” 

*'Ah, mon Caporal; but that is just what Bac does bo« 
ohoose. In the books his page beats every man’s, except 


Spahi. 


t Prim. 

t A fine fetrlcu Midler. 
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7011 x 8 . They have talked of him many times fox the croe^ 
and for promotion ; but whenever they ao — eri-era^ ! ht goo 
f ff to a bit of tnifichief, and gets himself puni8hed4 Anj 
^iat* long or short, serves his purpose. They think him 
too wild to take out of the ranks. You remember, mm Ca* 
poral, that splendid thing that he did five ^ears ago at Saba- 
sasta ? Well, you know they spoke of promoting him for it, 
and he would have run up all the grades like a squirrel, and 
died a I dare say. What did he do to prevent it? 

Why, went that escapade into Oran disguised as a Dervish, 
and got the trou instead.” 

** To prevent it ? Not purposely ? ” " 

** Purposely, mon Caporal,*' said Petit Picpon, with a sapient 
nod that spolte volumes. ** He always does something when 
he thinks promotion is coming — sometiiing to get himself out 
of its way, do you see ? And the reason is tliis : *tis a good 
and loves you, and will not be put over your head. * Me 
rise afore him ? ^ said the zig to mo once. * 1 11 have the A$ 
de pi^ J on my collar fifty times over first ! He’s a Prince, 
and I’m a mongrel got in a gutter ! I owe him more’n 1*1 
ever pay, and I’ll kill the Kebir himself afore I’ll insult him 
that way.’ So say little to him about the Spahi, mm Capor0l, 
He loves you well, does your liac.” 

** Well indeed I Good God ! What nobility ! ” 

Picpon glanced at him ; then with the tact o^ his nation, 
glided away and busied himself teaching Flick Flack to 
shoulder and present arms, the weapon being a long chi- 
bo uque-atick. 

After all, Diderot was in the right when he told Rousseau 
which side of the question to take,” mused Cecil as he crossed 
the baiTack*yard a few minutes later to visit the incarcerated 
pratiqui. ** On my life, civilization develops comfort, but I 
do believe it kills nobility. Individuality dies in it, and ego* 
tism grows strong and specious. Why is it that, in a polished 
life a man, while NKsoming incapable of sinking to crime, 
almost always becomcb k\w incapable of rising to greatness f 
Why is it that misery, tumult, privation, bloodshed, famine, 
beget, in such a life as this, such countless things of heroism, 
•f endurance, of self-sacrifice — ^things worthy of demigodsh— 

* Term of punighment. T General. 

1 A little mark ui black olath that diftinguishes the battalion of ths 
^ InoohigibUg *' 
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in men who quarrel with the walyee for a wild-^boar’a camaa. 
for a fiheep^s offal P ” 

A question which perplexes, very wearily, thinkers who 
have more time, more subtlety, and moib logic to bring to 
its unravelment than Bertie had either leisure or indiiiatioa 
to do. 

** Is this true, Bake — that you intentionally commit these 
freaks of misconduct to escape promotion ? ’’ he asked of the 
man when he stood alone with him in his place of conffne- 
ment. 

Bake flushed a little. 

Mischief’s bred iri me, sir; it must come out. It’s just 
bottled up in mo like ale ; if I didn’t take the cork out no\f 
and then, I should fly apieces I ” 

But many a time when you have been close qn the reward 
of your splendid gallantry in the field, you have frustrated 
your own fortunes and the wishes of your superiors by wan- 
tonly proving yourself unfit for the higher grade they were 
going to raise you to ; why do you do that ? ” 

Rake fidgeted restlessly, and, to avoid the awkwardness of 
the question, replied, like a Parliamentary orator, by a flow of 
rhetoric. 

** Sir, there’s a many chaps like mo. They can’t help 
nohof/D bustin’ out when the fit takes ’em, ’Xain’t reasonable 
to blame ’em for it; they're just made so, like a chestnut’s 
made to bust its pod, and a chicken to bust its shell. "Well, 
you see, sir, France she know that, and she say to herself, 

* Here are these madcaps, if I keep ’em tight in hand 1 shan’t 
do nothin' with ’em — key’ll turn obstreperous and cram my 
convict-cells. Now I want soldiers, I don’t want convicts. 
I can't let ’em stay in the Regulars, ’cause thev’U be for 
making all the army wildfire like ’em ; I’ll just ’em by 
theirselveS; treat ’em different, and let ’em fire away. They’ve 
got good stuff in ’em, though too much of the curb riles ’em.’ 
Weil, sir, she do that; and aren’t the Zephyrs os fine a lot of 
fellows as any in the service ? Of course they are ; but if 
they’d been in England— God bless her, the dear old d— d 
obstinate soiil I — they’d have been druv’ crazy along o’ , pipe- 
clay and razors ; $he'd never have seed what was in ’em^ net 
eyes are so bunged up witli routine. If a pup riot in the 
pack, she’s no notion but to double-thong him, and a’course, 
m double-quick time, she finds hen^elf obliged to go farther 
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and hang him. She don^t ever romemher that it may be only 

I 'ust along of his breedin’, and that he may make a very good 
konnd elsewaya lel^out a bit» though he^U spile the whole pack 
if she will be a fool and try to make a steady line^^hunto of 
him straight agin his nature. 

^.y/iake stopped breathless in his rhetoric, which oontaiaed 
truth in it, as also more roughness, than most rh^rir 

^bes. 

You are right. But you wander from my question/' said 
Cecil, gently. Do you avoid promotion?'* 

“ Yes, sir, I do,” said Rake, something sulkily; for he felt 
he was being driven ‘‘ up a corner.” 1 do. I ain't not one 
bit fitter for an officer than that rioting pup 1 talk on is fit ta 
lead them crack packs at home. I should be in a strait-waist* 
coat if I was promoted ; and as for the cross — Lord, sir, that 
would get me into a world o* trouble ! I should pawn it for 
a toss of wine the first day out, or give it to the first mou- 
kiera that winked her black eye for it ! The star put on 
my buttons suits me a deal better ; if you’ll believe me, sir, 
it do,” ^ 

Cecil’s eyes rested on him with a look that said fitr more 
than his answer. 

Rake, I know yon better than you would let me do, if 
you had your way. My noble teUow ! you reject advance- 
ment, and earn yourself an unjust reputation for mutinous 
conduct, because you are too generous to be given a step above 
mine in the regiment.'’ 

Who’s been a telling you that trash; sir P ” retorted Rake, 
with ferocity. 

No matter who. It is no trash. It is a splendid loyalty, 
of which I am utterly unworthy, and it shall be my care that 
it is known at the Bureaus, so that henceforth your great 
merits may be ” 

‘‘Stow that, sir!” cried Rake, vehemently." “Stow that 
if you please ! Promoted I won't be — no, not if the Emperor 
hisself was to order it, and come across hero to see it dona I 
A pretty thing, surely ! Me a officer, and you nevmr a one-— 
me a commandin’ of you, and you a salutin’ of me ! By tibe 
Lord, rir ! we might as well see the camp-scullions a ridin’ ix 
state^ and the Marshal a scouring out the soup-pots ! ” 


^ Tks tUur on the metal buttons of the inaubordinates, or Zephyn, 
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** Not at all. This Army has not a finer soldier than your- 
self; you have a right to the reward of your services in it. 

^ And I assure you you do me a great injustice if you think I 
would not as willingly go out under your orders as under those 
of all the Marshals of the Empire.*' 

The tears rushed into the hardy eyes of the redoubtahfc. 

Crache-au-nez-d’la-Mort,” though he dashed them away 
a fury of eloquence. 

“ Sir, if you don't understand as how you've given me a 
power more than all the crosses in the world in saying oi 
them there words, why pou don't know ms much either, that’s 
all. You’re a gentleman — a right on rare thing that is — and, 
bein’ a gentleman, a course you’d be too generous and too 
proud like not to behave well to me, whc^hej I was a servin’ 
you as I’ve always served you, or a insultin’ of ypu by ridin’ 
over your head in that way as we’re s])eakin’ on. ]lut I know 
my place, sir, and I know yours. If it wasn’t for that ere 
Black Hawk — damn him ! — I can’t help it, sir, I will damn 
him, if ho shoot me for it — you’d been a Chef d’Escadron by 
now. There ain’t the leastest doubt of it. Ask all the ups 
what they think. Well, sir, now you know I’m a man what 
do as 1 say ; if j^ou don’t let me have my own way, and if 
you do the littlest thing to get me a step, why, sir, 1 swear as 
I’m a livin’ bein’, that I’ll draw on Chateauroy the first time 
I see him afU^r wards, and slit his throat as I’d slit a jackal’s ! 
There — my oath’s took ! ” 

And Cecil saw that it would also be kept. The natural 
lawlessness and fiery passion inborn in Rake had of course not 
been cooled by the teachings of African warfare ; and his hate 
was intense ugainst the ail-potent Chief of his regiment, as 
intense as the love he bore to the man whom he had followed 
out into exile. 

Cecil tried vainly to argue with him ; all his reasonings fell 
like hailstones on a cuirass, and made no more impression ; he 
was resolute. 

“ But listen to one thing,” he urged at last. '' Can you 
not see how you pain me by this self-sacrifice ? If I knew 
that you had attained a higher grade, and wore your epaulettes 
in this seri/ice, can you not fancy I should feel pleasure then 
(as I feel regret, even remorse, now) that I brought you to 
,^ica through my own follies and misfortunes ? ” 

?; •* Do you, sir f There ain’t the least cquse for it, then/' 
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petamed Bake, sturdily. Lor’ bless you, air, why this lilo’a 
laade a purpose for me I If ever a round peg went trim and 
'^eat into a round hole, it was when I oome into this here 
Army. I never was so happy in all my days before, They’rs 
right on good fellows, and ’U back you to the death if so be as 
y^’?e allays been share-and-shoi'o-alike with ’em, as a %ig 
ipho^. As a private, sir, I’m happy and I’m nafe; as a 
officer, I should be kicking over the traces, and blunderin’ 
everlastingly. However, there ain’t no need to say a word 
more about it; I’ve svrorn, and you’ve heerd me swear, sir, 
and you know as how I shall keep my oath if ever I’m pro- 
voked to it by bein’ took notice of. I stuck that homard just 
now just by way of a lark, and only ’cause he come where 
he’d no business to poke his turbaned old pate; ’tain‘t likely 
as I shall stop at giving the Hawk two inches of steel if ho 
comes such a insult over us both as to ofler a blackguard like 
me the epaulettes as you ought to be a wcarin’ I ” 

And Cecil knew that it was hopeless either to persuade him 
to his own advantage or to convince him of his disobedience 
in speaking thus of his supreme, before his non-commissioned, 
officer, lie was himself, moreover, deeply moved by the 
man’s fidelity. 

He stretched his hand out : 

I wish there w^ere more blackguards with hearts like 
yours. I cannot repay your love, Ilakfj, but I can value it.” 

Bake put his own hands behind his back. 

‘‘ God bless you, sir, you’ve repaid it Uui dozen times over. 
But you shan’t do thatf sir. 1 told you long ago, I’m too 
lauch of a scamp ! Some day, p’rhups, as I said, when I’ve 
settled scores with myself, and wiped off all the bad ’uns with 
i clear sweep, tolerably clean. Hot afore, sir I” 

And Bake was too sturdily obstinate not to always cany 
his point. 

The love that he bore to Cecil was veiy mucif such a wild, 
chivalric, romantic fidelity as the Cavaliers or tho Gentlemen 
of the Horth bore to their Stuart idols. That his benefactor 
had become a soldier of Africa in no way lessened the reterent 
love of his loyalty, any more than theirs was lessened by the 
adversitieB of their royal masters. Like theirs, also^ it had 
beauty in its blindness — the beauty that lies in every pure 
unselfislmesB. 

Meanwhile, Piepon’s news was correct. 
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The rociment was ordered out i la dame.^ 
fimh war in the interior ; and wherever there was the 
daughte r, there the Black Hawk always flew 
Mcon-liock. When Cecil left his incorrigible ttff, the tram- 
nets were sounding an assembly; there were noise, tiimnlt> 
Berness, excitement, delighted zest on every side; 
order was read to the enraptured squadrons; they wers|^,^\ 

leave the town at the first streak of dawn. ^ v a 

There were before them death, deprivation, long d^ of 
famine, long duys of drought and thirst; parching sun-baked 
roads; bitter chilly nights; fiery furnace-blasts of bitocoo, 
killing, pitiless, northern winds ; hunger, only sha^ened by 
a snatch of raw meat or a handful of maize; and the pro- 
babilities, ton to one, of being thrust under the siind to rot, or 
left to have their skeletons picked clean by the vultures. But 
■what of that? There were also the -wild delight of combat, 
the freedom of lawless warfare, the joy of deep strokes thrust 
home, the chance of plunder, of -wine-skins, of cattle, ot 
women; above all, that lust for slaughter '^hich bums bo 
decD down in the hidden souls of men, and gives them such 
brotherhood with wolf, and vulture, and tiger, when once its 

flame bursts forth. .-i i «i.i„ 

That evening, at the Villa Aioussa there gathered a courtly 

assembly, of much higher rank tteu Algiers can 
afford, because many of station as lofty m her own h^ been 
drawn thither to follow her to what the :^uceM Corona 
called her banishment — an endurable banishment 
under those azure skies, in that clear elastic air, 
that charming “ bonbonnifero” in which to dwell, ye* » 
banishment to the reigning beauty of Pans, to one who ^ 
the habits and the commands of a wholly undisputed sove- 
reignty in the royal splendor of her womanhood, ^ 

There was a variety of distractions to prevent emui ; th^^ 
were half a dozen clever Paris actors playmg the airiest of 
vaudevilles iu the Bijou theatre, beyond the drawing-rooms; 
there were some celebrated Italian singers whom an 
Prince had brought over in his yacht; there was ^ 
music; there was wit as well as hom^e 
ear. Yets he was not altogether amused; she was a UttU 

touched with enuui* 


• On the zQjurdL 



••JIB BON 


395 

'•Thoae mea ai« v^ry atupid. They hare not half iho 
talent of that soldier!” she thought once, turuii^ ftom u 
Peer of [France, an Austrian Arch-duke, and a Bussian di{Jo<* 
matist. And smiled a little, furling her fan and musing 
an the horror that the triad of fashionable conquerors near her 
would feel if they knew that she thought them duller than an 
, African Lascar / 

But they only told her things of which she had been long 
weary, specially of her own beauty ; he had told her of things 
totally unknown to her, things real, terrible, vind, strong, 
sorrowful — strong as life, sorrowful as death. 

' “ Chateauroy and his Chasseurs have an ord/r$ de rottfs,** 
a voice was saying, that moment, behind her chair. 

“ Indeed ? ” said another, “ The Black Hawk is never ss 
happy as when unhooded. When do they go ? ” 

'•To-morfow. At dawn.” 

** There is always fighting here, I suppose ?” 

“Oh yes. The losses in men ore immense; only tho 
journals would got a communique^ or worse, if they ventured 
to say so in France. How delicious La Doolie is ! She comes 
in agaiu with the next scene.” 

The Princess Corona listened ; and her attention wandered 
farther from the Arch-Duke, the Peer, and the diplomatist, 
as from the Vaudeville. She did not find Mme. Docho very 
charming; and she was absorbed for a time looking at the 
miniatures on her fan. 

At the same moment, through the lighted streets of Algiers, 
Cigarette, like a union of fairy and of fuiy^ was flying with 
the news. Cigarette had seen the flame of war at its height, 
and had danced in the midst of its whitest heat, as young 
children dance to see the fires leap red in the black winter’s 
night. Cigarette loved the battle, the charge, tho wild music 
of bugles, the thunder tramp of battalions, the sirocco-sweep 
of light squadrons, the mad tarantala of trium]>h when the 
slaughter was done, the grand swoop of tho Eagles down 
unto the carnage, the wild hurrah of France, 

She loved them \vdth all her heart and soul ; and she flew 
now through the starlit sultry night, crying, “La guerre I 
La guerre ! La guerre ! ” and chanting to the enraptured 
soldiery a Marmlkme of her own improvisation, all slang, and 
doggerm, and barrack-grammar; but fire-giving as a torch^ 



UNDBS TVt-O BLAGS. 


J96 

and rotuong as a bugle in the way she Bang it, waring iW 
trioolor high above her head : 


Fantada, 

Boo Gratia! 

En avant ! 

On t* attend ! 

Au cor et ^ cri 
Suivez, m«8 Spahhi, 
On B* Glance a la dunse. 

Four la gloire de la France. 
Fusillons, 

Bataillona ! 

Et march OTIS 
Att guidons ! 

Va, loustic, 

Et du cnc 
Vides ton vonre, 

A la guerre 1 
C'est I’Amie du Brapcau 
Qui .s'appelle son troupeau I 
Faisons pouft' a TEmir, 

Faisons style k veuir, 

Be Tavoine la luoisson, 

Portera belle boisson, 

Le Zephyr au douar 
F’ra rotentir son cor, 
ChuBse-marais cont' tleurettes 
8’emparant dos fillettes, 

Et sous r Aigle mes Roumis, 
Vont gorier les Aibis, 

X la musique si nette 
Be la haute clannettel 
Kazzia, 

Grazia, 

£st lei, 

Mes Spahis, 

A r amour ! Aux beaux juuro ! 
Hataplan des tambours, 

Nous appelle, “ll’lin tintin, 
Tlte au lire, au butin !’* 

Vive la gloire ! 

Vivo le boire ! 

Vive le vin rosd du sang I 
Vive le feu volage des ran^s ! 
Vive tout 9a qui va nous ndrs 
Paradis au fond d'enfer. 

Par la Guerre, par la Guerre 1 
Sn avant! Allonal Buvonal 
Sa avant! AUoiu! KGurrenet 



ZAHAIIA. 


397 


CHAPTER XXVI, 

ZABAILA.. 

The African day was at its noon. 

From the first break of dawn the battle had raged; now, at 
mid-day, it was at its height. For in the interior, almost on 
the ed^c of the great desert, in that terrible season when air 
that is flame by day is ice by night, and when th(i scorch of a 
blazing sun may be followed in an hour by the blinding fury 
of a snow-storm, the slaughter had gone on hour through 
hour under a shadowless sky, blue as stool, hard as a sheet of 
brass. The Arabs had surprised the French encampment 
> where it lay in the (xuitre of an arid plain that was called 
Zaraila. Hovering like a cloud of liuwks on the entrance of 
the Sahara, massed togetlier for one mighty if futile effort, 
with all their ancient w'ur-lust., and with a new dc'spair, the 
tribes who refused the yoke of the aliiui empire wore once 
again in arms, were once agaixi combined in defence of those 
limitless kingdoms of drifting sand, of that beloved belt of 
bare and desolate land so usehss to tlie conrpieror, so dear to 
the nomad. When th(;y liad been, as it had been thought, 
beaten back into the (Icsert wiIderD(»ss, when, "without water 
and without cattle, it had been calculale«l that they would, of 
sheer necessity^ bow themselTcs in subruission, or perish of 
famine and of tliirst, tlicy had recovered their ardor, their 
strength, their resistance, their power to harass without 
ceasing, if they could never arrest, the enemy. They had 
cast the torch of war afresh into the land, and here, south- 
ward, the flame burned bitterly, and with a merciless tonguo 
devoured the lives of men, licking them up as a forest fire tht> 
dry leaves and the touchwood. 

Circling, sweeping, silently, swiftly, with that rapid spring, 
that marv^ous whirlwind of force, that is of A frica, and ot 
Africa alone, the tribes had rushed down in the darkness of 
night, lightly as a kite rushes through the gloom of the dawn 
For once the vigilance of the invader served him naught ; for 
once the Frankish camp was surprised off its guard. While 
the air was still chilly with the breath of the nighty while 
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tbe first gleam of morning had barely broken through the 
mists of the cast, while the pioket-fires burned through the 
dusky gloom, and the sentinels and videttes paced slowly to 
and ftOf and circled round, hearing nothing worse than the 
stealthy tread of the jackal, or the muffled flight of a night- 
bird, afar in the south a great dark cloud had risen, darker 
than the brooding shadows of the earth and sky. 

The cloud swept onward, like a mass of cirri, in those 
shadows shrouded. Fleet as though wind-driven, dense as 
though thunder-charged, it moved over the plains. As it 
grew nearer and nearer, it grew grayer, a changing mass of 
white and black that fused, in the obscurity, into a shadow 
color; a dense array of men and horses flitting noiselessly 
like spirits, and as though guided alone by one rein and moved 
alone by one breath and one will; not a bit champed, not a 
linen-fold loosened, not a shiver of steel was heard ; as silently 
as the winds of the desert sweep up northward over the 
plains, BO they rode now, host upon host of the warriors of 
the soil. 

The outlying videttes, the advanced sentinels, had scruti- 
nized so long through the night every wavering shade of 
cloud and moving form of buftalo iii the* dim distance, that 
their sleepless eyes, strained and aching, failed to distinguish 
this moving mass that was so like the brown plains and star- 
less sky that it could scarce be told from them! The night, 
too, was bitter ; northern cold cut hardly chillier than this 
that parted the blaze of one hot day from the blaze of another. 
The sea- winds w^cre blowing cruelly keen, and men who at 
noon gladly stripped to their shirts, shivered now where they 
lay under canvas. 

Awake while his comrades slept around him, Cecil was 
stretched half unharnessed. Tiie foraging duty of the past 
twenty-four hours had been work harassing and heavy, in- 
glorious and full of fatigue. The country round was bare as 
a table-rock ; the water-courses poor, choked with dust and 
stones, unfed as yet by the rains or snows of the approaching 
winter. The horses suffered sorely, the men scarce less. 
The hay for the former was scant and bad ; the rations for 
the latter often cut off by flying skirmishers of the foew The 
campaign, so far as it had gone, had been firuitless, yet had 
«ost largely in human life. The men, died rapidly of dysen- 
lery, and the chills of the xughts, and had severe 
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looses in countlras obscure 8klrmishes> thut served no end 
except to ’Water the African soil with blood. 

True, France would fill tho gaps up as fast as they occurred, 
and the Mmiteur would only allude to the present operation? 
when it could give a flourishing line descriptive of the Arabi 
being driven back, decimated, to the borders of the iSahara. 
But as the dourish of the Moniteur would never teSfOh a 
thousand little way-side huts, and sea-side cabins, and vine- 
dressers’ sunny nests, where the memory of some lad who had 
gone forth never to return would leave a deadly shadow 
athwart the humble threshold, so tho knowledge that they 
were only so many automata in the hands of government, 
whose loss would merely be noted that it might bo efficiently 
supplied, was not that wine-draught of La Gloire, whict 
poured the ^strength and tlie during of gods into tho limbs 
of the men ‘of Jena and of Austerlitz. Still, thejo was the 
war-lust in them, and there was tho fire of France ; thej" 
fought not less sup('rbly here, whore to bo food for jackal and 
kite was their likeliest doom, than tlioir sires had done under 
the eagles of the First Empire, when the Conscript hero of 
to-day was the glittering Maishal of to-morrow. 

Cecil had awakened while tho camp still Ble})t. Do what 
he would, force himself into tho fullness of this fierce and 
hard existence as he might, he could not bum out or banish 
a thing that had many a lime haunted him, but never as it 
did now — the remembranee of a woman. 11(3 almost laughed 
as he lay there on a pile of rotting straw, and wrung tho 
truth out of his own heart, that he — a soldier of these exiled 
squadrons — ^was mad enough to love that woman, whose 
ieep proud eyes had dwelt with such serene pity upon him. 

xct his hand clinched on the straw as it had clinched once 
when tho operator’s knife had cut down tlirongh the bones of 
his breast to reach a ballet that, left in his chest, would have 
been death. If in the sight of men he had onl\ stood in the 
. rank that was his by birthright, he could have strived for~it 
might be that be could have roused — some answering passion 
in her. But that chanoe was lost to him for over. Well, it 
was but one thing more that was added to aU that be had of 
^ hie own will given up. He was dead ; he must be content, 
as the dead must be, to leave the warmth of kisses, the glow 
of delight, the possession of a woman’s loveliness, the homage 
of mmi’s honor, the gladness of successful desires^ to those 
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vho still lived in the light he had quitted. He had never 
allowed hirnsolf the emasculating indulgence of regret; he 
flung it off’ him now. 

Hick-Flack, coiled asleep in his bosom, thrilled, stirred, 
and gi’owled. He rose, and, with the little dog under his 
arm, looked out from the canvas. He knew that the most 
riq^ilant sentry in the service had not the instinct for a foe 
/Jar off that Flick-Flack possessed. He gazed keenly south- 
ward, the poodle growling on; that cloud so dim, so distant, 
caught his sight. Was it a moving herd, a shifting mist, a 
shadow-play between the night and dawn ? 

For a moment longer he w’alehed it; then what it was he 
knew, or felt by such strong instinct as makes knowledge , 
and - like the blast of a clarion his* alarm rang over the 
unarmed and slumbering camp. 

An instant, ami the hive of men, so still, so motionless, 
broke into violent movement; and from the t('nts the half- 
idol hed sleepers poured, wakened, and iresh in wakening as 
hounds. Perfect discipline did the rest. With marvelloua. 
with matchless swiftness and precision they harnessed and 
got under arms. They were but fifteen huTuiri'd or so in all 
— a single squadron of Chasseurs, two battalions of Zouaves, 
half a corps of Tirailleurs, and some Turcos ; only a branch 
of the main body, and without artillery. But tfiey were 
some of the flowiT of the army of Algii rs, and they roused in 
a second, w'ith the vivacious ferocity of the bounding tiger, 
with the glad eager impatience for the slauglitor of the 
unloosed hawk. Ytt, rajnd in its womlrous celerity as their 
united action was, it was not so rapid as the downward 
sweep of that war-cloud that came so near, witli the tossing 
of white draperies and the shine of couiilless sabres, now 
growdng clearer and clearer out of the darkness, till, with the 
whir like the noise of an eagle’s wings, and a swoop like an 
eagle’s seizure, the Arabs whirled down upon thorn, met a few 
yards in advance by the answering charge of the Light Cavalry. 

There was a crash as if rock were hurled upon rock, as the 
Chasseurs, scarce seated in saddle, rushed forward to save 
the pickets, to encounter the first blimi force of the attack, 
ami to give the infantry, further in, nrore time for harness 
and defimee. Out of the caverns of the night an armed 
multitude seemed to have suddenly ]joured. A moment age 
^they had slept in security; now thousands on ihousanda 



tARAtL.A. 


whom tUev oould not number, whom they could but dimly 
even pbroeiTt), 'S'ere thrown on them in immeasurable ho8t9» 
which the encircling cloud of dust served but to render 
vaster, ghastlier, and more majestic. The Arab line stretdied 
out with wings that seemed to extend on and on without 
end; the line of the Chasseurs was not one>haU‘ its length; 
they were but a single squadron flung in their stirrupd, 
scarcely clothed, knowing only that the foe was upon them, 
caring only that their sword-hands were hard on their 
weapons. AVith all the Uan of France they launched them* 
selves forward to break the rush of the desert horses; they 
met with a terrible sound, like falling trees, like clashing 
metal. 

The hoo& of the rearing chargers struck each other’s 
breasts, and these bit and tore at each other’s manes, while 
their riders reeled down dead. Frank and Arab were blent in 
one inextricable mass as the charging scjuudrons encountered. 
The outer wings of the tribes were spared the shook, and 
swept on to meet the bayonets of Zouaves and Turcos as 
at their swil‘t foot- gallop the Eufans Perdus of France threw 
themselves forward Irom the darkness. The cavalry wag en- 
veloped in tlie overwhelming numbers of the centre ; and the 
flanks Becm<'d to cover the Zouaves and Tirailleurs as some 
great sottbng mist may cover the cattle who move beneath it. 

It was not a battle ; it was a frightful tangling of men and 
brutes. No contest of modern warfare, such as commences 
and conquers by a duel of artillorj', and, sometimes, givea tho 
victory to w^hosoever has the superiority of ordnance, but a 
conflict, hand to hand, breast to breast, life for life, a Homeric 
eombat of spear and of sword even while the flrst volleys of 
the answering musketry pealed over the plain. 

For once the Desert avenged in like that terrible inexhausti- 
bility of supply wherewith the Empire so long had crushed 
them beneath the overwhelming diflcrence of numbers. It 
was the Day of Mazagran once more, as tho light of the 
morning broke, gray, silvered, beautiful, in the far, dim dis^ 
tance, beyond the tawny seas of reeds. Smoke and sand soon 
densely rose above the struggle, white, hot, blinding ; but out 
from it the lean dark Bedouin faces, the snowy Wfoks, the 
red burnous, the gleam of the Tunisian muskets, the flla^ of 
the silver-hUted yataghans, were seen fused in a mass witiL 
the brawny naked nec^ of the Zouaves, with the shine of thi 
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ITrcnch bayocetfl, the tossing manes and glowing nostiili 
of the Chusseiirs’ horses, with the tom, stained silk of the 
raised Tricolor, through which the storm of balls flew thick 
and fast as hail, yet whose folds were never suffered to fall, 
though again and again the hand that held its staff was cut 
away or was unloosed in death, yet ever found another to take 
its charge before the Flag could once have trembled in the 
enemy's sight. 

The Chasseurs could not charge; they were hemmed in, 
packed between bodies of horsemen that pressed them together 
as between iron plates ; now and then they could cut their 
way through, clear enough to reach their comrades of the 
d&mis cavalerwy but as oftim as they did so, so ol’ten the over- 
whelming nuiubors of the Arabs surged in on them afresh like 
a flood, and closed upon them, and drove tliem back* 

Everj" soldier in the s(juadron that lived kept his life by 
sheer, breathless, cease! ess, hand-to-hand sword-play, hewing 
right and left, front and rear, without pause, as in the great 
tangled forests of the west men hew aside branch and brush- 
wood ere they can force one stej) forward. 

The gleam of the dawn spread in one golden glow of 
morning, and the day rose radiant over the world ; they stayed 
not for its beauty or its peace ; the carnage wont on hour upon 
hour ; men began to grow drunk wdth slaughter as with raki. 
It was sublimely grand ; it was hideously hateful — this wild 
beast struggle, this heaving tumult of striving lives that over 
and anon stirred the vast war-cloud of smoke and broke from 
it as the lightning from the night. The sun laughed in its 
warmth over a thousand hills and streams, over the blue seas 
lying northward, and over the yellow sands of the south ; but 
the touch of its heat only made the flame in their blood bum 
fiercer; the fullness of its light only served to show them 
clearer where to strike and how to slay. 

It was bitter, stifling, cruel work ; with their mouths choked 
with sand, with their throats caked with thirst, with their 
eyes blind with smoke ; cramped as in a vice, scorched with 
the blaare of powder, covered with blood and with dust ; while 
the steel was thmst through nerve and sinew, or the shot 
ploughed through bone and flesh. The answering fire of the 
Jlouaves and Tirailleurs kept tke Arabs further at bay, and 

S owed them taster down ; but in the Chasseurs' quarter of 
6 field-— parted from the rest of their comrades as they^had 
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been by the rusli df broken charge with wMoh they had 
donght to save the camp and arrest the foe^tho worst pressure 
sf the attack was felt, and the herccst of the elsiughter fcdi. 

The Chef d’Escadron had been shot dead as thev had first 
swept out to encounter the advance of the desert aorsdmen ; 
one by one the officers had been cut down, singled out by the 
keen .eyes of their enemies, and throwing themselves into the 
deadliest of the carnage with the impetuous self-devotion 
characteristic of their service. At the last there remained but 
a mere handful out ol all the brilliant squadron that had gal« 
loped down in the gray of the dawn to meet the whirlwind of 
Arab fury. At their head was Cecil. 

Two horses had been killed under him, and he had thrown 
himself afresh across un wounded chargers, whose ndera had 
fallen in thp melee, and at whose bridles he had caught as he 
shook himself free of the dead animals^ stirrups. His head 
was uncovered ; his uniform, hurriedly thrown on, had been 
tom aside, and his chest was bare to the red folds of his sash ; 
ho was drenched with blood, not his own, that had rained on 
him as he fouglit; and his face and his hands were black 
with smoke and with powder. He could not see a yard in 
front of him ; he could not teU how the day went anywhere, 
save in that comer where his own troop was hemmed in. As 
fast as they beat the Arabs back, and forced themselves some 
clearer space, so fast the tribes closed in afresh. No orders 
reached him from the General of Brigade in command ; except 
for the well-known war-shouts of the Zouaves that ever and 
again rang above the dm, ho could not tell whether the 
French battalions were not cut utterly to pieces under the 
immense numerical superiority of their foes. All ho could 
see W88 tliat every officer of Ohassours was down, and that 
unless he took the vacant place, and rallied them together, 
the few hcore troopers that wore still left would scatter, oon^- 
fused and demoralized, as the best soldiers will times when 
they con see no chief to follow. 

He spurred the horse he had just mounted against ttMl 
dense crowd opposing him, against the hard black well 
dust, and smoko, and steel, and savage faces, and lean swarthy 
arms, wffiich were all that his eyes could see, and that seemed 
impenetrable as granite, moving and changing though it 
was. He thrust the gray against it, while he waved his 
above his head 
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** jEh avant, me frhee I France t France I France ! " 

His voice, well known, well loved, thrilled the hearts of 
bis comrades, and brought them together like a trumpet-caU. 
They had gone with him many a time into the hell of battle, 
„mto the jaws of death. They surged about him now, striking, 
thrusting, forcing, with blows of their sabres or their lances 
and blows of their beasts* fore-feet, a passage one to another, 
until they were reunited once more as one troop, while their 
shrill shouts, like an oath of vengeance, echoed after him in 
the butchery, that has pealed victorious over so many fields 
from the soldiery of France. They loved him ; he had called 
them his brethren. They were like lambs for him to lead, 
like tigers for him to incite. 

They could scarcely see his face in that great red mist of 
combat, in that horrible stitliiig pressure on evety' side that 
jammed them as if they wore in a press of iron, and gave 
them no power to p^^us(^, though their animals* hoofs struck 
the lingering life out of some half-dead comrade, or trampled 
over the writhing limbs of the brothcr-in-arms they loved 
dearest and best, But bis voice reached them, clear and 
ringing in its apj)eal for sake of the country they never once 
forgot or once reviled, tliough in her name they were starved 
and beaten like rebellious hounds, though in her cause they 
were exiled all their manhood through under the sun of this 
cruel, ravenous, burning Africa. They could see him lift aloft 
the Eagle he had caught from the last hand that had borne 
it, the golden gleam of the young morning flashing like flamo 
upon the brazen wings ; and they shouted, as with one 
throat, ** Mazagran ! MazagranV' As the battalion of 
Mazagran had died kee ping the ground through the whole 
of the scorching day, while the fresh hordes i)oured down on 
them like ceaseless torrents snow-fed and exliaustless, so they 
were ready to hold the ground here, until of all their numbers 
there should bo left not one living man. 

He glanced back on them, guarding his head the while 
from the lances that were rained on him ; and he lifted the 
Guidon higher and higher, till, out of the ruck and the 
throng, the brazen bird caught afresh the rays of the rising 
sun. 

** Suivez-moi he shouted. 

I Then, like arrows launched at once from a hundred bows, 
^ey charged, he still slightly in advance of them, the bridle 
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Hong upon hiB horse’s neck, his head and breast bare, one 
hand striking aside with his blade the steel shafts as they 
^ured on him, the other holding high above the press the 
Eagle of the Bonapartes* 

The effort was superb. 

Dense bodies of Arabs parted them in the front from the 
camp where the battle raged, harassed them in the rear with 
dying shots and hurled lances, ||te forced down on them on 
either side, like the closing jawemff a trap. The impetuosity 
of their onward movement was, for the moment, irresistible ; 
it bore headlong all before it ; the desert horses recoiled, and 
the desert riders themselves yielded, crushed, staggered, 
trodden aside, struck aside, by the tremendous impetus with 
which the Chasseurs were thrown upon them. For the 
moment, tl» Bedouins gave way, shaken and confused, as at 
the head of the Frencli they saw this man, with his hair 
blowing in the wind, and the sun on the fairness of his face, 
ride down on them thus unharmed, though a dozen spears 
were aimed at his naked breast, dealing strokes sure as death 
right and left as he w<*nt, with the light from the hot blue 
skies on the ensign of France that he bore. 

They knew him; they had met him in many conflicts; and 
wdicrever the ^‘fair Frank,’* as they called him, came, there 
they knew of old the battle was hard to win ; bitter to the 
bitterest end, whether that end waTc defeat, or victory costly 
as defeat in its achievement. 

And for the moment they recoiled under the shock of that 
fiery onslaught ; for the moment they parted, and . w^avered 
and oscillated beneath the impetus with which he hurled his 
hundred Chasseurs on them, with that light, swift, inde- 
scribable rapidity and resistlessncss of attack eharacteiistio of 
the African Cavalry. 

Though a score or more, one on another, had singled hilrt^ 
out with special and violent attack, he had gone, as yet, 
unwounded, save for a lance-thrust in his shoulder, of which, 
in the heat of the conflict, he was unconscious. The fighting 
fury ” was upon him ; and wh(T 7nce this had been lit in 
him, the Arabs knew of old tbuv the fiercest vulture in tho 
Frankish ranks never struck so surely home as this hand that 
his comrades called main de femmey mats main de fer'' 

As he spurred his horse down on them now, twenty blades 
glittered against him ; the foremost would have cut straight 
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doirn through the hone of his bared chest and killed him at n 
single luuge, but as its steel flashed in the enn, one of his 
troopers threw himself against it/ and parried the stroke from 
him by sheathing it in his own breast. The blow was mortal f 
and the one who had saved him reeled down off his saddle 
under the hoofs of the trampling chargers. Picpon 9 'm 
soiment,^* he murmured with a smile; and as the charge 
swept onward, Cecil, with a great cry of horror, saw the feet 
of the maddened horses strike to pulp the writhing body, and 
saw the black wistful eyes of the Enfant de Paris look upward 
to him once, with love, and fealty, and unspeakable sweetness 
gleaming through their darkened sight. 

But to pause was impossible. Though the French horses 
were forced with marvellous dexterity through a bristling 
forest of steel, though the remnant of the onre-glittering 
squadron was east against them in as headlong a daring as ii 
it had half the regiments of the Empire at its back, the charge 
availed little against the hosts of the desert that had rallied 
and swooped down afresh almost as soon as they had been, for 
the instant of the shock, panic-stricken. The hatred of the 
opposed races was aroused in all its blind ravening passion ; 
the conquered had the conquering nation for once at their 
mercy ; for once at tremendous disadvantage ; on neither side 
was there aught except that one instinct for slaughter, which, 
once awakened, kills every other in the breast in which it 
bums. 

The Arabs had cruel years to avenge — years of a loathed 
kyi’onny, years of starvation and oppression, years of constant 
flight southward, with no choice but submission or death. 
They had deadly memories to w'ash out — memories of brethren 
who had been killed like carrion by the invaders’ shot and 
steel ; of nomadic freedom begrudged and crushed by civiliza- 
tion; of young children murdered in the darkness of the 
caverns, with the sulphurous smoke choking the innocent 
throats that had only breathed the golden air of a few 
summers ; of women, well beloved, tom from them in the 
hot flames of burning tents and outraged before their eyes 
with insult whose end was a bayonet-thrust into their breasU 
—breasts whose sin was fidelity to the vanquished. 

^ They had vengeance to do that made every stroke seem 
^ghteous and holy in their sight; that nssrved each of their 
1>are and sinewy arms as with the strength of a thousand 
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limbs.. Bight-HK) barren, so hopeless^ SQ;1mn«;ailing--bad 
long been with them. Now with itWM added at last the 
power might; and they exorcised the power with the 
savage ruthlessness of the desert. They closed in on every 
side; wheeling their swift coursers hither and thither f striking 
with lance and blade ; hemming in, beyond escape, the doomed 
fragment of the Frankish squadron till there remained of 
them but one small nucleus, driven close together, rather as 
infantry will form than as cavalry usually does — a ring 0# 
horsemen^ of which every one had his face to the foe ; a solid 
circle curiDUsly wedged one against the other, with the bodies 
of chargm and of men deep around them, and with the 
ground sothed with blood till the sand was one red morass. 

Cecil held the Eagle still, and looked round on the few left 
to him. 

“ You are sons of the Old Guard : die like them.'' 

They answered with a pealing cry, terrible as the cry of 
the lion in the hush of night, bat a shout that had in it assent, 
triumph, fealty, victory, even as they obeyed him and drew 
up to die, while in their front was the young brow of Petit 
Piepon turned upward to the glare of the skies. 

There was nothing for them but to draw up thus, and await 
their butchery, defending the Eaglo to the last ; looking till 
the last toward that “ woman’s face of their leader," as they 
had often termed it, that was to them now as the face of 
Napoleon was to the soldiers who loved him. 

There was a pause, brief as is the pause of the lungs to 
take a fuller breath. The Arabs honored these men, who 
alone and in the midst of the hostile force, held their ground 
and prepared thus to be slaughtered one by one, till of all the 
squadron that had ridden out in the darkness of the dawn 
t^re should be only a black, huddled, stiffened heap of dead 
men and of dead beasts. The chief who led them pressed 
them back, withholding them from the end thiit was so neax 
to their hands when they should stretoh that single ring d 
horsemen all lifeless in the dust. 

You are great warriors," he cried, in the Sabir tongeiei 

surrender, we will spare ! " 

deoil looked back once more on the fragment of his troop, 
and raised the Eagle higher aloft where the wings should 
glisten in the fuller ^y. Half naked, scorched, blinded, 
with an open gaeh in his dioulder where the lance Imd strucki 
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and with his brow wet with the great dews of the noon-hedi 
and the breathless toil^ his eyes were clear ad they flashed 
with the light of the sun in them;, hia mouth smiled as he 
answered : 

« Have we shown onrselres cowards, tliat you think we 
shall yield ? ** 

A hourrah of wild delight from the ChasMurs he led greeted 
und ratified the choice: ** On meurt — on ne se rend pas!** 
they shouted in the words, which, even if they be but 
legendary, are too true to the spirit of the Boldicrs of France 
not to be as truth in their sight. Thou, with their swords 
above their heads, they waited for the collision of the terrible 
attack which would fall on them upon every side, and striks 
all the sentient life out of them before the sun should be one 
point higher in the heavens. It came : with a yell as of wild 
beasts in their famine, the Arabs threw tliomsehes forward, 
the chief hiinst lf singling out the fair Frank ** with the 
violence of a lion flinging himself on a leopard. One instant 
longer, one flash of time, and the tribes pressing on them 
would have massacred them like cattle driven into the pens 
of slaughter. Ere it could be done, a voice like the ring of a 
silver trumpet echoed over the field : 

** Un avant ! En at ant / Tue^ iue, tue / ** 

Above the din, the shouts, the tumult, the echoing of the 
distant musketry, that silvery cadence rung; down into the 
midst, with the tricolor waving above her head, the bridle 
of her fiery mare between her teeth, the raven of the dead 
Zouav^ flying above her head, and her pistol levelled in deadly 
aim, rode Cigarette. 

The lightning tire of the crossing swords jilayed round her, 
the glitter of the lances dazzled her eyes, the reek of smoko 
and of carnage was round her; but she dashed down into the 
heart of the conflict as gayly as though she rode at a review, 
laughing, shouting, waving the tom colors that she grasped, 
with her curls blowing back in the* breeze, and her bright 
young face set in the warrior^s lust. Behind her, but scarcely 
a length, galloped three squadrons of Chasseurs and Spahis; 
trampling headlong over the corpse -strewn field, and break- 
ing through the masses of the Arabs as though they were ^eas 
of com. 

She wheeled her mare round by Cecirs side at the moment 
fheD, with six swift passes of Ms blade he had warded off 
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the Chief’s blows aid sent his own sword down through the 
chest-bones of the Bedouin’s mighty form. 

Well struck ! The day is tunied. Charge ! ” 

She gave the order as though she were a Marshal of the 
Empire^ the sun-blaze full on her where she sat on the rear- 
ing, fretting, half-bred gray, with the Tricolor folds above 
her head, and her teeth tight gripped on the chain-bridle, and 
her face all globing and warm and full of the fierce fiin of 
war— a little Amazon in scarlet, and blue, and gold ; a young 
Jeanne d’Arc, with the crimson fez in lieu of tho silvered 
casque, and the gay broideries of her fantastic dress instead 
(•f the breastplate of steel. And with tho Flag of her idolatry, 
tile Flag that was as her religion, floating back as she went, 
she spurred her mare straight against the Arabs, siraiglit over 
the lifeless forms of the hundreds slain ; and after her poured 
the fresh squadrons of cavalry, the ruby burnous of the Spahia 
streaming on the wind as their darling led them on to retrieve 
the day for France. 

Not a bullet struck, not a sabre grazed her; but there, in 
the heat and the press of the worst of the slaughter, Cigarette 
rode hither and thither, to and fro, her voice ringing like a 
bird’s song over the field, in command, in applause, in encou- 
ragement, in delight; bearing her standard aloft and un- 
touched; dashing heedless through a storm of blows; cheer- 
ing on her children ” to tho charge again and again; and 
all the while with the sunlight lull on her radiant spirited 
head, and with the grim gray raven flying above her, shriek- 
ing shrilly its TuBj tue, The Army believed Vith 

superstitious faith in the potent Bj>ell of that veteran bird, and 
the story ran that whenever he flew above a combat France 
was victor before the sun set. The echo of the raven’s cry, 
and the presence of the child who, they knew, would have a 
thousand musket-balls fired in her fair young breast rather 
than live to see them defeated, made the fresh squadrona 
sweep in like a whirlwind, bearing down all beford tham 

Cigarette saved the day. 
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CHAPTER xxvn. 

THE LOTE OE THE AMAZON. 

Before the sun had declined from his zenith the French 
were masters of the field, and pursued the retreat of the 
Arabs till for miles along the plain the line of their flight was 
marked with horses that had dropy)ed dead in the strain, and 
with the motionless forms of their desert-riders, their cold 
hands clinched in the loose hot sands, and their stem faces 
tamed upward to the cloudless scorch of their native skies, 
under whose freedom they would never again ride forth to 
the joyous clash of the cymbals and the fierce embrace of the 
death-grapple. 

When at length she returned, coming in with her ruthless 
Spahis, whose terrible passions she feared no more than 
Virgirs Volscian huntress feared the beasts of forest and 
plain, the raven still hov(*red above her exhausted mare, the 
tom flag was still in her left hand ; and the bright laughter, 
the flash of ecstatic triumph, was still in her face as she sang 
the last lines of hex own war-chant. The leopard nature was 
roused in her. She was a soldier ; death had been about her 
from her birtli; she neither feared to give nor to receive it; 
slm w&Q proud as ever was young Pompeius flushed with the 
glories of his first eastern conquests ; she was happy as such 
Elastic, Bun-lit, dauntless youth as hers alone can be, return- 
ing in the reddening after-glow at the head of her comradefl 
to the camp that she had saved. 

She could be cruel — women are, when roused, as many a 
revolution has shown ; she could be heroic — she would have 
died a hundred deaths for France ; she was vain with a viva- 
cious childlike vanity; she was brave with a bravery beside 
which many a man's high courage palled. Cmelty, heroism, 
vanity, and bravery were all on &e, and all fed to their utter* 
most, most eager, most ardent flame, now that she came back 
at the head of her Spahis; while all who remained of the 
Boldiers who, but for her, would have been massacred long 
ere then* without one spared among them, threw themselTeB 
|t)rwttrd, crowded round her, caressed, and laughed, and \rep1i. 
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and shouted with oil the changes of their inte^ toercurial 
temperaments, kissed her boots, her sash, her morels drooping 
heck, and, lifting her, with wild vivas that rent the sky, on 
to the shoulders of the four tallest men among them, tore 
her to the presence of the only officer of high rank who had 
survived the terrors of the day, a Chef de Bataillon of the 
Zouaves. 

And he, a grave and noble^looking veteran, unoovmed 
his head and bowed before her as courtiers bow before their 
queens. 

^^Mademoiselle, you saved the honor of Franoe, la the 
name of France, 1 thank you.” 

The tears rushed swift and hot into Cigarette’s bright eyes 
— tears of joy, tears of pride. She was but a child still in 
much, and she could bo moved by the name of France as other 
children by the name of their mothers. 

Chut ! I did nothing,” she said, rapidly, I only rode 
fast.” 

The frenzied hurrahs of the men who hoard her drowned 
her words. They loved her for what she had done; they 
loved her better still because she set no count on it. 

‘‘The Empire will think otherwise,” said the Major of 
the Zouaves. “ Tell me, my Little One, how did you do this 
thing?” 

Cigarette, balancing herself with a foot on either shoulder 
of her supporters, gave the salute and answered : 

“ Simply, mon Commandant — very simply. I was alone, 
iding midway between you and the main army — three 
leagues, say, from each. 1 was all alone; only Vole -qui -vent 
flying with me for fun. I met a colon, I knew the man. 
For the matter of that, I did him once a service — saved his 
geese and his fowls from burning, one winter’s day, in their 
house, while he ning his hands and looked on. Well, he was 
full of terror, and told me there was fighting y *nder — ^here 
he meant — so I rode nearer to see. That was just upon 
sunrise. I dismounted, and ran up a palm there.’* And 
Cigarette pointed to a far-off slope crowned with the remains 
of a once-mighty palm forest. I got up very high, I could 
see miles round. I saw how things were with you. For the 
moment 1 was coming straight to you. Then I thought I 
should do more service if I let the main army know, and 
brot^hi you a reinforcement. 1 rode fast. IHeu \ I rode 
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last. My horse dropped under me twice ; but I reached tiem 
at last, and I went at once to the General. £[e guessed at a 
glance how things were, and I ^tpld him to give me my Sp^if 
and let me go. So he did. I |fot on a mare of his own staffs 
and away we came. Ma foil "it was a near thing. If we 
had been a minute later, it had been all up with you.” 

True indeed,** muttered the Zouave in his beard. '‘A 
superb action, my Little One. But did you meet no Arab 
scouts to stop you ? *’ 

Cigarette laughed. 

‘‘JDid I notP Met them by dozens. Some had a shot at 
me ; some had a shot from me. One follow nearly winged 
me ; but I got through them all sorneho\v. Sapristi ! I 
galloped so fast I was very hard to hit Hying. Those things 
only require a little judgment; but some men, pardi ! always 
are creeping when they should fly, and always are scampering 
when they should saunter; and then they wonder when they 
make fianvo ! Bah I ** 

And Cigarette laughed again. Men were such bunglers — 
ouf! 

** Mademoiselle, if all soldiers were like you,** answered the 
Major of Zouaves, curtly, ‘‘ to command a battalion would be 
paradise ! *’ 

“ All soldiers would do anything I have done,** retorted 
Cigarette, who never took a compliment at the expense of her 
''children.** "They do not all get the opportunity, look 
you ; tout ! 0])portunity is a little angel ; some catch 
iim as he goes, some let him pass by for cvt:r. You must be 
quick with him, for he is like an eel to wriggle away. If 
you want a good soldier, take that aristocrat of the Chaase^ 
Marais — that beau Victor. Pouf*! all his officers were down; 
and how splendidly he led the troop ! He was going to die 
with them rather than surrender. Napoleon ** — and Cigarette 
uncovered her curly head reverentially as at the name of a 
deity — " Napoleon would have given him his brigade ere this. 
If you had seen him kill the chief! ** 

" He will have justice done him, never fear. And for you 
— the Cross shall be on your breast, Cigarette, if 1 live over 
to-night to write my despatches.** 

And the Chef do Bataillon saluted her once moi^e, and 
turned away to view the carnage-strewn plain, and number 
few wtio remained out of those who had been wakened bj 
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Die clash of the Arab ams in the gray of the earliest 
dawn. 

Cigarette’s eyes flashed like snn playing on water, and her 
flushed cheeks grew scarlet. Since her infancy it had been 
her dream to have the Cross, to have the Grande Croix to lie 
above her little lion’s heart ; it had been the one longing, the 
one ambition, the one undying desire of her soul ; and lo ! she 
uinchcHl its realization ! 

The wild, frantic, tumultuous cheers and caresses of her 
soldiery, who could not triumph in her and triumph with her 
enough to satiate them, recalled her to the actual moment. 
She sprang down from h(‘r elevation, and turned on them with 
a rebuke. ** Ah ! you are making this fuss about me while 
hundreds of better soldiers than I lie 5’ondor. Let us look to 
them first; will play the fool afterward.” 

And, though she had ridden fifty miles that day, if she 
had ridden one — though she had eaten nothing since sunrise, 
and had' only had one draught of had water — though she was 
tired, and stiff, and bruised, and parched with thirst, 
Cigarette dauhed off as lightly as a young goat to look for 
the wounded and the dying men who strewed the plain far 
and near. 

She remembered one whom she had not S(jen tifter that first 
moment in which she had given the word to the squadrons to 
charge. 

It was a terrible sight — the arid plain, lying in the scarlet 
glow of sunset, covered with d(‘a(l bodies, with mutilated 
limbs, with horses gasping and writhing, with men raving 
like mad creatures in the torture of their wounds. It was a 
sight which always went to her heart. She was a true 
soldier, and, though she could deal death pitilessly, could, 
when the delirium of war was over, tend and yield infinite 
compassion to those who were in suffering. But such scenes 
had been familiar to her from the earliest years v^heii, on an 
infant’s limbs, she had toddled over such battle-fields, and 
wound tiny hands in the hair of some dead trooper who Ixad 
given her sweetmeats the hour before, vainly trying to 
awaken him. And she went through all the intense misery 
and desolation of the scene now without shrinking, and with 
that ffearless tender devotion to the wounded which Cigarette 
showed in common with other soldiers of her nation, being, 
like 'them, a young lion in the combat, but a eteatnre 
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unspeakably gentle and full of sympathy wi»n the fhry eJ 
the fight was over. 

She had seen great slaughter often enough, bat eren shn 
had not seen any struggle more close, more muiderous, than 
this had been. The dead lay by hundreds; French and 
Arab looked in one another’s limbs as they had fallen when 
the ordinary mode of warfare had failed to satiate their 
violence, and they had wrestled together like wolves fighting 
and rending each other over a disputed carcass. The bitter- 
ness and the hatred of the contest were shown in the fact that 
there were very few merely wounded or disiibled ; almost all 
of tlie numbers that strewed the ])lain were dead. It had 
been a battle-royal, and, but for her arrival^ with the fresh 
squadrons, not one among her countrymen w^oulJ have lived 
to tell the sfory of this terrible duello which had been as 
magnificent in heroif^m as any Austerlilz or Gemappes, but 
which would pass unlionororl, almost unnamed, among the 
futile fruitless heroisms of Algerian warfare. 

“ Is he killed ? Is ho kilJt'd ? ” she thought, as she bent 
over eacli linot of motionless bodies where here and there 
some faint stilled breath or some moan of agony told that life 
still lingered beneath the huddled stifieiiing heap. And a 
tightness cumo at her heart, an aching 1‘ear made her shrink, 
as she raised each hidden face that she had never known 
before. “ What if he be she said fi(;rceJy to herself. “It 
is nothing to me. 1 hate him, the cold aristocrat. I ought 
to be glad if I see him lie here.” 

But, despite her hatred for him, she could not banish that 
hot feverish hope, that cold suffocating fear, which, turn by 
turn, quickened and slackened the bright flow of her warm 
young blood as she scnirched among the slain. 

“Ah I le pauvre Picjjou I ” she said, softly, as she reached 
at last the place where the young Chasseur lay, and lifted the 
black curls off his forehead. The hoofs of the charging 
cavalry had cruelly struck and trampled his frame ; the back 
had been broken, and the body had been mashed ae in a 
mortar under the thundering gallop of the iTorse; but th6 
face was still uninjured, and had a strange pathetic beauty, 
a calm and smiling courage on it. It wa,s ashen pale ; but 
the great black eyes that had glistened in such maheiou* 
mirth, and sparkled in such malignant mischief dinring lifq 
were open, and had it moumfol serenity in their look 
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as if fh>m tlitsu; depths the sold still gaaed-^tbat souturhiidi 
had been neglected and cursed, and left to wander among otU 
ways, yety which, through all its darkness, all its igmrmce^ 
had reached, ungnided, to lore and to nobility. 

Cigaretto closed their long black lashes down on tho white 
cheeks with soft and reverent touch ; she had seen that look 
ere now on the upturned faces of the dead who had strewn 
the barricades of Paris, with the words of the Marseillaise the 
last upon their Ups. 

To her there could be no fate fairer, no glory more glorious^ 
than this of his — to die for France. And she laid him gently 
down, and left him, and wont on with her quest. 

It was here that slie had lost sight ol C(‘cm1 os they had 
charged together, and her mare, enraged and intoxicated with 
noise and terror, had tom away at a iu3l 8j)(»ed that hod 
outstripped even the sivittfst of her Spihis. A little farther 
on a dog^s moan caught her ear; she turned and looked 
across, Upiight, among a ghastly pile of men and chargers, 
pat the small snowj poodle ol the Ch.isseiirH, boating the air 
with its little paws as it had be on taught to do when it needed 
anything, and howling jiJteouslv as it b(g,:cd 

** Flick “Flack What is it, Flick-Fluk?” she cried U 
him, -while, with a bound, she reuchtd tlie spot. The dog 
leaped on her rejoicing. The dead were thick there— *ten or 
twelve deep — Fieiich trooper and Bedouin nder flung across 
each other, horribly entangled wuth the limbs, the manes, the 
shattered bodies ot their own horses. Among them she saw 
the face she sought as the dog eageily ran back, caressing the 
hair of a soldier who lay underncdth the weight of his gray 
charger, that had been kilb d by a musket baU. 

Cigarette grew very pole, as she had never grown when 
the hail-storm of shots had been pouring on her in the midst 
of a battle; but, with the rapid skill and strength she had 
ocquired long before, she reached the place, lifted aside first 
one, then another, of the lifeless Arabs that had fallen above 
him, and drew out from beneath the suffocating' pressure of 
his horse's weight the head and the frame of Chasseur 
whom Flick-Flack had sought out and guarded. 

For a moment she thought him dead ; then, as she drew 
him out where the cooled breeze of the declining day could 
reach him, a slow breath, pamhilly drawn, moved his chest; 
she saw that he was unconscious from the stidiHg cppresstmi 
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imdw which he had been buried since thn noon ; an houi 
more without the touch of hresher air, and life would haye 
been extinct. 

Cigarette had with her the flask of brandy that she always 
brought on such errands as these ; she forced the end between 
his lips, and pouied some down his throat; her hand shook 
slightly as she did so, a weakness the gallant little campaigner 
nevei before then had known. 

It revived him in a degree; he breathed more fireely, 
thouf. h heavily, and with difiiculty still ; but gradually the 
deadly leaden color of his face was replaced by the hue of 
lift’, and his heart began to beat more loudly. Consciousness 
did not return to him ; he lay motionless and senseless, with 
bis head resting on her lap, and with Flick-Flack, in eager 
affection, licking his hands and his hair. 

** He was as good as dead, Flitk-Flack, if it had not been 
for you and me/’ said Cigarette^, while she wetted his lips 
with more brandy. Ah bah ! and he would be more 
grateful, Flick-Flack, fur a seornful scoff from Miladi ! ” 

Still, though she thought this, she l(‘t his head lie on her 
lap, and, as i-he looked down on him, there was the glisten as 
of tears in the brave sunny eyes of the little Friend of the 
Flag, 

II Mt 9 % heaUj 8% loan, ai beau/'^ she muttered in her 
teeth, drawing the silk-likc lock of his hair through her 
hands, and looking at the stricken strength, the powerless 
limbs, the bare chest, cut and bruised, and heaved painfully 
by each uneasy breath. She was of a vivid, voluptuous, 
trtistic nature ; she was thoroughly woman-like in her pas- 
sions and her instincts, tliough she so florcely contemned 
womanhood. If he had not been beautiful, she would never 
have looked twice at him, never once have pitied his fate. 

And he was beautiful still, though his hair was heavy with 
dew and dust, though his face was scorched with powder, 
though his eyes were closed as with the leaden weight of 
death, and his beard was covered with the red stain of blood 
that had flowed from the lunce-wound on his shoulder. 

He was not dead ; he was not even in peril of death. She 
knew enough of lactlical lore to know that it was but the in- 
sensibility of exhaustion and suffocation : and she did not 
care that he should waken. She drooped her head over him, 
^ moving her hand softly among the masses of his curia, and 
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watching the quickening beatings of his heart under the bore 
strong nerves. Her face grew tender, and warm, and eager," 
and melting with a marvellous change of passionate hues. 
She had all the ardor of southern blood ; without a wdsh he 
had wakened in her a love that grew daily and hourly, though 
eho would ncft acknowledge it. She loved to see him lie there 
as though he were asleep, to cheat herself into the fancy that 
she watched his rest to wake it with a kiss on his lips. In 
th«At unconsciousness, in that abandonment, be seemed wholly 
her own ; passion which she could not have analyzed made 
her bend above him with a lialf-herce, half-dreamy delight in 
that solitary possession of his beauty, of his life. 

The restless Ino^omeIlt8 of little Fiick-Tlack detached a 
piece of twine passed round his favourite’s throat ; the glittc'r 
of gold arrested Cigarette’s eyes. She caught what the poodleN 
impatient caress had broken from the string ; it was a small 
blue enamel medallion bonbon-box, with a hole through it by 
which it had been slung — a tiny toy once costly, now tar- 
nished, for it had been carried ihrougli many rough scjenes 
and many years of liardshij), had been bent b}' blows struck 
at the breast against which it resle^l, and w^as clotted now 
with blood, lii-uie it \vas a women’s liiig, of sapphires and 
opals. 

She looked at both close in the glow of the setting sun ; 
then passed the string through and lastcmod the box afresh. 
It was a mere tritle, but it sutlicod to banish her clrenrn, to 
arouse her to conteru])tuoua impatient bitlornoss with that 
new weakness that hail for the hour broken her down to the 
level of lliis feven^iJ folly. He was beautiful — yes! She 
could not bring hei^elf to hate him ; she cuuhl not lielp tin* 
brimming tears blinding her eyes when she looked at him 
stretched senseless thus. Hut he was w^edded to his past; 
that toy In his breast, whatever it might be, vdiatever tale 
might cling to it, \va9 sweeter to liim than licr lips would 
tver be. Bah ! there were better men than .be ; w'hy Imd 
she not let him lie and die as he might under the pile ol 
dead ? ♦ 

Bah ! she could have killed herself for her folly ! She, 
who had scores of lovers, from princes to piou-pious, and 
never had a heart-ache for one of them, to go and care for a 
fiileut ci-devant,'^ who had never even noticed that her eye» 
had any brightness or her face had any charm I 
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You deserve to be shot — rou ! said Cigarette, fiercely 
febupfing luTM’ir as she put his head off her lap, and rose ab^ 
rujdly and shouted to a Tringlo who was at eotno distance 
sc'arching for the wounded. “ Here is a Chasso- Marais with 
eomo breath in him,’’ she said, curt,ly, as the man with his 
niuie-cjjrt and its sad burden of half-dead, moaning, writhing 
frames drew near at her summons. Put him in. Soldiers 
eoHt too much training, to waste them on jackals and kites^ 
if one can h(dp it. Lift him up — quick ! ” 

** He is badly hurt ? ” said the Tringlo. 

She shrugged h(3r shouhhirs. 

“ Ob, no ! 1 have had w'orse scratches myself. The horse 

fell on him, that was the mischief. Most of tliom hero have 
swallowed tluj * petite pilule iVouhli^ once and for all. I never 
saw a ])rellior thing— t^ver}" Lascar lias killed his own little 
knot of Arbicos. Look bow nice and neat they lie.” 

Cigarette glanced over the field with the satisfied apprecia- 
tion of a dilettante glancing over a Soltikoff or Blacas collec- 
tion, unimpeachable for accuracy and arrangement; and drank 
a toss of her brandy, and lighted her little amber pipe, and 
sang loudly as she did bo the gayest ballad of the Languc 
Verte. 

She was not going to have him imagine she cared for that 
Chasseur w^hoin he lifted up on his little wagon with so kindly 
a care — not she ! Cigarette, was us proud in her way as Avas 
over the Princess Yenotia Corona. 

]N^cvcrtlu'lo.ss, she kept pace with the mules, canying little 
Flick-Plack, and never paused on her way, though she passed 
scores of dead Arabs, whose silver ornauu nts and silk broid- 
c‘rie9, commonly after such a fantabia, 3'ej>lenished the knap- 
sack and adorned in profusion the uniform of the young fili- 
buster, being gleaned by her, right and left, as W lawful 
liarvest aHer the fray. 

Leave him there. I will have a look at him,” she said, 
at the first empty tent they reached. The camp had been 
tbo scene of as fioxce a struggle as the part of the plain which 
the cavalry had held, and it ^as strewn with the slaughter of 
Zouaves and Tirailleurs. The I’ringlo obeyed her, and went 
about his errand of mercy. Cigarette, left alone with the 
pounded man, lying insensible still on a heap of forage, ceased 
Iter song, and grew very quiet. She had a certain surgical 
ahill| le^t as W untutored genius leami most things^ urith 
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marrelloua rapidity, by observation and intuition; and she 
bad saved many a life by her kxiowledge and her patient at* 
tendance on the sufferers— patience that she had been famed 
for when she had been only six years old, and a surgeon of 
the Algerian regiments had affirmed that he could trust her 
' to be as wakeful, as watchful, and as sure to obey his direc- 
tions as though she were a Scour de Charity. Now ** the 
little fagot of opposites,” as Cecil had called her, put tliis skill 
into active use. 

The tent had been a scullion’s tent ; the poor matmiUH had 
been killed, and lay outside, with his head clean severed by 
an Arab llissa ; his fire had gone out, but liis brass pots and 
pans, his jar of fresh water, and his various preparations for 
the General’s dinner were still there. The General was dead 
also; far yonder, where he had fallen in the van of the 
Zouaves, exposing himself with all the splendid reckless gal- 
lantry of France; aiul the soup stood unserved, the wild 
plovers were taken by Flick-Flack, the empty dishes waited 
for the viands which there were no hands to prepare and no 
mouths to eat. Cigarette glanced round, and saw all with 
one hash of her eyes ; then she knelt down beside the heap of 
forage, and, for the first thing, dressed his wounds with the 
cold, clear water, and washed uway the dust and the blood 
that covered his breast. 

** He is too good a soldier to die; one must do it for 
Franco,” she said to herself, in a kind of self-apology. And 
as she did it, and bound the lance-gash close, and bathed bis 
breast, his forehead, his hair, bis board, free from the sand, 
and the powder, and the gore, a tliousand changes swept over 
her mobile face. It was one moment soft, and flushed, and 
tender as passion; it was the next jealous, fiery, scornful, 
pale, and full of impatient self-disdain. 

He was nothing to lier — morbleu ! He was an aiistocrat, 
and she was a child of tlie people. She had been besieged by 
dukes, and had flouted princes ; she had borne herself in such 
gay liberty, such vivacious freedom, such proud and careless 
sovereignty — bah I what was it tt her whether this man lived 
or died ? If she saved him, he would give her a low bow ai 
he thanked her, thinking all the while of Milodi ! 

And yet she went on with her work. 

Cecil had been stunned by a stroke from his horse’s hoof as 
ih« i^ooi beast fell beneath and rolled over him. His wounds 

t ■ 2 



420 


UNDER TWO 


were Blight — niarvellou*!]^ so for the thousand strokes that 
had bodi aimed at him; but it -was difficult to arouse him 
from unconsciousness, and his face was \vhitc as death where 
he laj- on the heap of dry roods and gras'sos. She began to 
ft el liar of that loiigthcnod syncope; a chill, tight, despairing 
f(‘ar that she had never known in her life before. She knelt 
silent a moment, drawing through h(‘r hand the wet locks of 
his hair with the bright threads of gold gleaming in it. 

Then sh(j started up, and, leaving him, found a match, and 
lighted the died -out wood afresh ; the fire soon blu/ed u}), and 
she warmed above it th<* soup that hud grow n cold, poured 
into it some red wdno that was near, and loreed some, little 
by little, down his throat. It was w’lth dilhculty at first that 
she could pass au}' through Ins lightly locked t(oth; but by 
degrees she succeeded, and, onl} hall conscious cLarik 

it taste I, tlie heat and the strength le \iving bun fPrits stunu- 
huit warnu‘(l hn veins. His ejes did not unclose, but lie 
stiiud, moved his limbs, and, with some mntteied W'oitls she 
could not liear, drew a det^per breatii and turned 

‘*H(' wdll sleej) now — he is sih/^ she thought to herself 
while she stood w'atching him with u cuiious (‘onliict ot pit\, 
imjmtiemce, anger, aud nlici at wai within her. 

liah’ AVhy w<ib she always doing good sc r\ ices to tliis 
man, who only caied lor the blue serene ejcs of a w^oman who 
would IK 'New give him aught tAci'jd palin' AYliy should she* 
take* such caie to keep the iiie ol Mtalily ali^lit in him, wdien 
it Imd been e rushed out in tliousands as good as he, who would 
have no notice* su\( a hasty thrust into the e nth, no funeral 
lihunt e\ee'])t the H‘re(*ch ol the cuiiion birds 

CigaietU had been loo Bucct^sful m her ndiell ion against 
all weakness, and was fur too liei\ a }oung A>arrior to hnd 
ri'fnge oi cenisoiaiiou in the poet’s plea, 

How i» it m.Jtr our contiol to lore or not to love? 

to allow' anything to gain aseendaney o>cr her that she re- 
sisted, to succumb to unj c^nciueror that was unbidden anti 
iinwe leoiue, w'us a submission beyond words dcgiuding to the 
IcaiJtss soldier-codo ot the I^’iicnd of the Flag. And yet — 
there she stayed and wmtehed him. She took some food, for 
ehe had been lusting all day; tlien she dropped dowr beioio 
the the she had lightedi and, in one ol those soft, curled, 
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kitten-like attitudes that were oharacteristio of her, kept her 
vigil over him. 

She was bruised, stiff, tired, longing like a tired child to 
full asleep; her eyes felt hot as flame, her rounded supple 
limbs were aching, her throat was sore with long thirst and 
the sand that she seemed to have swaUowod till no draught 
of water or wine would take the scorched, dry pain out of it. 
But, as she had given up her fi^te-day in the hospital, so she 
sat now — as patient in the self-sacriflce as she was impatient 
when the vivacious agility of her young frame was longing 
for the frenzied delights of the dance or the battle. 

Yonder slie knew, where her Spahis bivouacked on ths 
hard -won hold, there were riotous homages, wild applause, 
intoxicated triuriiph waiting for the Little One who had saved 
the day, if she cliose to go out for it ; and slio loved to bo the 
centre of sth-h adoration and rejoiciing with oil the exultant 
vanity of a child and a boro in one. ILtc there were warmth 
of flames, quietness of rest, long hours for sliimbor, all that 
her burning eyes and throbbing n(Tvcs were longing for, as 
the sleep slie would not yield to stoic on her, and the racking 
jmin of fatigue cramped lier bones. But she would not go to 
the pleasure without, and slie would not give way to the 
weariness that tortured her. 

Cigarette could crucifj” self with a generous courage, all the 
purer because it never occurnnl to her that there was anything 
of virtue or of sacrifice in it. She w'as acting m hon aoldat — 
that Avas all. Potij ! that wanted ru) thanks. 

Silence settled over the cauij) ; half the slain could not be 
buried, and the clear luminous stars rose on the ghastly 
plateau. All that w^e hoard were the clialleuge of sentinels, 
the tramp of patrols. The guard visited her once : ** C'eU 
Cigarettey'* she said, briefly, and she was left undisturbed. 

She kept herself awake in the little dark tent, only lit by 
the glow of the fire. Dead men were just without, and in 
the moonlight without, a.s the night came on, she could see 
the severed throat of the scullion, and the head, farther off, 
like a round gray stone. But tl^t was nothing to Cigarette \ 
dead men were no more to her than dead trees are to others. 

Every now and then, four or five times in an hour, she 
gave him whom she tended the soup or the wine that she kept 
wanned for him over the embers. Jle took it without know- 
ledge, sunk half in lethargy, half in sleep ; hut it kept tho 
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life gloiriiigf in him which, without it, might hjire perished of 
cold and exhaustion as the chills and northerly wind of the 
evening succeeded to the heat of the day, and pierced through 
the canv as walls of the tent. It w^as very bitter ; more keenly 
felt because of the previous burning of the sun. There was 
no cloak or covering to fling over him ; she took off her blue 
cloth tunic and threw it across his chest, and, shivering 
despite herself, curled closer to the little fire. 

She did not know why she did it — he was nothing to hex 
— and yet she kept herself wide awake through the dark 
autumn night, lest ho should sigh or stir and she not hear 
him. 

** 1 have saved his life twice,” she thought, looking at him; 

beware of the third time, tlioy say ! ” 

Ho moved restlessly, and she wxuit to him. Hia face was 
flushed now; his breath came rapidly and shortly; there was 
some fever on him. The linen was displaced from his wounds; 
she dipped it again in water, and laid the cooled bands on 
them. Ah, bah ! If I were not uiisexed enough for tliis, 
how would it bo with you now ? ” she said in her teeth, lie 
tossed wearily to and fro ; detached words caught her ear as 
he muttered them : 

** Bet it be, let it be — he is w't'lcorac ! How could I prove 
it at his cost? I saved him — I could do that. It was not 
much ” 

She listened with intent anxiety to hear the otluT wliispcrs 
ending the sentence, but tliey mxto stifled and brokcui. 

sbe murmured below htir breiitli. “It is for 
some other ho has ruined himself.” 

She could not catch the words that followed. They "were 
in an unknown language to her, for she knew nothing of 
English, and they poured fast and obscure from his lips as he 
moved in feverish unrest; the wine that had saved him from 
exhaustion inflaming his brain in his sleep. Now and then 
French phrases crossed* the English ones; she leaned down to 
seize their meaning till her cheek was against his forehead, 
till her lips touched his Igtir; and at that half caress her 
heart beat, her face flushed, her month ti'cmhled with a too 
vivid joy, with an impulse, half fear and half longing, that 
had never so moved her before. 

^ “ If I had my birtliright,” he muttered in her own tongue. 

** If I had it — ^would she look so cold then P She might lova 
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me — women sased once. 0, God ! if had not looked on 
me, I had never known all I have lost ! ’’ 

Cigarette started as if a knife had stabbed hefi and sprang 
up from her rest beside him. 

"She — she — always she!*^ she muttered fiercely, while 
her face grew duskily scarlet in the hrc-glow of the tentj and 
she went slowly away, back to the low wood fire. 

This was to be ever her reward ! 

Her eyes glistened and flashed with the fiery vengeful pas** 
^■ion9 of her hot and jealous instincts. Cigarette had hi her Iho 
violence as she had the nobility of a grand nature that lias 
gone wholly untutored and unguided ; and she had the power 
of southern vengeance in her, though she had also the swift 
and rapid impulse to forgiveness of a generous and sunlit 
temper. It was bitter, beyond any other bitterness that could 
have wounded her, for the spoilt, victorious, imperious, little 
empress of the Army of Algeria, to feel tiiat, tliough she had 
given his life twice hack to this man, she was less to him than 
the tiny white dog that nestled in his breast; that she who 
never before had endured a slight, or known what n(‘gloct 
could mean, gave care, and pity, and aid, and oven tender- 
ness, to one whoso only thought was for a woman who had 
accorded" him nothing but a few chill syllables of liuughty 
condescension 1 

He lay there unconscious of her prtjscuce, tossing wearily to 
and fro in fevered unrefreshing sle(*p, murniiiring incolierent 
words of French and English strangely mingled ; and Cigarette 
crouched on the ground, with the lirelight jdaying all over 
her picturesque, childlike beauty, and her large eyes strained 
and savage, yet with a strange mistful pain in them, looking 
out at the moonlight where the headless body lay in a cold 
gray sea of bhfxdow. ' 

Yet she did not leave him. 

She was too generous for that. " What is right is right. 
He is a soldier of France/" she muttered, while she kept her 
vigil. She felt no want of sleep; a hard hateful *waketulne83 
seemed to have banished all rest from her ; she stayed thert 
all the night through. Whenever she could ease or aid him 
she rose and did so, with the touch of water on his forehead, 
or of cooled wine to his lips, by the alteration of the linen on 
his woTL'ds, or the shifting of the rough forage that made his 
be^ But she d: i it without anything of that loving lingering 
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attt'Xkilaiice she had given before ; she never once drew out the 
task longer tlian it needed, or let her hands wander among 
hi8 hair, or over his lips, as she had done before. 

And he never once was conscious of it; he never onc^ 
knew tlnit she was near. lie did not waken from the pain- 
ful, delirious, stupefied slumber th.at had fallen on him ; he 
only vaguely felt that he was suflering pain; he only vaguely 
dreamed of what he murmured of — his past, and the b^ufy 
of the woman who had brought all the memories of that past 
back on him. 

And this was Cigarette^s reward — to hear him mutter 
wearily of the proud eyes and of the lost smile of .•mother ! 

The dawn came at last ; her eoiisiaiit care and the skill 
with which she had cooled and dressed his wounds had done 
him infinite service; tlio fever had subsided, and toward 
morning his incoliereiit words e(‘a^ed, his breatlnng grew 
calmer and more tranquil ; he fell asleep — sleep that was 
profound, drojirnless, and refreshing. 

She looked at liiin with a tempestuous shadow darkening 
her face that }et\\as soft with a tend eniess that she could 
not banish. She hated him ; slie ought to have stabbed or 
shot him rather (lian have tended him tlius; lie neglected 
her, and only thought of that woiuan of his old Order. As 
a daughter of the ople, as a cliild of the Army, as a soldier 
of France, she ought to htive killed him rather than have 
caressed his hair unci sootlu'd his pain ! Tshaw 1 She 
ground one in another her tiny white teeth, that were like a 
spanied’s. 

Then gcmtly, very gently, lest she would waken him, she 
took her tunic skirt a\ ilh which she had covered him from 
the chills of the night, put more broken wood on the fading 
fne. and with a last lingering look at him where he slept, 
passed out from the tent as the sun rose in a flushed and 
ftcautiful dawn. He would never know that she had saved 
him thus : he never should know it, she vowed in her heart. 

Cigarette was very haughty in her own wayward, careless 
fasliion. At a word of love from him, at a kiss from his lips, 
at a prayer from his voice, she would have given herself to 
him in all the abandonment of a first passion, and hav^ 
gloried in being known as his mistress. But she would have 
perished by a iliousand deaths rather than have sought him 
through his pity or through his gratitude; rather than have 
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accepted the pompassion of a heart that gave its warmth to 
another; rather than have ever let him learn that ho was 
uny more to her than all their other countless comrades who 
^illed up the hosts of Africa. 

** He will never know,*’ she said to herself, os she passed 
through the disordered camp, and in a distant quarter coiled 
herself among the hay of a forage-wagon, and covered up in 
diy grass, like a bird in a nest, let her tired limbs lie and her 
aching eyes close in repose. She was very tired; and every 
now and then as she slept a quick sobbing breath shook her 
as she slumbered, like a worn-out fawn who has been 
wounded while it played. 


ciiaptp:r xxviiL 

Xni: LFATIIDJIN ZACKKI^r. 

With the rcrt'illc and the break of morning Cigarette 
woke, liersclf ngfiiii ; sir* gave a little ])e(nlant shake to her 
fairy form when she tliought of what fully she Jiad been 
guilty. bah! you deserve to be shut/’ she said to 

hoj self afresh. “ One would tliink you were a Silver 
Pheasant — you grow .‘«uch a littl(' fool ! ’’ 

Love w’aa all very well, so Cigarette’s philosophy had 
always reckoned; a chocolate bonbon, a firework, a bagatelle, 
a draught of champagne, to flavour an idle moment. ‘‘ Vin 
$i Vinu8 ” she had always been accustomed to see worshipped 
together, as became thc'ir alliterative ; it was a bit of fun — 
that was all. A passion that had pain in it had never touched 
the Little One ; she had disdained it with lightest, airiest 
contumely. If your sweetmeat has a bitter almond in it, 
eat the sugar, and throw the almond away, you goose ! that 
is simple enough, isn’t it? Bah! I don’t pi^^y the people 
who eat the bitter almond ; not I — ce sont hien hStes^ ces ffsns !**“ 
she had said once, when arguing with an officer on the 
absurdity of a melancholy love that possessed him, and whose 
sadness she rallied most unmercifully. How, for once in her 
young life, the Child of France found that it was remotely 
possible to meet with almonds so bitter that the taste wiu 
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retdain and i n’nt all thinp;s, do what pliilosophy* may to throw 
its acridity aside. 

With the reveilU she awoke, herself again, though she had 
not had more than an hour’s slumber— awohe, it is true, with a 
dull ache at her heart that was very new and bitter! 5 
unwelcome to her, but with the buoyant vivacity and the 
proud carelessness of her nature in anns against it, and with 
that gaiety of childhood inherent to her repelling, and ye 17 
nearly successfully, the foreign ch'pression that weighed on it 

Her first thought was to take care that he should never 
learn what she had done for liim. The Princc'ss Corona 
would not have more utterly disdained to solicit regard 
through making a claim upon gratitude than the fiery little 
warrior of France would jjave done. Slie went straight to 
the Tririglo who liad known her at ]i(*r mission of mercy. 

Georges, mon brave, said the Little One, Avitli that 
accent of anthurity wliioh was as haughty as any General’s, 

do you know’ how that Chasseur is that W’C brought in last 
night? ” 

*‘]N’ot heard, ma heVe,^^ said the cheery little Tringlo, 
who w’us hard pressed ; for there ^vas mucli to be done, and 
he was veiy busy, 

“ What is to bo done with the w^ounded ?’* 

Georges lifUad his eyebrows : 

3 Ja helh! there are very few. There arc hundreds of 
dead. It W’as a duel a ouf ranee yesterday. Tlie few there 
are w’c shall take with an escort of S])a]nri to headcpiartcrs.” 

Good. I W’ill go with you. Have a heed, Georges, 
never to whisper that. I liad anything to do with saving that 
man I called, to 3’ou about.” 

And why, my Little One ? ” 

‘^Lccauso / de.siro you?” said Cignrette, with her most 
imperious empliasis. “ Tlicy say ho is English, and a ruined 
Milord, pardi'eu I Now’, I would not have an Englishman 
think I thought his six feet of carcass worth saving for a 
ransom.” 

The Tringlo chuckled ; he was an Anglophobist. In the 
CMiinese expedition his share of “loot”' had been robbed from 
him by a trick of which two English soldiers had been the 
(“oncoctors, and a vehement lUiimosity against the whole 
British race had been the fruit of it in lura. 

“ Non, non, non /” lie answ’ered her, heartily. “ I 
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rtand. Thou •art very right, Cigarette. If we have ever 
obliged an Englishman, he thinks his obligation to us opens 
him a neat little door through which to cheat us. It is very 
dangerous to oblige the English ; they always hate you for it. 
That is their way. They may have virtues; they may,** he 
added, dubiously, but with an impressive air of stiicteat 
impartiality, but among them is not written gratitude. 
Ask that man, Eao, how they treat their soldiers!** and 
M. Georges burned away to bis mules and his duties, think- 
ing with loving regret of the delicious^ Chinese plunder of 
which the dogs of Albion had deprived liini. 

lie is safe 1 ” thought Cigarette ; of the patrol who had 
seen her she was not afraid— he had never noticed with 
whom she was when he had put Jiis head into the scullion’s 
tent ; and she made her way toward the jdace Mdiero she had 
left him, to see how it went with this man whom she was so 
careful should never know tlnit which he had owed to 
her. 

It went well with him, thanks to her; care, and strengthi- 
CTiing nourishment, and the skiil of her tendaiice had warded 
oif all danger from his wound. Tlio bruise and pressure 
from the weight of the horse had been more ominous, and 
he could not raise himself or even breathe without severo 
pain ; but his fever had left him, and he had just been lifted 
into a mule-drawn ambulance-wagon as Cigarette reached the 
spot. 

How goes the day, Monsmur Victor ? So you got sharp 
scratches, I hear ? -Vh ! that was a 8plenfli<i thing we had 
yesterday ! When did you go down? We charged together !” 
slie cried gaily to him; then her voice droi)ped suddenly, 
with an indescribable sweetness and change of tone. So ! — 
you suffer still ? ” she asked, softly. 

Coming close up to where ho lay on the straw, she saw 
the exhausted languor of his regard, the heavy darkness under 
his eyelids, the effort v^itb which his lips mov^d .as tlie faint 
words came broken through them, ‘ 

Not very much, ma helUy I thank you. I shall be fit for 
harness in a day or two. Do not let them send me into hos- 
pital. I shall be perfectly — ^well — soon.” 

Cigarette swayed herself upon the wheel and leaned to> 
ward him, touching and changing his bandages with cleycf 
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" They have dressed your wound ill ; whose doing ia 
that?*’ 

It is nothing. I have been half cut to pieces before now ; 

tliiK ia a mere bagatelle. It is only ’’ 

‘‘That it hurts you to breathe? I know! Have they 
given you anything to eat this morning P 

“ No. Every tiling is in confusion. We 

Slie did not stay for the conclusion of his sentence ; she had 
darted off, quick us a swallow. She knew what she had left 
in her dead scullion’s tent. Everything was in confusion, as 
ho had said. Of the few hundreds that had been left alter 
the terrific onslaught of the past day, some were employed far 
out, thrusting their own cl(‘acl into the soil ; others were re- 
moving the tents and all the equipage of the camp; others 
were busied with the wounded, of whom the greajest sulFerors 
were to ho horm^ to the nearest hospital (that nearest nuiny 
leagues away over tiic wild and hairen country); while those 
wlio AVCTC likely to Ix^ again soon ready for service were to be 
(‘scorted (0 the head-(piart(‘rs of the; main army. Among the 
latter Cecil had passionately entreated to be numbered; his 
prayer Avas granted to tlu* man wlio Inul kept .at the head of 
his Chasseurs and homo aloft the Tricolor through the whole 
of the w'ar-temj)ost on which the daw’ii had and w^hich 

had barely lulled and sunk by the Felting of tlie sun. Cha- 
leauroy wais luvny wdth the other five of his scpiadrons; and 
I he Zuuav(‘ ('hef »le-h.atailIou, the only officer of any rank who 
had come alive Uiroiigh the confiiet, had himself visited Ecrtie, 
and given him warm wa)rds of eulogy, and even of gratitude, 
that hud soldierly sincerit}' and cordiality in tlu in. 

Your coiuluet w as magnificent,” he had said, as he had 
turned away. “ Jt shall be my care that it is duly reported 
and rewarded.” 

Cigarette wvis but a few seconds absent ; she soon bounded 
back like the swift little chamois she was, bringing with her 
a huge bowlful of red wine with bread broken in it. 

This is the best I could get,” she add ; “ it is better than 
nothing. It will strengthen you.” 

“ AViial have you had yourself, peiiU f ” 

“ Ah-biih ! Leave off thinking for others; I have break- 
fasted long ago,” she answered him. (vShe had only eaten a 
biscuit wt'U-idgh as liard as a flint.) ** Take it — here I will 
^hold it for you.” 
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8h^ perched herself on the wheel like a bird on a twig ; she 
had a bird’s power of alighting and sustaining herself on the 
most difficult and most airy elevation ; hut Cecil turned his 
eyes on the only soldier in the cart beside himself, one of the 
worst men in his regiment — a murderous, sullen, black-browed, 
evil wretch, litter for the bench of the coiivict-guUey than for 
the ranks of the cavalry. 

Give half to Zackrist,*’ he said. “I know no hunger j 
and he has more need of it.’* 

“Zackrist! that is the man who stole your lance and ac- 
ooutreinents, and got you into trouble by taking them to pawn 
in your name, a year and more ago.** 

‘‘ Well, what of that? He is not the loss hungry.’* 

What of that ? Why, you wvre guing to be turned into . 
the First Battalion'^’ disgraced for the aflair, because you 
W’ould not tell of him : if Viroflou had not found out tlio 
rights of the matter in time ! ” 

Whut has that to do with it ?’* 

** riiis, Monsieur Victor, that you arc a fool.” 

“ 1 dare say 1 am. But that does not make Zackrist le^ss 
hungry.” 

Ho look the bowl from her hands, and emptying a little of 
it into the wooden bido7i tliat hung to lior belt, ko]>t that for 
himself, and stretcliiiig his arm .across the straw, gave tlic 
howl to Zackrist, wlio had Av.'itclied it with the longing 
ravenous eyes of a starving wolf, and scizi'd it wuth rabid 
avidity. 

A smile passovl ovit Cecil’s face, amused despite the pain 
he Buffered. 

“ That is one of my ‘ sensational tricks,* as M. do CluUeau- 
roy calls them. J*oor Zackrist ! did you see his eyes ? ” 

'' A jackal’s (yes, yes!” said Cigarette, who, betW'H'ii her 
admiration for the action and her impatience at tiio waste of 
licr good bread and wine, hardly knew whether to applaud or 
to deride him. ‘‘What recompense do you think you will 
get ? He will .-^teal your things again, lirst chance/* 

“ May be. 1 don’t think he will. But lie is very hungiy 
the same,’ that is about the only question just now,” ho 
i.nswered her as he drank and ate his portion, with a need oi 


* Tho battulioa of tho criiuiiiAi otticaats of all corps, whether hone w 

fdot^»aiiBweriiig to the Straf balaiUom of the \usttia*» •‘‘rvice. 
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it that could willingly hare made him take tkrice as much^ 
though for the sake of Zackrist he had denied his want of it. 

The Zaekrist himself, who could hear perfectly what was 
paid, uttered no word ; but when he had finished the contents 
of the bowl, lay looking at his corporal with an odd gleam in 
the dark sullen ravage depths of his hollow eyes. He was 
not going to say a word of thanks ; no ! — none had ever heard 
u grateful or a decent word fix)ni him in his life; he was proud 
of that. He was the most foul-mouthed brute in tlie army, 
and, like Snake in the School for Scandal, thought a good 
action would liare ruined his character for ever. T^everthe- 
loss there came into his cunning and ferocious eyes a glisten 
of the same light which had hoen in the little when 

first "by the bivouac fire he had murmured, Pirpon s'en 
nonvtmdra” , 

“ Wlu*u anybody stole from me,” muttered Cigarette, ''I 
shot him.” 

You would have fed him had he been starving. Bo not 
belie yourself, Cigarette ; 3 -ou arc too generous ever to he 
^indictive,” 

** Pooh ! llevenge is one’s right.” 

** I doubt that. \Ye are none of us good enough to claim 
it, at any rate.” 

Cigarette shrugg(‘d her shoulders in sihmcc ; then poising 
herself on tlie whetd, she B[)raTig from thence on to the back 
<d' lier litth' mare which she had brought up, having the r(?iris 
ia one of lier hands and the wine bowl in the other, and was 
fresh and bright after the night's repose. 

“I >viU ride with vou, Avith mj' Spahis,” she said, as a 
voung queiu; might have proriiLsed protection from her escort. 
5le thanked her, and sank hack among the straw, exhausted 
and woni out with pain and Avith languor ; Uie weight that 
seemed to oppress his chest was almost as hard to* bear aa 
Avhen the actual pressure of his dead charger’s body had been 
on him. 

Yet, as he had said, it was hut a bagatelle beside the all 
hut mortid Avounds, the agonizing neuralgia, the prostrating 
fever, the torture of bullet- torn nerves, and the scorcliing fire 
of infiained sword-wounds that had in their turn been home 
>y him in his twelve years of African service — things which, 
to men \Adio have never suffered them, sound like the ro- 
mancri horrors of an exaggerated imagination ; yet thingi 
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which ara daily and quietly borne, by auch solcliera as the 
soldiers of tlie Al^i^erian Army, as the natural oooohipanimetitfl 
of a miiitar3'‘ life — borne, too, in bravo simple unconscious 
heroism by men who know well that the only reward fur it 
will be their own self-oontcntment at having been true to the 
traditions of their regiment. 

Four otlicr troopers were placed on the straw beside him, 
•*id the mule-carts with their mournful loads rolled slowly 
out of camp eastward toward the quarters of tho main army; 
the Spahi.s, glowing red against the sun, escorting them, -wilh 
their darling in their midst, while from their deep chests they 
Bhoiitccl war-songs in Sabir with all tho wild and riotous 
delight that the truiinph of victoiy and the glow of bloodshed 
roused in tlioso who combined in them the fire of France and 
tho fanatieistti of Islamism — an irresistible union. 


Though Ihe^ nights were now cold, and before long even the 
advent of snow might bo looked for, the days wore hot and 
even scorching still. Cigarette and her Spahis took no heed 
of it ; tlu'v were desert born and bred ; and she was well-nigh 
iiivulrKiable to lieat as any little suhimandcr. But, although 
lh( y were screened as well as tluy could be undcT an impix)- 
vized awning, the wounded men suffered terribly. Gnats and 
mosquitoes and all the winged tilings <d‘ the African air tor- 
mented iViem, and tossing on tho dry hot straw they grow 
delirious, some falling asleep and murmuring incoherently, 
others lying with wide open eyes of half-senscleHS straining 
misery. Cigarette had known well how it would be with 
tliem; she liad accompanied such escorts many a time ; and 
ever aiul again when they halted she dismounted and came 
to them, and mixed wine witli some water tliat she liad slung 
a barrel of to her saddle, and gave it to them, and moved their 
bandages, and sjioko to llu’in with a soft caressing comsolatiou 
that pacihed Uiem as if by some magic. She had led them 
like a young lion on to the slaughter in the past day ; she 
soothed them now w ith a gentleness that the genllctit daughter 
of the Church could not have surpassed. 

The way was long ; the road ill formed, leading for the 
most part across a .sere •and desolate country, with nothing to 
relieve its barrenness except long stretches of the great spear- 
headed reeds. At noon the heat was intense; the little caval- 
cade Halted for half an hour under the shade of some black 


tow^ing rocks which broke the monotony of the district, and 
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eomnienced a more hilly and more picturesque portion of the 
country. Cigarcjtte came to the side of the temporary ambu- 
lance in which Cecil was placed. He was asleep — sleeping 
for once peacefully with little trace of pain upon his features, 
us he had slept the previous night. She saw that his face and 
chest had not been touched by the stinging insect-swarm ; he 
was doubly scieened by a shirt hung above him dextroiisly on 
some bout sticks. 

Who has done that ? ” thought Cigarette. As she glanced 
round she saw; — without any linen to cover him, Zackrist 
had reared himself up and loaned slightly h>rward over against 
his comrade. The shirt that protectc'd Cecil was his ; and 
on liis own bare shoulders and mighty ch(*.st the tiny armies 
of the flics and gnats were fastened, doing their will uninter- 
rupted. 

As he caught her glance, a sullen rud'ly glow of shame 
shone through the black hard skin of his .sunburnt visage — 
shame to which he Imd beem nov(‘r touched when discovered 
in any one of Ids guilty and barbarous actions. 

Dame he growled, savagely; h(‘ gave me his wine; 
one mubt do Rometliing in return. Is^ot that I feel the insects — 
not I; my skin is leather, see }ou! they can’t got through 
it ; hut Ids is une peau de femme — white and soft — bah ! like 
tissuf'-paj)er ! ” 

“1 see, Zackrist; you are right. A French soldier can 
never lake a kindness from an Engli.sh fellow without out- 
running liim in generosity. Look — lierc is some drink for 
you.’’ 

She knew too well the strange nature with which she had 
j deal to say a syllable of ]jraise to him for his self-devotion, 
or to appear to say that, desi>ito his boast of his leather skin, 
the stings of the cruel winged tribes wx're drawing his blood 
and causing him alike pain and irritation which, under that 
sun, and ad tied to the torment of his gunshot- wound, were a 
martyrdom us great as the noblest saint ever endured. 

“ Tiens ! Hens / I did him wrong,” murmured Cigarette. 

That is what they ai*c — the children of Franco— even wheir 
they are at their worst, lLt«^ that devil, Zackrist. Who dare 
^ay tlioy are not tiro heroes oi the world ? ” 

And all through the march she gave Zackrist a double 
-portion of her water dashed with red wine, that was so wel- 
-eoxue and so precious to the parched and aohing throats^ aud 
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«11 througli ihfi march Cecil lay asleep^, and the mau who haa 
khicYod him, the man whoso soul was atained with niur- 
der, and pillage, and rapine, sat erect beside him, letting the 
insects snck his reins and pierce his flesh. 

It was only when they drew near the camp* of the main 
army that Zackrist boat off the swarm and drew his bid shirt 
over his head. ‘‘ You do not want to say anything to 
ho muttered to Cigarette. “I am of leather, you know; > 
have not felt it.” 

She nodded; she understood him. Yet his shoulders and 
his cbost were welhnigiv Hayed, despite the tough and horny 
skin of which he made hit; boast. 

we are droll!” mused Cigarette. ‘‘If we do a 
good thing, we hide it as if it were a bit of stolen meat, we 
are so afraid it should be found out; but, if they do one in 
the world there, they bray it at the tops of their voices from 
the houses’ roofs, and run all down the streets screaming 
about it for fear it should be lost. JJtm ! we are droll ! ” 

And she dashed the spurs into her mare and galloped off at 
the height of her speed into camj> — a very city of canvas, 
buzzing with the hum of life, regulated with the marvellous 
skill and precision of French warfare, yet with the careless- 
ness and the pictares([uenoss of the desertdifo pervading it. 

“ C^est la Cigarette I** ran from mouth to mouth as the bay 
mare with her little A mazon rider, followed by the scarlet 
cloud of the Spahis, all a-blaze like poppies in the sun, ro&« 
in sight, thrown out against the azure of the skies. 

Wliut she had done had been told long before by an orderly, 
hdiiig hard in the early night to take the nows of the battle ; 
the whole host was on watch for its darling — the savior of 
the honor of France. Like wave ru.shing on wave of some 
t(>mpestuou8 ocean, the men swept out to meet her in one 
great surging tide of life, impetuous, passionate, idolatrous, 
exultant, with all the vivid ardor, all the uncontrolled emo- 
tion, of natures south-bom, sun-nurtured. They broke away 
from their mid-day rest as from their military toll; moved as 
by one swift breath of fire, and flung themselves out to meet 
her, the chorus of a thousand Toico% ringing in deafening vivas 
to the skies. She was enveloped in that vast sea of eager 
furious lives, in that dizzy tumult of vociferous cories, and 
stretching hands, and upturned faces. As her soldiers had 
done the night before, so these did now — kissing her hand^v 
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im dross, hf*r feet, sending her niune in thunder through tbe 
Mdit air, lifting her from off her horse, and hearing her, in a 
Icore of stalwart arms, triumphant in their midst.* 

She was theirs — their owtt-^the Child of the Army, the 
Little One whose voice above their dying brethren had the 
§wcctiu‘ss of an angel’s song, and whose feet, in their hours 
of revelry, flew like the swift and dazzling flight of gold- 
winged orioles. And she hod saved the honor of their Eagles; 
she had given to them and to France their god of Victory. 
They loved her — oh, God, how they loved her I — with what 
intense, breathless, intoxicating love of a multitnde which, 
though it may stone to-morrow what it f»doro to-day, has yet 
for those on whom it has onco been given thus a power no 
other love can know — a passion unutterably sad, deliriously 
strong. 

That passion mov('d her strangely. 

As she looked down upon th(‘m, she knew that not one 
man breathed among that tumultuous mass but oiild ha^ e 
died that moment at her woid; not one mouth moved among 
that countless host but breathed her name m pnde, and love, 
and honor. 

She might be a caielcbs young coquette, a lawless little 
brigand, a child of sunny capnet's, an elf of dauntless mischief; 
but she was more than these. I’he divine tire of genius had 
touched her, and Cigarette would have peribhed for her country^ 
not les^ surely than Jeanno d’Are. The holiness of an imper- 
Boiial love, the glow of an imperishable patriotism, the melan- 
choly of a passionate pity for the concrete and unnumbered 
sufferings of the people were in her, instinctive and inborn, 
as fragrunoo in the heart of flou ers. And all these together 
moved her now, and made her young face beautiful as she 
looked down upon the oiowdcd soldury. 

It was nothing,” slie answered them — was nothing. 
It was for France.” 

For France ! Tliey shouted back the beloved word with 
tenfold joy; and the great sea of life beneath her tossed to 
and fro in stormy triumph, in frantic paradise of victory; 
ringing her name with th^ of Franco upon the air^ in thunder 
shouts like spears of steed smiting on shields of bronze. 

But she stretched her hand out, and swept it b^tikwsrd to 
tha desert-border of the south with a gesture that had awh 
tOR them. 



** Hurfir* Aa saW; wflJjr, with m acoaai Jt* 1:^ roiise that 
hitshed the riot of thrir rejoicing homage till it lulled like tW 
lull in a storm. Gire me no honor while ih$jf Tcmder^ 
With the dead lies the glory I ” 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

BY XJIK BIVOUAC FIKE. 

lie Iloi OaiUmd qui «’ q*ptl) la Omwo, 

C’f&t niou bouvwttiii tout dtfbohM'm ; 

Au bouche qui rit, au main qui tue, 

• Au fn)nt d’airaiu, aux yeux de li‘u ! 

Comrae il eat beau co roi ai gai, 

* ijui iait lo diable A quutre au gre, ^ 

Qui brdb . qui boit» qiu foiidro, qui fumt^ 

Qui aimc le mu* le sung, T^cume, 

Qui jette la torclio— . 

** Ho la! kous vTa! ” cried Cigarette, intci'rupting hersel/ 
in her chant in lioitor of the attnhutos of war, as the Tringlo^ 
mules which she was (liitiug some throe weeks after the IVay 
of Zaraila, stopped, by sheer force of old habit, in the middle 
of a green plateau on tlie onlskirth of a camp pitched in its 
centre, and overlooked by brow ii rugged scarps of rock, with 
stunted bushes on their hunmulf*, and with liero and there a 
maritime pine clinging to tlicir naked slopes. At sight of 
the food-laden little b< asts, and the well-known form behind 
them, the Tirailleurs, Indig^ru'S, and the Zouaves, on ‘whose 
side of the encampment she had approached, ru'^hed toward 
her with frantic shouU, and wild delight, and vehement 
hurralis in a tempest of vociferous welcome that might have 
fitunned any ears less used, and startled any nerves less 
steeled, to military life than the Friend of the Flaggs. She 
signed back the shouting disorderly crowd with her mule- 
whip, as superbly as though she were a Alarbhal of Frtoo 
signing back a whole army’s mutiiiy. 

** V^iat children you are ! You push, and scramble, «ti4 
4ear, like a set of monkeys over a nut. Get out of my way 
or I swear you shall none of you have so much as a morsel or 
Uaeh broad-— do you hear 1 


t r 2 



UNDER TWO FLAGS. 


436 

It wag amusing to see how they minded her ^contemptuous 
orders; how these black-bearded fire-eaters, the terror of the 
countr}', each one of whom could have crushed her in his 
grasp as a wolf crushes a lamb, aLunk back, silenced and 
obedient, before the imperious bidding of the little vivandiere. 
They had heeded her and let her rule over them almost as 
much when she had been seven years old, and her curls, now 
BO dark, had been yellow as com in the sun. 

OufV^ growlo<l only one insubordinate, “ if you hod been 
a day and night eating nothing but a bit of moist clay, ym 
might be hungry’ loo, fanfan ? ’’ 

The humiliaU'd supplication of the reply appeased thelf 
autocratic soven ign. tihe nodded licr head in assent, 

I know; 1 know. I have gone days on a handful of 
bai'ley-ears. M. lo Coloncd has his marmitons, and his fricas- 
seeSj and his latierk da ctiiaine where he cara])s — ho-he I — but 
W'c soldiers have nothing but a liunch of baktnl chaff. 
we win batllea on it — t*h V ‘ Qiiand la pause est vide, Vepce 
mange vile 

Which was one of the impromptu proverbs that Cigarette 
was wont to manufacture and bring into her discourse with 
an air of authority as of one w’ho quoU*s from ])rofound scho- 
lastic lore. It wiis received wuth a howd of applause and of 
ratification. TIkj cntrailfl often gnuw' with bitter pangs of 
famine in the Army of Algiers, and they knew well how 
sharp an edge liiingor gives to the steel. 

^Jeverthok'ss, the sullen angry roar of famished men, that 
is BO closely, so terribly like the roar of wild beasts, did not 
cease. 

** Where is Biribi they growled. Biribi never keeps 
us waiting. Tliose are Biribi’s beasts,” 

Eight,” said Cigarette, laconically, with a crack of her 
mule-whip on to the arm of a Zouave who was attempting to 
make free with her convoy and purloin a loaf off the load. 

Where is Biribi, then?” tliey roared in concert, a crowd 
of eager, wolfish, ravenous, impatient men, hungry as camp 
fasting could make them, and half inclined even to tear thehl 
darling in pieces, since she kept them thus from the stores. 

Cigarette uncovered her head with a certain serious 
very rare in her. 

Biribi has made a good end.” 

Her assailants nrew very 911^ 
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“Shot?” they asked briefly. Biribi Wa» a Triuglo well 
belored m all the battalions. 

Cigarette nodded, with a gesture outward to the solitary 
^untry. She was accustomed to these incidents of war ; she 
•hough t of them no more tlian a girl of civilized life thiiiLks 
of the grouse or the partridges that ai'o killed by her lovers 
and brothers. 

1 was out yonder, two IcagiK's or more away. I was 
riding; I was on my own horse; Etoile-Pilaiite. Well, J 
heard shots; ot course I made for the place*, by my ear. 
Ik'fon* I got up I saw what was the mischief. Thero were 
the mules in a gorge, and Biribi in front of thorn, fighting, 
mon /—fighting like the do’^dl — with throe Arbis upou 
him. They were trying to stop the convoys, and Biribi was 
beating theiu back with all his might. 1 was too far off to 
do mueh good ; but I shouted and dashed down to them. 
The Arbis hoard, Biribi heard; he flew on to them like a 
tigcT, that little Tringlo. It was wonderful ! Two fell dead 
under him; the third took fright and fled. When X got up, 
Biribi lay above the dead brutes with a dozen wounds in him, 
if there were one. He looked up, and knew me. 'Is it 
thee, Cigarette?^ he asked; and he could hardly speak for 
the blood in bis throat. ' Do not wait for me; I am dead 
already. Drive the mules into camp as quick as thou canst; 
the men >vill be thinking me latc.^ 

•'Biribi was always bon mfant/* muttered the listening 
throng; they forgot their hunger as they heard. 

“ Ah, ehenapam! he thought more of you than you deserve, 
you jackals I I drew him aside into a hole in the rocks out 
of tBe heat. He was dead; he was right. Ho man could 
Uve slashed about like that. The Arbicos had set on him as 
he went singing along ; if he would have given up tho brutes, 
and the stores, they would not have harmed him; but that 
was not Biribi. 1 did all I could for him. Dame f it wa« 
no good. He lay very still for some minutes with his head 
on ray lap ; then he moved rcstlw^y and tossed about.’ ' They 
will t*hink me so late — so late,’ he muttered ; ' and they art 
famisheo by this. There is that letter, too, from his mothel 
for Petit-Pot-dc-Terre ; there is all that news from France ; I 
ha\ e so much for them, and I shall be so late — ^so late I ’ AU 
he thought was that he should be so* late into camp. Well, 
it was all over very soon. I do not think he suflered ; but 
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he was bo afraid you should not have the food. I left him in 
the cave, and drove the mules on as he asked. Etoile-l'ilante 
had j^uUoped away ; have you seen him home ? ” 

There broke once more from the hearkening throng a roar 
that shook the echoes from the rocks ; but it was not now the 
rage of famished longing, but the rage of tlie lust for ven- 
geance, and the grief of passionate hearts blent together. 
Quick as the lightning flashes, their swords leaped from their 
scabbards and shook in the sun-lighted air. 

‘'We will avenge him ! they shouted as with one throat, 
the hoarse cry rolling doum the valley like a swell of thunder. 

t tho bonds of discijdino had loosed them, they would have 
lied forth on the search and 1o the slaughter, forgetful of 
hunger, of heat, of sun-stroke, of self-pity, of all things, save 
the dead Tringlo, whose only fear in death had been lest they 
should want and suflPer through him. 

Their adjutants, alaimed by the tumult, huiTied to tlie spot, 
fearing a bread-riot ; for the camp was far from supplies, and 
liad been ill victualed for several days. They asked rapidly 
what was the matter. 

“ Biribi has been killed,^* some soldier answered. 

“ Ah ! and the bread not come ? 

** Yes, mon adjutant; the bread is there, and Cigarette too.^’ 
“ Thcro is no need for me, then,” muttered the adjutant of 
Zouaves; " llie Little Duo will keep order.” 

The Little One liad before now quelled a mutiny with her 
jnstol at the ringleader’s forehead, and her brave scornful 
words scourging the iu.subordi nates for their dishonor to their 
arms, for their treason to iho tri(^olo^ ; and she was equal to 
the occasion now, ^be lifted her right hand : 

" We will avenge him. That is of cour.^^e. The Flag of 
France never huugs idly when there is a brave life’s loss to 
be reckoned for ; I shall know again the our that fled. Tnist 
to me, and now be silent. You bawl out your oath of ven- 
geance, oh yea ! But you bawded as loud a minute ago for 
bread. Biribi loved you better than you deserved. You 
desen^e notliing; you are hounds ready to tear for offal to eat 
as to rend the foe of your dead friend. Bah ! ” 

The roar of the voices sank somewhat; Cigarette had 
sprung aloft on a gun-carriago, and as the shone ou her 
face it was brilliant wi& the scorn that lashed them like 
whi^s. . 
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** Sanf fiercely ewore a Zouave. ‘'Hounds, ^ 

indeed ! If it were any one l)ut you ! cine has had 

nothing but a snatch of raw buIlock^s meat| &nA a taste of 
eoffoc black with mud, for a week through, is one a hound 
because one hungei^ ? ” 

“ Ho,** said the orator from her elevation, aud her eyes 
softened wonderfully. In her heart she loved them; so well, 
these Wild barbaric warriors that she censured—'* no, oniCi is 
not a hound because one Imngers; but one is not a solSiof'if 
one complains. Well! Biribi loved yon; and I am hereto 
do his will, to do his work, lle^came laden ; his back was 
loaded heavier than the mules*. To the front, all of you, as 
I name you I Petit-Pot-dC'Tcrro, there is your old mother’s 
letter. If she knew as much as 1 do about you, scapegrace, 
che would never trouble herself whether you were dc'ud or 
alive I Fagotin ! here i» a bundle of Paris newspapers for 
you ; tlu‘ 3 ' are (juitc new — only nine months old 1 Pottle ! 
some 'Woman has sent you a lovi'-sovawri and some tobacco ; I 
suppose blie knew your passions all ended in smoke ! llafle ! 
hero is a little money come (or you from Franco ; it has not 
been stolon, so it will have no Kjnee for you ! Bacoleur ! here 
is ixpouUi^ from somo simpleton, with a knife as a souvenir; . 
sharjKjn it on the Arbieos. j^oupard, Loup-terrible, Jean 
Paguotc, Pincc-Maillc, Louis Magot, Jules Goupil — her© ! 
There arc your letters, your papers, your, commissions. Biribi 
forgot nothing. As if you deserved to be workwl for or 
thought of, mertpans I ** 

■\Vith W'hich reproach, Cigarette relieved herself of the 
certain pain that 'was lel’t on her by the death of Biribi ; she 
always found, that to 'w^ork yourself into a passion 'with 
somebody is the very best way in the world to banish an 
un'U'elcome emotion. 

The Tiien summoned by their camp-sobriquets, which were 
so familiar that they had, many of them, fairly forgotten 
their original names, rallied around her to receive the various 
packets -with which a Triuglo is commonly changed bj" friends 
in the towns, or relatives away in P’rauce, for the soldiofs of 
African brigades, and which, as well as his convoy of food 
and his budget of news, render him so precious^ ftud so 
welcome an arrival at an encampment. The dead Biribi had- 
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boon one of the lightest, brightest, cheeriest, and sauciest of 
rho gay, kindly, industrious wanderers of his ornnch of the 
Ftrrice; always willing to lend; alwa 3 "S ready to help; 
always smoking, singing, laughing, chattering; treating his 
three mules as an indulgent mother her children; calling 
them Plick, Plack, ot Plock, and thinking of Plick, Plack, et 
}1f)€k far beyond himself at all times; a meiTy, bus}-, smiling, 
tf Jider-h carted soul, who was always happy, trudging along 
1 ho sunburnt road, and caroling in his joyous voice chamon- 
iwUm and gaudrioles to the African flocks and herds, amid the 
African solitudes. If thei;e were a man they loved, it was 
liiribi; Biribi, whose advent in camp had always been the 
signal for such laughter, such tibundance, such showers ol 
tiowspapors, such (juantities of intelJigence from that France 
Inr tidings of which the hardest-featured veteran among them 
Mould ask with a pang at the heai‘t, with a tlirill in tho 
words. And they Ijad sworn, and would keej> what they 
hud sworn in bitter intensitjs to avenge him to the uttermost 
point of vengeance. Yet five minutes afterward vhen tho 
provisions Kick, Plack, et Plock had brought were divided 
and given out, they were shoutiag, eating, singing, devour- 
ing, with as eager a zest, and as heartjr an enjoyment, as 
though Biribi were among them, and did not lie dead two 
leagues away, with a dozen -wounds slashed on his stiffening 
frame. 

‘‘What heartless ‘brutes ! Are they always like that?** 
muttered a gentleman painter who, travelling through the 
interior to got military sketclios, had obtained permission to 
take up quarters in the ramp. 

“If they were not like that they could not live a day,** a 
voice answered, curtly, behind him. “ Do you know what 
this service is, that you venture to judge them ? Alen who 
meet death in the face every five minutes they breathe cannot 
eiFord the space for sentimentalism \\diich those who sausiter 
at ease and in safety can do. They laugh W'hen we are dead, 
perhaps, but they are true as steel to us while we live; — ^it is 
the reverse of the pnictice of the world I ** 

The tourist started, turned, and looked aghast at the man 
who had reproved him; it was a Chasseur d’Afrique, who, 
having spoken, was already some xyay onward, moving 
through tho press and tumult of the camp to his owe 
*eguuoiit'ti portion of iti 
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Cigarette, standiug by to see that Pljck, Hook, and Plook 
were properly baited on the gnenesfc foliage to be found, 
heard, and her eyes dashed with a deep delight 

“ Dame she thought, “ I could not have answered better 
myself! He is a true soldier, that*’ And she forgave Cecil 
all his 8LU8 to her with the quick, impetuous, generous paixlon 
of her warm little Cidlic heart. 

Cigarette btdieved that she could hate very bitterly; 
indeed, her power of resentment she rated high among her 
grandest qualities. Had the little leoj)ai*d been told tlxat t^ho 
could not resent to the death what ollended her, mIic would 
have held herself most infamously insulted. Yet hato was, 
in irutli, foreign to her frank, vivacious nature ; its dcadli- 
iiess never ’belonged to her, if its passion might ; and ut a 
trait akin to her, at a Hash of 8ymj)athetic spirit in tho object 
of her displeasure, Cigarette changed from wrath to friendship 
with the true, instinct of her little heart of gold. A heart 
which, though it had been tossed about on a sea of blood, and 
had never been graven witli so much as one tender wmrd or 
one moral principle Irom iho teachings of any creature, was 
still gold, despite all, no matter the bruises and tho stains 
and the furnace-heats that hud done their best to harden it 
into bronze, to debase it into brass. 

The camp was large, and a splendid picture of color, 
movement, picturesque combination, and wonderful light and 
shadow, as the sun-glow died out and the tires were lighted ; 
for the nights were now iuteiisely cold, cold with the cutting, 
icy, withering and clear above us an Antarctic night, 
though the days wore still hot and dry as liame. 

On the left were the Tirailleurs, the Zouaves, the Zephyrs; 
on the right were the Cavalr 3 ^ and the Artillery; in tho 
centre of all was the tent of the Chief. Everywhere, as 
evening fell, the red warmth of fires rose ; the caldron of 
soup or of cofiec simmered, gipsy -like, above; tho men 
lounged around, talking, laughing, cooking, stoiy- telling at 
their pleatfure ; after the semi- starvation of the la; t week, the 
abundance of stores that had come in with other Tringlos 
besides poor Biribi, caused an universal hilarity. The glitter 
of aocoutremeuts, the contents of o{)€*u knapsacks, the skins 
of animals just killed for tho ma/rmiie^ the boughs of pines 
broken for firewood, strewed the ground. Tethered horses, 
stands of arms, great drums and eagle-guidons, the looming 



442 


UNDS^ TWO TlAGS. 


darkness of huge <aiinon, the blackness, like dromedaries 
touched, of caissons and ambulance- wagons, ttfe' whiteness of 
the canvas tents, the incessant movement as the crowds of 
soldiery stirred, and chattered, and 'woiked, and sang — ail 
these, on the green level of the plain, framed in hy the 
towering masses of the rugged rocks, made a picture of 
marvellous effect and beauty. 

Ceril, looking at it, thought so; though the harsh and 
bitter misery which he knew that glittering scene enfolded, 
and which he had suffered so many years himself— misery of 
hunger, of cold, of shot- wounds, of racking bodily pains — 
stole from it, in his eyes, that poetry and that picturesque 
brilliancy which Jt bore to the sight of the artist and the 
amateur. Ho know the nuked t( iiois of war, the agony, the 
travail, tlie icy f hills, the siiocro heatM, the gioiinding routine, 
the pitiless chastist inents of its leahly; to tlioso who do, it 
can no longer be a sp(‘ctacle dressed in the splendid array of 
romance- It is a iturfal tragedy and faice woven close one 
in another; and its sole joy is iii that blood-tlurst which men 
so lustfully share with tl.c tiger, and yet shudder from when 
they have sated it. 

It was this knowledge of war, in its bitU'r and deadly 
truth, which had made liim give the answer tliat had charmed 
Cigarette, to the casual visitor of the encampment. 

He sat now, having reoo\eicd from the effects of the day 
of Zaraila, within a Jittlo distance of the fire at which his 
men were stewing some sou]) m the great simmering copper 
bowl. They li id eaten nothing for nigh a week, except some 
mouldy bread, A^iih the chance of a stray cat or a shot bird 
>0 flavor it. Hunger was a common thorn in Algerian 
warftue, since not even the matchless tntendunce of France 
could regularly siqiply the troops across those interminable 
breadths ot arid laud, those sun-scorched plains, swept by 
Arab foiagcrs. 

** Beau Victor ! you took their parts well,'^ said a voice 
behind him, as Cigarette vaulted over a pile of knapsacks and 
htood in the glow of the fire, with a little pipe in her pretty 
rosebud mouth and her cap set daintily on one side of her 
curls. 

He looked up, and smilccL 

“ Not so well as your own clever tongue would have done, 
Words are not my weapons.” 
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Xo ! yott are as silent as the grave eommenly ; but >^'hen 

K u do speak, you speak well," said the virandiiro-jDoiuos- 
enes, condescendingly. hate silence myself 1 Thoughts 
ere very good grain, but if they are not whirled rotmd, 
round, round, and winnowed and ground in the millstonea of 
talk, they keep little, hard, useless kernels, that not a soul 
can digest.” 

.With which metaplior Cigarette blew a cloud of smoke 
into the night air, looking the prettiest little gmrt picture 
in the ruddy lirelight that ever was painted on such a back- 
ground of wavering shadow and undulating flame. 

''Will your allegory hold Qood, petite^** smiled Cecil, 
thinking hut little of his answer or of his companion, of 
whose Bt'rvico to him he remained utterly ignorant. " I fancy 
speech is Jhe chaff most generally, little better. So, they 
talk of you for the Cross ? No soldier over, of a surety, more 
greatly dcser\*cd it.” 

Her eyes gleamed with a lustre like the African jdanets 
above her ; Ikt face ciiiiglit all the fire, the light, the illumi- 
Tidtion of the flames flashing near her. 

"i did nothing,” she said, curtly. “Any man on the 
field would have done the same.” 

“That is easy to say; not so easy to prove. In all great 
events there may be the same strength, courage, and desire 
to act greatly in those who follow as in the one that leads ; 
hut it is only in that one that there is also the daring to 
originate, the genius to seize aright the moment of action and 
of success.” 

, Cjg.uettc was a little hero; she was, moreover, a litUo 
desperado; but she was a child in years and a woman at 
heart, vjUiant and ruthless young soldier though she might 
be. She colored all over her migmmB face at the words of 
eulogy from this man whom she had told herself she bated : 
ner < yes filled ; he r lips trembled. 

“ It AVUB notliing,” she said, softly, under her breath, 1 
would die twenty deaths for France.” 

He looked at her, and for the hour understood her aright ; 
he saw that there was the love tor her country and the power 
of sacriflee of a Viiiathns or an Arminiiis in the gay-plutnaged 
and capricious little hawk of the desert. 

You have a noble nature. Cigarette,” he said, with an 
Mmest regard at her, “ My poor child, if only—” He 
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paused. He a «i8 thinking what it was hard to say to her — 
tt' only tho accidents of her life had been different, what 
beauty, grace, and genius might have been developed out of 
the untamed, untutored, inconsequent, but glorious nature of 
tho child-wamor. 

As by a fate, uncon^^ciously his pity embittered all the 
d( light his praise had given, and this implied r(gret for her 
iluiig her as the rend of the* spur a young Arab colt — stung 
h(*r inwardly into cruel it rath and pain; outwardly into 
iiony, devilry, and contemptuous retort. 

Oh-h^ ! Child, indeed! Was I a child the other day, 
my good fellow, when 1 save d j'onr squadron from being cut 
to pieces bke grass with a scythe ? As for r.obility ? t 

Not much of that in me. 1 love Franee — 303. A soldit^r 
ulwaj^s loves his countr}. She is so bia\e, too, {ind so lair, 
and so rtante^ and so ga}’. Not like \^oiir Albion — if it 
youia — who is a great yobemoutlte stufled full of cotton, 
steaming with log, clutching gold \vitli one hand and the 
Bible with the other, that she may swell her money-bags, 
and seem a saint all the same; never laughing, never learn- 
ing, always growling, always shulllnig, tvlio is like this 
spider— look ! — a tiny bod}*' and huge haiiv legs — pull her 
lpg8| the Colonics, off, and leave her little English body, all 
shriveled and shrunk alone, and I should like to know what 
size she would be then, and how she would manage to swell 
and to strut ? ” 

Wheiewith Cigarette tossed the spider into the air, with 
all the supreme disdain she could impel into that gesture. 
Cigarette, though she knew not lier A, B, C, D, and could 
not ha%'e written her name to save her own life, had a certain 
bright intelligence of her own that caught up political tidings, 
and grasped at public subjects with a skiU education alone 
will not bestow. One way and imolbcr, slie had heard most 
of the floating opinions of the day, and stored them up in her 
fertile brain os a bee stores honey into his hive by much as 
natut e-given and unconscious an instinct os the bee’s own. 

Cecil listened amused. 

''You little Auglophobist ! You have the tpngue of a 
Yoltmre.’^ . 

Voltaire?” questioned Cigarette. '‘Voltaire! Xjet me 
eee. I know that name. He was the man w^ho ebampmed 
? who had a fowl in the pot for every poor wre^xh that 

•H/r 
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passed Ida hofliso? who was taken to the Itothion by the 
people in the Revolution P 

Yes. And the tuan whom the wise worid pretends still 
to call without a heart or a God I ” 

Cliut ! Ho fed the poor, and freed the wronged. Better 
than paltering Paters, that I said Cigarette, who thought a 
midnight mass at Notre Batm* or a Salutation at the Hade- 
leine a pretty coup de theatre enough, but who had for all 
churches and creeds n eereno contempt and a fierce disdain. 
“ Go to the grandama and the children !*’ she would say, with 
a shrug of her shoulders, to a priest, whenever ou(* in Algiers 
or Paris attempted to reclaim her ; and a son of thi- Order of 
.Ic^siis, famed for persuasiveness and eloquence, hail Ix'cn fairly 
bcutcii once when, in the ardor of an African misbionary, ho 
had sought to argue w'ith the little Roluiraian of the Tricolor, 
and had had his logic rent in twmin, and his rhetoric scattered 
lihe dust, under the merciless home-thrusts and the sarcastio 
urtill(Ty of Cigarette^s replies and inquiries. 

she cried, leaving V'oltuiro for what took her 
fancy. We talk of Albion — Uiero is one of lior sons. 1 
detest 3 "our country’’, but, ma foil 1 must confess she breods 
uncommonly handsome men/* 

She was a dilettante in handsome men; she nodded her 
iiead now to where, some j'ardvS off, at another of the camp- 
tires, stood, with some otficors of the regiment, ono of the 
tourists; a very tall, very fair man, with a gallant bearing, 
and a tawny beard that glitterod to gold in Iho light of the 
ftames. 

Cecil* s glance followed Cigarette’s. With a great cry he 
sprang to his feet and stood entranced, gazing at tiie stranger. 
She saw the startled amaze, the longing love, thf*. agony of 
recognition, in his eyes ; she saw the impulse in him to spring 
forAvard, and the shuddering effort with w^hioh the irapuLse 
was controlled. Ho turned to her almost fiercely ; 

“ He must not see me ! Keep him away — aw^, for God'a 
sake I ” 

He could not leave his men ; he was fettered there where 
his squadroia was oamped. He went as fiu* as he could fkbm 
the fiamc-light into the shadow, and thrust himsedf among 
tlie tethered horees. Cigarette asked nothing; comprehended 
at a glance with all the tact of her nation ; and then saun« 
tored forward to meet the officers of the regiment m they 
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up to the pic)Eet'>£re ^vj^th &e jrellow-haited Xhigibh 
She kuew how chamiugtt picture there, with her 
hlMids linihtly refiting; on her hips, nnd her bnght face darfee<J 
' on hy the ruwjdy firfe-glow, she made: she knew she could 
hold thus the attention of a whole, brigade. The eyes of the 
stranger lighted on her, and his voice laughed in mellow 
music to his companion's and cie^ronu 

“ Tour tnUndance is perfect ; your ambulance is perfect ; 
your camp-cookery is perfect, messieurs ; and here you ha^b 
even perfect beauty too ! Truly, campaigning inuf?t be plea- 
sant work in Algciia ! 

Then he turnCd to her with compliments frank and gay, 
ttOd full of a d^bonnair grace that made her duubt he could 
be of Albion. 

Betort was always ready to her; and she koj)t the circle of 
officers in full laughter lound the vidctto-fire with a shower 
bf repartee that would have made her fortune on the stage of 
the Chatolet or Polios Marignr. And every now and then 
her glance wandered to the sLndow where the horses were 
tethered. 

Bah ! why was she always doing him service ? She could 
not have told. FwreeqiC f sms km said Cigarette 

mentally, with a certain ficiy contempt for herself. 

Still she went on — and did it. 

It was a fantastic picture by the blight scarlet light of the 
oamp-£re, with the Little One in her Ml glory ot mirth and , 
mischief, and her circle of officers laughing on her with ad- 
miring eyes ; nearest her the towering height of the English 
stranger with the gleam of the flame in the' waves of his leo* « 
nine beard. 

Prom the darkness, where the scores of gray horses wero . 
tethered, Cecil’s eyes were riveted on it. There were none < 
near to see him ; had there been, they would have seen an 
agony in his eyes that no physical misery, no torture of the 
batUe-fleld, h^ brought there. His face was bloodless, and 
his gaze strained through the gleam on to the flfe-lit group 
with a passionate intensity of yearning he was well used to 

C , well used to Belf'Oontrol, well used to self-restraint, but ^ 
he first time in his ezfle the bitterness of a struggle idmost 
vanquished him. All the old lo^o of his youth went out to 
Ibis man, so near beside him, yet so h^lesaly severed £mg 
ihu; looking on the ffico cf hk friend, a violence ^ longing p 



timk him ; *** O Qfot, ifl 
ii%kt ktitw / A A 

He weald have died gMly te hate had iihet lei^iar TtmfA 
ixAt^m^t6 teuch his ; those familiar eyes mm ha 

him with the generous tender trust of old. ^ 

Hk braia reeled^ his thoughts grew bUhd» af 
there among his horses with the stir and tumult of 
vtruac about him. There was nothing simplcri nothiaf 
strange, than that an English soldier ^ould visit the 
Arab camp ; but to him it seemed like the resurrection icC 
dead. . 

Whether it was a brief moment, or an hour through, thiit 
the circle stood about the great black caldron that was swings 
ing above the flames, he could not have told ; to him it wao 
an eternity. The echo of the mellow ringing tones that h^^ 
knew BO well came to him from the distauipo, till his h^drt 
seemed breaking with but one forbidden longing, to look (^<re 
more in those bra\e eyes that made every coward and Hm 
quad, and ^ay only, I was guiltless.’^ 

It is bitter to know those whom we love dead ; but it fil 
more bitter to be as dead to those who, once having loved' 
have sunk our memory deep beneath oblivioh that is not the 
obhvion of the grave. 

Awhdo, and the group broke up and was scattered, the 
English traveller throwing gold pieces by the score among 
the waiting troopers. A henldt ' ’’ they colled to Cigarette, 
who nodded farewell to them with a cigar in her mouth, and 
busied herself pouring some brandy into the old copper caU 
dron in which some black coffee and muddy water, thice 
parts sand, boiling. A feW moments later, and they 
were out of sight among the confusion, the crowds, and the 
flickering shadows of the camp. When they were quite gone, 
she came softly to him ; she could not see him wt U in the 
gloom, but she touched hia hand, ^ ^ 

Xh€U t how cold you are ! Ite is gone.^^ 

He could not answer her to thank her, but he crusbiOfl id 
his the little wanu brown palm. She felt a shiver sh^ki^ hk 
Ijbnba. 

Is he your eneniy P she asked, 

^^WWtthen.?^ , 

Xh^ man I love best m earth-” 
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“ Ah ! She'^^'had Mt a surprise she had not spoken that 
ha should flee thus from any foe. He thinks you dead, 
then?’’ 

‘‘ Yes.” 

And must always think so P ” 

“Yes,” Ho b('ld her hand still, and his own wrung it 
hard — th(3 grasp of comrade to comrade, not of man to woman. 
“ Child, you are bold, generous, pitiful; for God’s sake, get 
me sent out ot this camp to-night. I am powerless.” 

There was that in the accent which struck his listener to 
the heart. He was powerless, fettered hand and foot as 
though he were a prisoner ; a night’s absence, and he would 
be shot as a deserter, lie had grown accustomed to this 
lendering up of all Ids life to the rules of others; but now 
and then the galled spirit chafed, the netted stag^ strained at 
the bonds. 

“ I will try,” said Cigarette, simply, without anything of 
her audacity or of her vanity in the answer. ‘‘ Go you to 
the fire ; you are cold.” 

Arc you sure he will not return P ” 

^‘I^othe. They are gone to eat and drink; I go with 
them. What is it you fear ? ” 

** My own weakness.” 

She was silent. She could just watch his features by the 
dim light, and she saw his mouth quiver under the fulness of 
his heard. He felt that if he looked again on the face of the 
man he loved he might be broken into self-pity, and unloose 
his silence, and shatter all the work of so many years. He 
had been strong where men of harder fibre and less ductile 
temper might have been feeble ; but he never thought that 
lie had been so ; he only thought that he had acted on im- 
pulse, and had remained true to his act through the mere 
instinct of honor — an instinct inborn in his blood and his 
order — an instinct natural and unconscious with him as the 
instinct by which he drew his breath. 

You are a fine soldier,” said Cigarette, musingly ; such 
men are not weak.” 

“ Why P W e are only strong as tigers are strong— just the 
strength of the talon and fang. I do not know. I was weas 
as water once ; I may be again, if— if~— ” 

' Ho scarcely knew that he was speaking aloud ; he had for- 
her ! His whole heart seemed , burnt as with fire by 
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Ihe memorjf of that one face so fimifiar, loved, yet 

, ftt>m wliich ha must shrink as though some (K^viraardly eli^ were 
between them. The wretchedness c^n him s0ema(i more than 
he could bear ; to know that this man was so hear that the 
sound of his voice raised could summon him, yet that he must 
remain as dead to him — remain as one dead after a craven 
and treacherous guilt. 

He turned suddenly, almost violently, upon Cigarette : ; 

^‘You have surprised my folly from me; you know mty 
secret so far ; but you are too brave to betray me, you are too 
generous to tell of this ? I can trust you to be silent ? 

Her face flushed scarlet with astonished anger ; her little 
childlike form grew instinct with haughty and fiery dignity. 
Monsieur, that question from one soldier of France to an- 
other is insiflt. We arc not dastards ! ” 

There was a certain grave reproach that mingled with the 
indignant scorn of the answer, and showed that her own heart 
was wounded the doubt, as well as her military pride by 
the aspersion. Even amid the conflict of pain at war in him 
he felt that, and hastened to soothe it. 

Forgive me, my child ; I should not have wronged you 
with the question. It is needless, I know. Men can trust 
you to the death, they say/* 

‘‘To the death — yes.** 

The answer was thoughtful, dreamy, almost sad, for Ciga- 
rette. His thoughts were too far from her in their tumult of 
awakened memories to note the tone as he went rapidly on : 

“You have ingenuity, compassion, tact; you have power 
hero, too, in your way ; for the love of Heaven get me sent 
out on some duty before dawn ! There is Biribi’s murder to 
be avenged — would they ^ive the errand to me ? ** 

She thought, a moment. 

“We wiU see/* she said, curtly, “I think I can do it. 
But go book, or you will be missed. I will- come to you 
soon/* 

She left him then, rapidly, drawing her hand quickly out 
of the clasp of his. ^ ^ 

“ je Bmah&tel , Ome Jb suis hite T* said Cigarette to 
herself; for she felt her heart aching to its core few" the sbiwoW 
of this man who was nothing to her. He did not kniow what 
she lUd done for him in his sufierii^ and delitiujh; he did 
how she had watched him ^ that night throi^igh, 

: • .. G (i 
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when she was weary, and bruised, and thirsting for deep ; he 
did not know ; he held her hand as one comrade another's, 
and never looked to see if her eyes were blue or were black, 
were laughing or tear-laden. And yet sho felt pain in his 
pain ; she was always giving her life to his service, “ Qu& 
suis Ute ! Que je mis lUeP' she murmured again. Many 
beside the little friend of the Flag beat back as folly the 
noblest and purest thing in them. 

Cecil mechanically returned to the fire at which the men 
of his tribu were cooking their welcome supper, and sat down 
near them, rejecting, with a gesture, the most savory ])ortion 
which, with their customary love and care for him, they were 
careful to select and bring to him. Th(^'(‘ had nc\or been a 
time when they had found him fail to pnder them to hinis(;]t‘, 
or fail to do them kindly service, if ol' such lie itfid a c;ham-e; 
and they returned it with all that roiigli and silent alliich- 
ment that can be so strong and so sttim'Ji in lives that may be 
black with crime or red wdth slaughter. 

He sat like a man in a dream, while the loosened tongues 
of the men ran noisily on a hundred themes as they chaffed 
each other, exchanged a lire of bivouac jokes more nicy than 
decorous, and gave themselves to the enjoyment of their rude 
meal, that had to them that savor which long hunger alone 
can give. Their voices came dull on his ear; the ruddy 
warmth of the lire was obscured to his sight; the din, the 
laughter, the stir all over the great camp, at the hour ot 
dinner were lost on him. He was insensible to everything 
except the innumerable memories that thronged upon him, 
and the aching longing that filled his heart with the sight of 
the friend of his youth. 

“ He said once that he would take my hand before all the 
world always, come what would,” he thought. “ Would he 
take it now, I wonder ? Yes ; he never believed against me.” 

And, as he thought, the same anguish of desiiT. that had 
before smitten him to stand once more guiltless in the pre- 
sence of men, and once more bear, untarnished, the name of 
his race and the honor of his fathers, shook him now a« strong 
winds shake a tree that yet is fast rooted at its base, though 
il sway awhile beneath the stprm, 

** How weak I amj” he thought, bitterly. “ What does 
it, matter f Life is «o short, one is a coward indeed to fret 
1 cannot undo what I did. 1 cannot if I would. 
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To betray \i\m. now I God ! not for a kitij?domi if I had tho 
chance! Besides, she may live still; and, even were she 
dead, to tarnish her name to clear my owh would be 1 ? 
scoundrers baseness — baseness that would fail as it merited; 
for who could be brought to believe me now V* 

The thoughts unformed drifted througli his mind, half 
dulled, half shai’pened by the deadly ])ain, and the rush of 
old brotherly love that had arisen in him as he had seen the 
face of his li-ieiid beside the watch-fire of the Pr('nch bivouac* 
It was hard; it was ctnolly hard; he had, after a long and 
severe conilict, brought himself into contentment with his lot, 
and taught him self oblivion of the past, and interest in the 
2 )reHi'nt, by active duties and firm resolve ; he had vanquished 
all the ha hits, controlled most of the weakness, and banished 
iicorJy all tiie frailties and indulgences of his temperament in 
the long ordeal of African warfare. It was crucify hard that 
now when lie had obtained serenity, and more than half 
attaiiiod forgetfulness, these two — lier face and his— must 
come before him, one to recall the past, the other to embittei 
the future ! 

As ho sat with his lieeid bent down and his forehead leaning 
on his arm, while the hiu:d biscuit that served for a plate 
stood unnoticed beside him, with the food that the soldiers 
had placed on it, he did not hear Cigarette^ s step till she 
tcuched him on the arm. Then he looked up ; her eyes were 
looking on him with a tender, earnest pity. 

Hark I I have done it,'* she .>aid gently. But it will 

be an errand very close to death , that you must go on ** 

He raised himself erect, e^»gcrly. 

“No matter that ! Ah, mademoiselle, how T tliank you ! ** 
“ Chut! I am no Pans demoiselle!" said Cigsi’etto, with 
a dash of her old acrimony. “ Ceremony in a camp — ^pouf ! 
jTou must have been a court chamberlain onCr, weren’t youP 
Well, I have done it. Your officers were talking yonder of 
a delicate business ; they were uncertain who best to employ, 
I put in my speech — it was dead against military etiquette, 
but I did it — I said to M. le G6ndral ; ‘ You want the best 
rider, the most silent tongue, and the surest 9teel in the 
squadrons? Take Bel-3l-faire-peur then.’ 'Who is that?’ 
asked the general; he would have sent out of camp anybody 
but Cigarette for the interruption. ' Mon G6n4r^,’ said 1, 
‘ the* Arabs asked that, too, the other day at Zaraila,’ ^ What! ' 
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be criedi * the man Victor — Trho held the (^ound with his 
Chasseurs ? I know— a fine soldier. M. ie Colouel, shall we 
send him ? ' The Black Hawk had scowled thunder on you ; 
ho hates you more still since that affair of Zaraila, specially, 
f)ecau 8 e the general has reported your conduct with such 
praise that they cannot help but promote 5 ou. Well, he had 
looked thunder, but now he laughed ' Yes, mon G6n4ral,* 
he answered him, ' take him, if you like. It is hfty to one 
whoerer goes on that business will not come back alive, and 
you will rid me of the most insolent fine gentleman in mj 
squadrons.' The general hardly heard him ; lie was deep in 
thought ; but he asked a good deal about you from the Hawk, 
and Ch3.teauroy spoke for your fitness for the eiraiid they are 
going to send you on, very tiuthfully, for a wonder. 1 don’t 
know why; but he wants jou to he sent, I think ; 'most liktly 
that you may be out to pieces. And so they will send for 
you in a minute. I have done it as you wished, ' k dtdble 
prends le frutiJ ” 

There was something of her old brusqueric and rccklossucsa 
in the closing sentences ; hut it had not lior customai^ d<$bon- 
noiie lightness. She knew too well that the chances were as 
a hundred to one that he would never return alive from this 
service on which he had entreated to bo dispatched. Cecil 
grasped both her hands in his with warm giatitudc, that was 
still, like the touch of his hands, the gratitude of comiadc to 
comrade, not of man to woman. 

'^God bless you, Cigarette! You are a true friend, my 
child. You have done me immcasmable benefits — —" 

Oh-h 6 . I am a true friend," said the Little One, some- 
thing pettishly. She would have prcfeiied another epithet. 

If a man wants to get shot as a very great favor, I alwajs 
let him pleasure himself. Give a man bis own way, if } ou 
wish to be kind to him. You are children, all of you, nothing 
hut chUdren, and if the toy that pleases you best is death, 
why — you must have it. Nothing else would content you. 
I know you. You always want what flies from you, and are 
ired of what lies to your hand. That is always a man." 

And a woman, too, is it not?" 

Cigarette shrugged her shoulders, 

" Oh, I dare say. We love what is new— what is strange, 
We are humming-tops; we will only spin when we me fresh 
weund up with a stung to our liking,*' 
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Maha* ail exception of yomr$elf, my cbild.^ Xou m 
always ready to do a good detion^ and iicivm? tire of itbat. 
From ray heart I thank you. I wish to Hear^ I could 
prove it better.*' 

She drew her hands away from him. 

A great thing I have done, certainly ! Got yoti porrois- 
sion to go and throw a cartel at old Xing Death; tli)at it nH \ 
Tliere ! Loup-a-griffes-de-fer is coming to yon. That is youi 
summons." 

The orderly so nicknamed approached, and brought the 
bidding of tho general in command of the Cavalry for Ceeil 
to render himself at once to his presence. These things brook 
no second’s delay in obedience; he went with u quick adi(Mi 
to Cigai'ctte, and the little Priend of the Flag was left in his 
vacant place beside the fire. 

And there was a pang at her heart. 

"Ten to one he goes to his death," she thought. But 
Cigarette, volage little mischief though she was, could reach 
very high in one thing; she could reach a love that was un- 
selfish, and one that was heroic. 

A few moments, and Cecil returned. 

" Rake," he said rapidly, in tho French he habitually used, 
" saddle my horse and your own. I am allowed to choose 
one of you to accompany me." 

Rake, in paradise, and the envied of every man in tho squad- 
rons, turned to his work — with him a task of scarce more than 
H second ; and Cecil approached his little Friend of the Flag. 

" My child, I cannot attempt to thank you. But for you, 

I should have been tempted to send my lance through my 
3wn heart." 

" Keep its lunge for the Arbicos, rnon ami,** said Cigarette 
brusquely- — the more brusquely because tfiut new and bitter 
pang was on her. " As for me, I want no thanks." 

" No ; you are too generous. But not the less do I wifth J: 
could render them more worthily than by words, if I Jite, 
1 will try ; if not, keep this in my memory. It is tiaie billy 
tiling I nave." 

He put into her hand the ring she had seen in little 
hmlonniere; a ring of his mother’s that he had sav^ when 
he had parted with all else, and that he had put off >hl$ hand 
and into the box of Petit Rcine’s gift the day he had entered 
the Algerian army. 
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Cigarette flabhod acprlet rriih passions Le could not under 
istand, and she coaid not have disentangled. 

The ling of your mistress ! Not for me, if I know it ! 
Do you think I want to ho paid ? 

TJio ring was my mother’s/^ he answered her simply. 

And T offer it only m souvenir** 

Hhe lost all her hot color, and all her fiery math ; his grave 
and gentle courtesy always strangely stilled and Rlmked her; 
but she raised the ring off the ground where she hiul flung it, 
and placed it baclc in bis hand. 

If BO, still less should you pint with it. Keep it ; it will 
bring you hapiunoss one day. As for me, T have done nothing, 
pardieu ! ** 

** You have done what T value the more for that noble dis 
claimer. May I thank you thus, Little One ?*’ 

Ho stooped and kibsed her ; a kiss that the lips of a man 
will always give to the bright youthful lips of a woman, hut 
a kiss, as she knew well, without pabsiou, even without ten- 
derness in it. 

With a sudden impetuous movement, with a shyness and a 
refusal that had never been in her before, bhe wrostod herself 
from him, her face burning, her heart panting, and plunged 
away from him into the depth of the thadow ; and he never 
sought to follow her, but threw himself into saddle as his gray 
was brought up : another instant, and, armed to the teeth, he 
rode out of the camp into the dai-kness of the silent, melan- 
choly, lonely Arab night. 


CHAPTEB XXX. 

«EVL AU MONDX. 

Th« errand on which he went was one, as he was well 
aware, from which it were a thousand chances to one that ho 
ever issued alive. 

It was to reaoh a distant branch of the Army of Occupation 
dispatches for the chief in command thero, and to do thk 
had ^ pass through a fiercely hostile region, occupied by 
urith whom no sort of peace had ever bt^n made, the 

4 
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mo^t sayago«ae well as tlio most p^atory of the wandering 
tubes. Ills knowledge of their tongue, and hU friendship 
with some men of their nation, would avail him nothing here; 
for their fhry against the Franks was intense, and it was said 
that all jjrisoners who had lallen into their hands bad been 
put to death with merciless haiharities. This might be true 
or untrue; wild tales were common among Algerian oato^ 
p»U"nors ; whichevoT it woi'o, ho thought little of it as he rode 
out on to the lonely plains. Every kind of hazardous adven- 
ture nnd every variety of peril had been lamiliar with him in 
this African life; and now there were thoughts and memorios> 
on him which deadened every recollection of meiely phj'sical 
risk. 

Wo must ride as hard and as fast as we can, and os 
Lilenily^^^ were the only words he exchanged with Bake, as he 
louboned his^gray to a hand-gallop. 

‘‘All light, h\v” answered the trooper, whose worm blood 
was (lancing, and ivliobc blue eyes *weie alive like firo with 
delight. That h(' liad been absent on a far-away foraging 
raid on the d.iy ot Zaraila had been nothing short of agony to 
Rake, and the choice made of him lor tlris duty was to him a 
gilt of paradise. lie loved fighting for fighting’s sake; and 
to be beside Cecil wms the greatest happiness life held fwr 
him. 

They had two hundred miles to traverse, and had received 
only the command he had passed on Rake, to ride “ hard, 
fast, and silently.” To the hero of Zaraila the general had 
felt too much soldierly sympathy to add the superfluous in- 
junction to do his uttermost to carry safely and successfully to 
their destination the papers that were placed in his sabretache. 
They knew well that the errand would be done, or the Chai* 
Bcur’s main defernme, mau main de fer^ would be stidened and 
nerveless in death. 

It was just nightfall ; the after-glow had fad^d only a few 
moments before. Giving their horses, which they weare to 
change once ten hours for the distance, and two for bait ftnd 
for rest, he reckoned that they would reach the camp before 
the noon of the coming day, as the beasts, fresh and in 
the camp, flew like greyhounds beneath them. 

Another night ride that they had ridden together oamo U 
the minds of both; but they spoke not a word as they svept 
on, their sabres sh^en loose in their sheaths, their lances vrdl 
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gripped, and the pistols with which they had been supplied 
sprung in their belts ready for instant action if a call should 
come for it- Every rood of the way was as full of unseen 
danger as if laid over mines. They might pass in safety; 
they might any moment be cut down by ten score against two. 
From every hanging scarp of rugged rock a storm of musket* 
bulls might pour; from every screen of wild-fig foliage a 
shower of lanoes might whistle through the air ; from ev('ry 
darkling grove of fir-trees an Arab band might spring and 
swoop on them ; — but the knowledge scarcely recurred to the 
one save to make him shake his sword more at loose for quick 
disengagement, and only made the sunny blue eyes of the 
other sparkle with a vivid and longing zest. 

The night grew very chill as it wore on ; the north wind 
rose, rushing against them with a force and icy touch that 
seemed to freeze their bones to the marrow after the heat of 
tire day and the sun that had scorched them so long. There 
was no regular road ; they went across the country, their way 
sometimes leading over level land, over which they swept like 
lightning, great plains succeeding one anotlior with wearisome 
monotony ; sometimes, on the contrary, lying through ravines, 
and defiles, and gloomy woods, and broken hilly spaces, where 
rent bare rocks w^ere thrown on one another in gigantic con- 
fusion, and the fantastic shapes of the wild fig and the dwarf 
palm gathered a hideous grotesqueness in the darkness. For 
there was no moon, and the stars wore often hidden by the 
storm-rack of leaden clouds that drifted over the sky ; and 
the only sound they lieard was the cry of the jackal, or the 
shriek of the night bird, and now and then the sound of 
shallow water-courses, where the parched beds of hidden 
brooks had been filled b}- the autumnal rain. 

The first five-and -twenty miles passed without interruption, 
and the horses laid well and warmly to their work. They 
halted to rest and bait the beasts in a rocky hollow, sheltered 
from the blasts of the hise^ and green with short sweet grass, 
sprung up afresh after the summer drought. 

Do you ever think of //m, sir?” said lluke, softly, with 
a lingering love iu his voice, as he stroked the grays and 
tethered thorn. 

Of whom?” 

I , *^Of the £ing, sir. If he’s alive, he's getting a rare old 

.^erse'iiow*' 
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** Think of him I I wish I did not, Baka.^* 

“ Wouldn’t you like to see him agen, sir P” 

** What folly to ask ! You know-—” 

“ Yes, sir, I know,” said Rake, slowly. And I know-* 
leastways I picked it out of a old paper— that your elder 
brother died, sir, like the old lord, aud Mr. Berk.’s got l,ho 
title.” 

Rake had longed and pined for an opportunity to dare say 
this thing which he had learned, and which ho could not tell 
whether or no Cecil knew likewise. Hia eyes looked with, 
straining eagerness through the gloom into his inaater's ; he 
was uncertain how hia words would be taken. To his bitter 
disappointment, Cecil’s face showed no change, no wonder. 

I have heard that,” he said, calmly — as calmly as though 
the news had no bearing on his fortunes, but was some 
stranger’s Kistoryl 

Well, sir, but he ain*t the lord ? ” pleaded Rake, pas- 
sionately. ** He won’t never bo while you’re living, sir 
** Oh yea, he is ! I am dead, you know.” 

** But he won't , sir ! ” reiterated Rake. '' You’re Lord 
Royalliou if ever there was a Lord Royallieu, and if ever 
there will be one.” ' 

You mistake. An outlaw has no civil rights, and can 
claim none.” 

The man looked very wistfully at him; all these years 
through he had never learned why his master was thus 
** dead ” in Africa, and he had too loyal a love and faith ever 
to ask, or ever to doubt hut that Cecil was the wronged and 
not the wrong -doer. 

''You ain’t a outlaw, sir,” he muttered. ** You could talte 
the title if you would.” 

** Oh no ! 1 left England under a criminal riiorge ; 1 
should have to disprove that before I could inherit.” 

Rake omshed bitter oaths into muttered word$ as he heard. 
** You oould disprove it, sir, of course, right and away, if 
you chose.” 

No ; or I should not have come here. Let us leave the 
subject. It was settled lon^ ago. My brother is Lord Royal- 
lieu. I would not disturb him, if’ I had the power, and I have 
not it. Look, the horses are taking well to thrir feed^’* 

Bake asked him no more ; he had never had a harsh word 
from Cecil in their lives; but he knew him too well foraU 
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that to veil tit re to press on lum a question thus*fimly put 
aside. But Jiis heart ached sorely ior his master ; he woukr 
so gladly have seen *Hhe king among his own again/' and 
would have striven for the restoration as strenuously as ever 
a Oavfdier strove for the White Rose ; and he sat in silence, 
per] )1 eyed and ill satisfied, under the shelter of the rock, witli 
llh* great, diin, desolate African landscape strt'tehing before 
liim, \vith here and there a gleam of liglit upon it when the 
wind swept tlio clouds apart. His volatile speech was chilled, 
and his liiioyant spirits were checked. That (.’ceil was justly 
outlawed he would have thought it the foulf^st treason to 
l)eli(‘ve for one instant; yet he felt that lie might as soon seek 
to M’rench up the great stones above him from their base af 
seek to change the resolution of this man, \vhom he had once 
ktiown pliant as a reed and careless as a child. 

They w(*n' before long in saddle again and off, flic country 
growing W’ildcr at ('ach stride the hornes took. 

‘^It U all alive with Arabs for tbe next ton blagues/* said 
Cecil, as ho Fettled himsell* in his saddle. They have come 
northward and be'eii sw'oeping the country like a locust-sw^arin, 
and we shall blunder on some of them sooner or later. If tlu^y 
cut me do^Yn, don't wmit, but slash iny sabre tache loose and 
ride off with it." 

‘^All right, sir," said Rake, obediently ; but he thought 
to himself, Leave you alone wdlh them demons? Damn 
me if I wdll." 

And away they went once more, in speed and in sileiiee, 
the darkness of full night closing in on thorn, ihe skies being 
black 'with the heavy drill of rising storm -clouds. 

Meantime Cigarette w^as feasting with the officers of his 
regiment. The dinner was the best that the camp-scullions 
could furnish in honor of tlie two or three illustiious tourists 
who were on a visit to the head^quarters of the Algerian 
Army; and tlic Little One, the heroine of Zaraiia, and the 
toast of every mess tlrroughout Algeria, was as indispensable 
as the champagnes. Hot that she was altogether herself to- 
night; she wuis feverish, she was bitter, she was full of 
stinging ironies; but that delicious gaiety, like a kitten's 
pla 3 % was gone from her, and its place, for the firet time is 
her life, wtis supplied by unreal and heotio excitation, la 
truth, while she laughed, and coquetted, and fenced with the 
l||ight tw'o-edged blade of her wit, and tossed down the wines 
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mto her littlg throat like a trooper, she was thinking nothing 
at all of what was around her, and very little of what she 
said or she did. She was tliinking of the starless night out 
yonder, of the bl<ia3< avid country, of the great, dim, measure- 
less plains ; of one who was j)assiiig through tixem all, and 
one who might never return. 

It was tlic first time that the absent had ever troubled ht'r 
present; it was the first time that ever tliis foolisli, senseless, 
haunting, unconquerable foiu* for another ]\ad aiJ])rouchedher: 
fear ! — she bad iu?vor known it for herself, why blunild she feel 
it now for liiin? — a man whose lips had touched her own iis 
liglitl}", as mdifferently. ns they might have touched the loaves 
of a rose or the curls of a dog ! 

She felt lier face burn wuth the flush of a keen, unbearable, 
passionate shame. Men by the scorti had wooed her love, to 
be flouital with tlie insouciant inistdiief of her coquetry, and 
forgotton to-inori'ow if they wore shot to-day ; and now he***- 
he whoso candcss, calm caress would make her Iteurt vibrate 
and her limbs tremble with an emotion sln^ had never known 
— he valued her love so little that ho ncv(‘r cv(m know that he 
had roused it ! To the proud young warrior of I'vanco a greater 
degradation, a deadlier huiniliatioa, Ihiiu this could not have 
conic to her. 

Yot she was true a« fitcfl to him; true with the strong and 
loyal fealty that is inborn with B\ich natures as hers. To 
have betrayed what he liad trusted to lior, because she was 
neglected and wounded by him, would have b(*oii a feminine 
baseness of which the soldier-like soul of Cigarette would 
have been totally incapable. Her revenge miglit bo fierce, 
and rapid, and sure, like the revenge of a soldier; but it 
could never bo stealing and traitorous, and never like the 
revenge of a woman, 

Kot a word escaped her that could have given a duo to the 
secret with which ho had involuntarily weighted her^ she only 
studied with interest and keenness the face and the words of 
this man whom he had loved, and from whom he had fled as 
criminals flee from their accusers. 

** What is your name,? she asked him, onrtly, in one. of 
the pauses of the amorous and witty nonsense that eiroulatea 
in the tent in w'hich the ofiScers of Chasseurs were entertain 
iughitn. 

" lYeii — some call me Seruph.” 
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Ah. ! you have pet its norm then in Albion ! I should 
have thought she was too sombre and too stiff for them. 
Besides ? 

‘‘Lyonnesse.” 

Whut a droll name ! What are you ? ** 
soldier.” 

^ ' Good ! What grade ? ” 

A Colonel of Guards.” 

Cigurotte gave a little whistle to herself ; she remembered 
that a Marshal of Prance had once said of a ceitim CMi.isscnr, 

Jle has the seat of tlie English Guards.” 

“My pretty catechibt, M. le Due does not toll you his 
title,” cried ono of the oflieeis. 

Cigarette intorrupied him with a toss of her head. 

‘*Ouf! Titles are nothing to mo. I am a child of the 
People, fio }ou are a Duke, are yon, M. le Scrhph ? AVell, 
that is not much, to my thinking, Jlali ! theie is Pialin in ide 
a Duke in Palis, and there are aristocrats hcTe wealing ]>ii- 
. vatos* uniforms, and littering down their own horses. Ikili ! 
Hav(‘ you that sort of thing in Albion ? ” 

** Attorneys thioiied on high, and gentlemen glad to sweep 
crossings ? Oh yes ! ” laughed her interlocutor. ‘'But you 
speak of aristocrats in your ranks — that remuids me. Have 
you not in this corps a soldier called fiouis Victor ? ” 

He had turned as he Bt»oke to one of the officers who an- 
swered him in the affirmative ; while Cig irctte listened with 
oU her curiosity and all lier interest, that needed a deeper 
name, heightened and tight-strung. 

“A fine fellow,” continued the Chef d' Escadron to yrhom 
he had appealed. “ He beliaved maguiliceiitly the other day 
at Zaraila ; he must be distinguished lor it. He is just sent 
on u perilous errand, but though so cjuict he is a croc-m'itaine^ 
and woe to the Arabs who slay him ! Are you acquainted 
with him?” 

“Not in the least. But I wished to hear all I could of 
him, I have been told he seems above his present position. 
Is it so ? ” 

“ Likely enough, monsieur, he seems a gentleman. But 
then we have many gentlemen in the ranks, and we can 
make no difference for that. Cigarette can tell you more 
of him ; she used to complain that he bowed like a^Court 
^amborkiA.” 
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did I cried Cigoretic, Uito instant irony 
because pained and irritated by being appealed to on the Bub-- 
ject. ** And, of course, when bo many of his officers have the 
manners of Pyrenean bears, it is a little awkward for lum to 
bring us the manners of a Palace ! ** 

Which effectually chastised the Chef d’Escadron, Who W'as 
one of those who had a toil de garnuon of the roughest, and 
piqued himself on his powers of fence much more than on his 
habits of delicacy. 

“ Has this Victor any history ? ” asked the Ihiglish 
Duke. 

‘‘He has written one with his sword; a fine one,** said 
Cigarette, curtly. “We are not given hero to care much 
about any other.** 

“Quito right; I asked because a friend of mine who had 
seen his cai-vings wished to serve him if it were possible ; 
and—** 

“Ho! That is Miladi, I suppose?’* Cigarette’s eyes 
Hashed fire instantly, in wrath and sus[)icion. “What did 
slio tell you about him, la hello dedaigneme? ** 

“1 am ignorant of whom you speak,” ho answered, with 
Boinethiug of surprise and annoyance. 

“Arc you?” said Cigarette, in derision. “I doubt that*,, 
Of whom should I speak but of her ? Bab ! She insulted'^ 
him, she offered him gold, she sent my men the spoils of her 
table, as if they were paupers, and he tliinks it all divine 
because it is done by Madame la Princesse Corona d* Amagiie ! 
J’^augh! when he was delirious, the other night, he could 
babble of nothing but of her — of her — of her ! ” 

The jealous, fiery impatience in her vanquished every 
other thought ; she was a child in much, she w^as untutored 
in all ; she had no thought that by her scornful vituperation 
of “ Miladi ” she could either harm Cecil or betray herself* 
But she was amazed to see the English guest. ybange color 
with a haughty anger that he strove to subdue as be hajf 
rose and answered her with an accent in his voice that 
reminded her — she knew not why — of Bel-a-faire-peur end ^ 
Marquise. • 

“Madame la Princesse Corona d* Amagiie is taf mtjeT\ 
whyldo you venture to couple the name of this Chasseur witl 
hers?” 

eSgare sprang to her feet, vivacious, imperioUB, rocklessi 
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vy the mere fact of being publicly 


dared to anyibing 

**^^^Par(lieu insult to couple the silver ])hGasant with 

the Prance ? — a pretty idea, truly ! 8o she is your 

sisK* Miladi? Well, then, tell her from me to 

twice before she outrages a soldier with ^ patronage ; ’ 
and tell her, too, that had I been he I would have ground 
my ivoiy toys into powder before I would have lot them 
become the playthings of a grande dame who tendered me 
gold for them ! ” 

The Englishman looked at her with astonishiTUiiit that 
was mingled with a vivid senpc of intemse annoyance and 
irritated jn’idc, that the name he cherished closest should he 
thus brought in, at a camp dinner, on the lips of a vivundi^re 
and in connection with a troopcT of Chasseurs. 

do not nnderstatul your indignation, mademoisidlo,^* 
he said, with an impatient sti’oke to his beard. There is 
no occasion for it. Madame Corona d’Amagiio, my sister,’’ 
ho continued, to the olH(5er8 present, became accidentally 
acquainted with the skill at sculpture of this Corporal of 
yours; he appeared to her a man of much refinement and 
good breeding. She chanced to name him to me, and feeling 
some pity ” 

le Due!” cried the ringing voice of Cigarette, loud 
and startling as a bugle-note, while she stood like a little 
lioness, flushed with the draughts of champagne and with tlui 
warmth of wrath at once jealous and generous, ‘^keep your 
cottipaseion until it is asked of you. No soldier of Prance 
needs it; that I promise you. I know this man that you 
tdk of * pitying.’ Well, I saw him at Zaraila three weeks 
ago ; he had drawn up his men to die with’ them rather than 
surrender and yield up the guidon ; I dragged him half dead, 
when the field was won, from under his horse, and his first 
conscious act was to give the diink that I brought him to a 
wretch who had thieved from him. Our life here is hell 
upon earth to such as he, yet none ever heard a lament 
wrung out of him; ho is gone to the chances of death 
to-night as most men go to their mistresses’ kisses : he is a 
soldier Napoleon would have honoured. Such an one is not 
to ^httvo the patronage of a Miladi Corona, nor. the pit||of a 
lir^ger of England. Let the first respect him ; let the last 
laoitate him.” 
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And Cigarette, having pronounced her defence and her 
eulogy with the vibrating eloquence of acme orator iVom a 
tribune, threw her champagne goblet down with a crash, and, 
breaking through the arms outstretched to detain her, forced 
her way out despite them, and leit her hosts alono^ ilf their 
lighted tent. 

** C'efit Cigarette said the Chef d'Escadron, with a shrug 
of his shoulders, as of one who explained, by that scntancO, a 
whole world of irreclaimable eccentricili^^s. 

“ A strange little Amazon! said their guest. “ Is she in 
love with this Victor, that I have oflbndod her so much with 
his imme 

The Major shrtigg(‘d his shoulders. 

I don’t know that, monsieur,’^ answered %no. She 
will fhdbnd ft, man' in Ids absence, and ruto Idm to his face 
most soundly. Cigarette whirls about like a little paper 
windmill, just as the breeze blows; but, as » the windmill 
never leaves its stick, so she is always constant to the 
Tricolor.” 

Tljeir guest said little more on the subject; in his own 
thoughts he was utterly reseniful that, by the mention , of 
this Chasseur’s fortunes, he should have brought in the 
he loved so well — the purest, fairest, haughtiest namO fa 
Elurope — into a discussion with a vivandiire at a camp 
dinner. 

Chdteauroy, throughout, had said nothing; he had listened 
in silence, the darkness lowering still more heavily upon Ids 
swiu'tliy features;, only now ho opened his, lips for a few 
brief words : 

** Mon cher Due, tell Madame not to waste the rare balm 
of her pity. The fellow you inquire for was an outcast and 
an outlaw when he came to us. He fights well — it is often a 
Idackguard’s virtue I ” 

His guest nodded, and changed the subject; his impatience 
and aversion at tb(i introduction of his sistea^a name intd ike 
discussion made him drop the themo utipuTsued, and let it 
die out forgotten. 

Vexietia Corona assfcciated with an Algerian trooper ! If 
Cigarette had been of his own sex, he could have dashed the 
wMte teeth dbwn her throat for having spolceh of the two in 
one breath. 

And as, later on, he stretched his gallant lithba oat on hk 
t 
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nanovv camp palliasse, tired with a loug in saddle under 
the hot Afiican sun, the Seraph fell acdeep with his right arm 
under his handsome golden head, and thought no more of this 
unknown French trooper. * 

But Cigarette remained wakeM. 

Slie lay curled up in the straw against her pet horse, 
Etoile Filante, with her head on the beast^s glossy flank and 
her hand among his mane. She often slept thus in camp, 
and the horse would lie still and cramped for hours rather 
than awaken her, or, if he rose, would take the most watchful 
heed to leave unharmed the slender limbs, the flushed 
cheeks, the frank fair brow of the sleeper beneath him, that 
one stroke of his hoof could have stamped out into a bruised 
and sbapeleil mass. 

To-night Etoile Filante slept, and his mistresa was awake 
—wide awake, with her eyes looking out into the darkness 
beyond, with a passionate mist of unshed tears in them, 
and her mouth quivering with pain and with wrath. The 
vehement excitation had not died away in her, but there had 
come with it a dull, spiritless, aching depression. It had 
roused her to fury to hear the reference to her rival spoken — 
of that aristocrat whoso name had been on Cccirs lips when 
he had been delirious. She had kept his secret loyally, she 
had defended him vehemently; there was something that 
touched her to the core in the thought of the love with which 
he had recognized this friend who, in ignorance, spoke of 
him as of some unknown French soldier. She could not tell 
what the history was, but she could divine nearly enough to 
feel its pathos and its pain. She had known, in her short 
life, more of men and of their passions and of their fortunes 
than many lives of half a century in length can ever do ; she 
could guess, nearly enough to be wounded with its sorrow, 
the past which had exiled the man who had kept by him his 
lost mother^s ring as the sole relic of years to which he was 
dead as utterly as though he were lying in his coffin. Ifo 
matter what the precise reason was — women, or debt, or 
accident, or ruin — ^these two, who had been familiar comrades, 
were now as strangers to each other; the one slumbered is 
ignorance near her, the other had gone out to the close peri] 

i death, lest the eyes of his friend aheuld recognize his &ce 
d read his secret. It troubled her, it weighed cm her, it 
i^te her with a pimg. It might be that now, even now— 
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this very moment, while her gaze the dusky shadows 

of the night chose one another along the dreary plains — a 
shot might have struck down this life Uiat had been stripped 
of name and fame and country; even now all be over I 

And Cigarette felt a cold sickly shudder seke her that 
never before, at death or danger, had chilled the ivarm swift 
current of her bright Erenoh blood. In bitter seem at 
herself, she muttered hot oaths between her pretty teeth. " 

Mir0 de l>ieu ! he had touched her lips as carelessly as her 
own kiss would have touched the rosc-hued waxen petak 
of a cluster of oleander-blossoms ; and she cared for him 
still! 

While the Seraph slept dreamlessly, with the tents of the 
Erench camp around him, and the sleepless eyes of Cigarette 
watched afar off the dim distant forms of the videttes as they 
circled slowly round at their outpost duty, eight leagues off, 
through a vast desert of shadow and silence the two horsemen 
swept swiftly on. Not a word had passed between them; 
they rode close together in "unbroken stillness; they were 
aciucely visible to each other, for there was no moon, and 
stonn-clouda obscured the skies. Now and then their horses* 
hoofs struck fire from a flint-stone, and the flash sparkM^ 
through the darkness ; often not even the sound of their gall(^ 
was audible on the gray, dry, loose soil. 

Every rood of the road was sowu thick with peril ; no 
frowning ledge of rock, with pine-roots in its clefts, but might 
serve as the barricade behind which some foo lurked ; no knot 
of cypress-shrubs, black even on that black sheet of shadow, 
but might be pierced with the steel tubes of levelled waiting 
muskets. 

Pillaging, burning, devastating wherever they could, in 
what was to them a holy war of resistance to the infidel and 
the invader, the predatory tribes had broken out into a 
which the rout of Zaraila, heavy blow though, it had ^ 
them, bad by no means ended. They were stilly 
infesting the country everywhere southward, defying rsgu^ 
pursuit, impervious to regular attacks, carrying on 
sing guerilla warfare nt which they were such 
causing thus to their Erankish foe more irritati^\ ^ ^m0^c 
loss than dedsive engagements would have producWi,,v 
feared nothing, bad nothing to lose, and oquM subsiat'je^oH* 
upo^i nothing. They might be driyen the de?^, 
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Ulight eyen be exteiminated aftet long pursuit; but they 
would never be vanquished. And they were scattered now 
fa? and wide over the country; every cave might shelter, 
every ravine might inclose them; they appeared here, they 
appeared there ; they swooped down on a convoy, they carried 
sword and flame into a settlement, they darted like a flight of 
luiwdcs upon a foraging -party, they picked off any vidette as 
be wheeled his horse round in the moonlight; and every yard 
of the sixty miles which the two gray chargers of the Chas 
sours d’Afrique must cover ere their service w'as done, wl> ii'? 
rife w'itli death as though its course lay over the volcanic line 
of an earthquake or a hollow mined and sprung. 

They had reached the centre of the plain when the sound 
they had long looked for rang on thoir ears, piercing the 
heavy breathless stillness of the night. It W'as the Allah-il- 
Allah of tiu'ir foes, the war-cry of the Moslem. Out of the 
gloom — whether from long jmrsuit or some near hiding-place 
they could not tell — there broke suddenly upon them the fury 
of an Arab onslaught. In the darkness all they could see 
were the flash of steel, the flame of fierce eyes against tjieir 
own, the white steam of smoking horses, the spray of froth 
flung off the snorting nostrils, the rapid glitter of the curved 
flissas — whether two, or twenty, or twice a hundred were 
upon them they could not know — thej' never did know. All 
of which they were conscious was that in an instant, from 
iho tranquil melancholy around them of the great, dim, naked 
space, they were plunged into the din, the fury, the heat, the 
close, crushing, horrible entanglement of conflict, without the 
power to perceive or to number their foes, and only able to 
follow the sheer simple instincts of attack and of defence. All 
tliey wore sensible of was one of those confused moments, 
deafening, blinding, filled with violence and rage and din — 
an eternity in serablaneo, a second in duration — that can 
never be traced, never be recalled, yet in whose feverish ex- 
citement men do that Avliich, in tlieir calmer hours, would 
look to them a fable of some Amadis of Gaul. 

How they were attacked, how they resisted, how they 
struck-, how they were encompassed, ihow they thrust back 
those who were hurled on them in the black night* with the 
north sea-wind like ice upon their faces, and the loose African 
ipil drifting up in clouds of sand around them, they could 
jfever have told. Nor how thev strained free from the armed 
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n«g that clr<3led them, and beat aside^ the ehafta of lanees and 
ihe blades of swords, aud forced their ohargors to hroast 

against the fence of steel, and through the tempoet of rage, 
and blows, and shouts, and wind, and driren sand, cnt their 
way through the foe whose very face they acaroO eou]d see, 
ami plunged away into the shadows across the desolatian of 
the plain, pursued, whether by one or by a thousand they 
could not guess ; for the gallop was noiseless on the powd^cl 
soil, and the Arab yell of bjiflied passiou and slaughterouB luat 
w’as half drowned in the rising of the wind-storm. Had it 
been day, tljcy would have seen their passage across the ioval 
i.able-land traced by a crimson stream upon the sand, in which 
the blood of Frank and Arab blended equally. 

As it was, they dashed headlong down through the dark- 
ness Unit grew yet denser and blacker as the storm rose. For 
miles the ground was level before them, and they hod only to 
let the halt-maddened horses, that had as by a miracle escaped 
all injury, rush on at their own will through the whirl of 
the -wind that drove the dust upward in spiral columns and 
hrgught icy breaths of the north over the sear, sunburjat, 
southern wastes. 

For a long space they had no sense but that of rapid eeaso” 
less motion through the thick gloom and against the presauro 
of the violent blasts. The speed of their gallop and the 
strength of the currents of air were like some narcotic that 
drowned and that dizzied perception. In the intense dark- 
ness neither could see, neither hear, the other ; the instinct of 
the bedsts kept them together, but no word could be heard 
above the roar of the storm, and no light broke the sombre 
veil of shadow through which they passed as fast as leopards 
course through the night. The first faint streak of dawn 
grew gray in the cast wlien Ckcil felt his chargor stagger and 
sway beneath him, and halt, worn out and (piiveriug in every 
sinew wth fatigue. He threw himself oif the animal in time 
to save himself from falling with it as it reeled* and saxpk to 
the ground. 

** Alassena cannot stir another yard,” he said. Po you 
diink they follow us sljill?” 

There was no reply. 

He strained his sight to pierce the darkness, but ha 
distinguish nothing $ the , gloom was still too deep. ^ spokt 
more loadly ; still there was no reply. Then he raised h«l 

« a 2 
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voice in a shout ; it rang through the silence, and, when it 
cecUied, the silence reigned again. 

A deadly chill came on him. How had he missed hiff 
comrade? They must be far apart, he knew, since no re* 
sponse was given to his summons; or— the alternative ro»7 
before him with a terrible foreboding. 

That intense quiet had a repose as of death in it, a ghastly 
loneliness that seemed filled with desolation. His horse was 
stretched before him on the sand, powerless to rise and drag 
itself a rood onward, and fast expiring. From the plains 
around him not a sound came, either of friend or foe. The 
consciousness that he was alone, that he had lost for ever the 
only friend left to him, struck on him with that conviction 
which so often foreruns the assurance of calamity. Without 
a moment’s pause, lie j^longed back in the direction he had 
come, leaving the chargor on the ground to pant its life out 
as it must, and sought to feel his way along, so as to seek as 
best he could the companion he had deserted. He still could 
not see a rood before him, but he went on slowly, with some 
vague hope that he should ere long reach the man whom#he 
knew death or the fatality of accident alone would keep from 
his side. He could not feel or hear anything that gave him 
tho slightest sign or clue to aid his search ; he only wandered 
farther from his horse, and risked falling afresh into tho hands 
of his pursuers ; ho shouted again 'with all his strength, but 
his own voice alotio echoed over the plains, while his heart 
stood still with tlie same frozen dread that a man feels when, 
wrecked on some baiTen shore, his cry for rescue rings back 
on his own ear over the waste of waters. 

The flicker of the dawn was growing lighter in the sky, 
and he could see dimly now, as in some winter day^s dark 
twilight, though all around him hung tho leaden mist, with 
the wild winds driving furiously. It was with difficulty 
almost that he kept his feet against their force ; but he was 
blown onward by their current, though beaten from side to 
sido, and he still made his way forward. He had repassed 
the ground already traversed by some hundred yards or more, 
which seemed tlie length of many milds in the hurricane that 
.was driving over the earth and sky, when some outline still 
duskier than the dusky shadow caught his Sight; it was the 
hodj of a horse, standing on guard over the foUeA body of 
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Anothermomeut aad lio was beside thein. 

My God ! Are you hurt ? ” 

He could see nothing but an indistinct and sjtopdelss mass^ 
without form or color, to mark it out from th^ blooding gloom 
and from the leaden earth. But the voice he knejr so well 
answered him -w’ith the old love and fealty in it ; eag^r with 
tear for him. 

When did 3 ’^ou miss me, sir ? I didn’t moan you to kttdw 
I held on as long as I could ; and when I couldn’t no longer, 1 
thought 3 »’ou was safe not to see I’d knocked over, so dork SS 
it was.” 

Great Heavens ! You are hurt, then ? ” 

” Just finished, sir. Lord ! it don’t matter. Only you ride 
on, Mr. Cecil; ride on, I say. Don’t mind m«.” 

** Whatsis it? When were struck? 0 Heaven! I 
never dreamt ” 

Cecil hiifig over him, striving in vain through the shadows 
to read the truth from the face on w'hich he folt by instinct 
the seal of death was set. 

I never meant you should know, sir. I meant just to 
drop behind, and die on the quiet. Yon sec, sir, it was just 
this way ; they hit me as we forced through them. Theresa 
the lance-head in my loins now. I pressed it in hard, and 
kept the blood from flowing, and thought I should hold out so 
till the sun rose. But I couldn’t do it so long ; I got sick aud 
faint after a while, and I knew well enough it was death. So 
I dropped down while I’d sense left to check the horse and get 
out of saddle in silence. I hoped you wouldn’t miss me, in the 
darkness and the noise the wind was making ; and you didn’t 
hear me then, sir ; I was glad.” 

His voice was chocked in a quick gasping breath ; his only 
thought had been to lie down and die in solitude so that his 
master might be saved. 

A great sob shook Cecil as he heard; no false hope came to 
him ; he felt that this man was lost to him for eyer, that this 
was the sole recompense which the cruelty of Afdca ^ould 
give to a fidelity passing the fidelity of woman ; these tiinroes 
of dissolution the onlv payment with which fate wotdd .ever 
requite a loyalty thax had held no travail weary, no exile pain, 
and no danger worthy counting, so long as they wete enceun.- 
tered apd endured in his own service. . / 

Don’t take on about it, sir/’ whispered 
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raisfl his head that he iniglrfc strain his eyes better fliroiigh the 
gloom to see his mastcT^s face. It was sure to come some 
time; and 1 ain’t in no pain — to speak of. l>o leave me, Mr. 
Ceeil — leave me, for God’s sake, and save yourself I ” 

Did you leave mo ? ” 

The answer was very low, and his voice shook as he uttered 
it; blit through the roar of the humcane Ituke heard it. 

That was different, sir/^ ho said, Niniply. Let me lie 
here, and go you on. it’ll soon ho over, and there’s nauglit 
to be done.” 

0 God I is no help possible ? *’ 

** Don’t take on, sir ; it’s no odds. I allays was a scamp, 
and Boami)8 die game, you know, ily lih^’s hcou a rare spree, 
count it all and all; and it’s a great goial Ihlng, y-ou see, sir, 
to go off quick like Ihis. 1 iniglifc have* beeu laid yi hus]>iral. 
If you’d only take tlio beast jiiid ride on. sir ” 

*‘Hush! hush! W^ould y'ou make me coward, or hruLe, 
or l)oth ? ” 

The words broke in an agony from him. The time lind 
been when ho hud been himsedf Ftrotcln^d in what lie had 
thought was death, in just such silence, in just such solitude, 
U])on the bare baked earth, far from nu n’s aid, and near only 
to the hungry eyes of watching beasts of prey. Then he hail 
been very calm, and waited with indifference for tlie end ; now 
his eyes swept over the remorsi'Je.^^s wastes, tliat wito growing 
faintly visible under the coming diuvn, with all the impa- 
tience, tho terror, of dcs])air. Death had smilU‘u down many 
Upside liiirij buoyant youth and dauntless manhood ho hud 
seen a lliousund linu'S swept undt'r tlio great waves of 
and lost for ever; hut it had an anguish for him hero that ho 
would never have known had he felt his own life-blood well 
out over tho sand. The whole cxistincn of this man had 
been sacrificed for him, and its only reward was a thrust of n 
ianco in a midnight fray* — a grave in an alien soil. 

His grief fell dully on ears half deafened already to the 
<ottnds of the living world. The exhaustion that follows on 
great loss of blood was upon the soldier who for the last half 
iiOttr had lain there in the darkness anc^ the stillness, quietly 
waiting death, and not Once seeking even to raise his voico 
ter su^^eor lest the cry should reach and should imperil his 

T'h#mmming had broken now, but the storm had not lulled. 
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I’he northern winds were sweeping OTer the plains in ttailold 
rioleuce, and the rains burst and poured, with the fury of 
water-spouts on the crust of the porohed, cracked eartlu 
Around them there was notliing heard or seen except the 
leaden angry mists, tossed to and fro under the hurricane, and 
the white light of the coming day breaking lividly through 
the clouds. The world held no i)lace of more utter dcsolatiou, 
more unspeakablo loneliness ; and in its misery, Cocil, flung 
down upon the sands beside him, could do noUn’ng except— 
helpless to aid, rind powerless to save — watch the last breath 
grow feeble r and feebler, until it faded out from the only life 
that had bi'cu 1‘aithful to him. 

Ji)" the fitful gleams of day ho could see the blood slowly 
ebbing out from the great gup where the laiict^hcud was still 
biidded with its ^yoolie^l shaft enripjied in two; he could see 
the drooped liead that he had i\iisocl upon his knee, wiili the 
yellow northern curls that no desert suns had darkened; and 
Kake’vS eyes, smiling so biiglitly and so bravely still, looked 
up from under tluur \s'caiy lids to his. 

never lei you take luy hand before, sir; just take it 
once HOW" — will you V — wbib; 1 can sec you still/' 

Their hands met as ho asked it, and held each other close 
and long; all the loyal service of the one life, and all the 
speechless grutitude of the other, told better tliun by all words 
ill that one farewell. 

A light that was not from the stormy dusky morning shone 
over the soldier's face. 

Time was, sir," he said, witJi a smile, wdien I used to 
think as hoAV, some day or another, wdien I slujuld have dotio 
something great and grand, and you was back among your 
owu again, and they hero had given me the Cross, 1 'd have 
asked you to have done that before all the Arm}’, and just to 
have said to 'eiu, if so you 'd liked, ‘ lie was a scamj), and ho 
wasn't thouglit good for naught; but he kep' true to mo, and 
^ you see it made him go straight, and I aren't ashamed to cali 
him my friend.' 1 used to think that, sir, though 'twas silly, 
perhaps. But it's best as it is — a deal best, no doubt If you 

was only back safe mf&.Tap " 

0 God ! cc/ase I 1 am not worthy one thought of love 
like yours." 

“ Yes, you are, sir — leastways you was to me. When you 
took pity on me, it was just a toss up if I didn't go right to 
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the gallows. Don’t grieve that way, Mr. Cecil. * If T could 
just have seen you homo again in your place> I should have 
,been glad — that’s all. You’ll go back one day, sir; when 
you do, tell the King I ain^t never forgot him.” 

His voice grow faint as the last sentence stole from his 
-lip® ; hi» hj quite still, his head leant back against liis master ; 
and tlic day came, with the north winds driving over the 
plains, and the gray mists tossed by them to and fro like 
smoke. 

There was a long silence, a pause in which the wind-storm 
ceased, and the clouds of the loosed sands sunk. Alone, with 
the wastes stretching around them, wore the living and tho 
dying man, with the horse standing motionless bcw'iide them, 
and, above, the gloom of the sullen sky. No aid was pos- 
sible : they could but wait, in the stuj)C'iaction of despair, for 
ihe end of all to come. 

In that awAd stillness, in that sudden lull in the madness 
of the huiTirnnc, death had a horror which it never wore in 
the riot of tlic battlo-lield, in the intoxication of the slaughter. 
There was j^o pity in (!arth or heaven ; tho hard hot groui^d 
.nicked down its lill of blood ; the icy air enwrapped them 
like K shroud. 

Tho lailhluliicss of love, the strength of pfi’atitude, were of 
no avail ; the one perished in agony, the other was powerless 
to save. 

In that momentary hush, as the winds sank low, tho heavy 
eyes, half sightless now, sought with their old wistful dog- 
like loyalty the face to which so soon they would be blind for 
ever. 

“ Would you tell me once, sir — now? I never asked — 1 
never would have done — but may be I might know in this 
last minute ; you never sinned that sin you bear the charge 
on P ” 

“God is my witness, no.” 

Tho light, that was like sunlight, shone once more in the 
aching, wandering eyes. 

“ 1 knew, I knew I It was—” 

Cecil bowed his head over him, loweaand lower. 

“ Hush I He was but a child ; and 1 ” 

With a sudden and swift motion, as though new life were 
thrilling in him, Rake raised himself erect, his arms stretched 
r^twaiu to the cast, where the young day was brei^ing. • 
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“ I know; X knew ! /never donbfe4i 
to your own some day, and men shall loam the truth — tb^k 
God, thank God! 

Then, with that light still on his face, his bead fell back- 
ward j and with one quick, brief sigh his life fled out for ever, 

« « 

The time passed on; the storm had risen afresh; the vio* 
leiice of the gusts blew yellow sheds of sand whirling ^ovei 
the idains. Alone, with the dead across his knees, Cecil Sat 
motionless as though turned to stone. His eyes were dry and 
fix(id ; but ever and again a great tearless sob shook him &CMn 
head to foot. The only' life that linked him with the past^ 
the only lovo that had suffered all things for his sake, were 
gone, crushed out as though they never had been, like some 
ins(^ct trodden in the soil. 

He had lost all coiisciousncBS, all memory^ save of that lifo- 
leswS thing which lay^ across his knec.s, like a felled tree, like a 
broken log, with the glimmer of the tenqKistuous day so chill 
and wdiito upon the upturned face. 

He was alone on earth ; and the solitudes around him were 
not more desolate than his own fate. 

He w^as like a man numbed ami stupefied by intense cold; 
his veins seemed stagnant, and his sight could only see tiiose 
features that became so tcriibly serene, so fearfully unmoved 
with the dread calm of death. Yet the old mechanical in- 
stincts of a f'oldior guioed him still; he vaguely knew that 
his emind had to be done, must be done, let his licfirt ache aa 
it "would, let him long as he might to lie- down by the side of 
liis only friend, and leave tlie torture of life to grow stili in 
him also for evermore. 

Instinctively, he moved to carry out tlic duty trusted to 
him. He looked east and west, north and south; there was 
nothing in sight that could bring him aid ; there were only 
the dust-clouds hurled in billowrfi hither and thither by the 
bitter winds still blowing from the sea. All that could be 
none had to be done by himself alone. His own safety hung, 
on the swiftness of his flight ; for aught he know., at every 
moment, out of the nust and the driven sheets of sand then 
^here might rush the desert-horses of his foes. But this 
memory was not with him : all he thought of was that burden 
stretched across his limbs, which, laid down one hour hero 
unwatched, would be the prey of the jackal and the vultoie. 
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He raised it rcvcrontl}' in his arms, and ^nth loftg laborious 
effort drew its up across the saddle of the charter 

which stood waiting by, turning its docile eyes with 

A phuritivo woTidcriiig Badness on the body of the rider it had 
loved. TJien h(* inonntod himself; and witli the head of Ids 
lost c' 0 )jjr/i(lc boj7jc up upon his ann, and i-ostcd gently on his 
hr('as/, lie vodi) westwara over the great plain to where his 
missioii lay. 

’the liorso paced slowly beneath the double load of dead 
■ rnl living; he would not urge the creature faster on; every 
movement that shook the drooping limbs, or jarred the repose 
of that last slec^p, Bcemed desecration. }Ic passed the place 
where his own liorse was stretched: the vultures were already 
there. Ho siiuddt'rcMl ; and tlien lu-essod faster on, as though 
the beasts end birds of prey' w'ould rob liim of his burden ere 
ho could give it sarediniry. And so lio rode, mile after mile, 
over the barren land, with no coin]>aiiiou save tin; dead. 

The W'inds blew ticTeely in Ids teeth; the sand was in his 
ryes and liair: the w'ay wais long, and weary, and so\Vn tldek 
with darig(;r ; but ho knew of nothing, felt and saw nothing 
save ihat one familiar face so strangely (dningcd and traus- 
hgured by that glory with nhicli death hud touched it. 


ClI MTEll XXXL 

** JF. voes ACH^ri: votrk vu:/* 

Thus burdened, he made his way for ovfT two leagues. 
The huiTioauo never abated, and the blinding du d. rose around 
him in great 'waves. The horse fell lame ; he liad to dismount., 
and move slowly and paiiffully over the loose lieavy soil on 
foot, raising the drooping head of the lifeless rider. It was 
hitter, weary, cruel travail, of an intolerable labor, of on in- 
tolerable piiin. 

Once or twifje he grew sick and giddjL and lost for a moment 
all consciousness ; hut ho pressed onwtird, resolute not to yield 
and leave the vultures hovering alojl their pre/g. He was still 
somewhat weakened by the wounds of Zarailai he had been 
b£w»ed i^d exhausted by the skirmish of night? he 
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waft weary afid heart-broken; but he (lid imti yield to hia 
loziging to sink down on the sands, and l(jt his lit© ebb out; 
lie held patiently onward through the infinite misery o£ the 
l)afisage. At last he drew near the caravanserai where he had 
li*een directed to obtain a change of horses. It stood midway 
in the distance that he had to traverse, and almost alone when 
the face of the country changed, and wus more full of color, 
and more brokt'ii into l ocky and irregular surface. 

As a man walks in a dream, he led the sinking beast toward 
its shelter, as its irrt‘gular corner towers became dimly pcn’cep*' 
tible to him through the dizzy mists that had obscured hia 
sight. By sheer instinct lie found his route straight toward 
the oj)on arch of its entrance- way, and into the square court- 
yard thronged wdlh mules, and camels, and horses ; for lha 
caravanHorai iJiood on the odlj’’ road that led through that dis- 
trict to tile south, and was the only Ijouse of call for drovors, 
or sliclter for travell<?r and artists of Euro ])0 who might pasa 
that The groups in the court paused in tlieir cofiverso 

and in thoir ocenpationvS, and looked in awe at the gray 
chjirger with its strange burden, and live French Ohaasour 
who came so hlhidly forward like a man feeling liis passage 
liirough the dark. Tiierc was fi(unething in the sight that 
had a vague terror foi* them boforcj they clt arly saw what this 
thing was Avliicli was thus brought into their preseuc( 3 . Cecil 
moved slowly 011 into their midst, his hand on the horse’s 
rein ; iheii a great darkness covered his siglit ; lie swayed to 
and fro, and fell Hensolrss on the gray stone of the paved 
•jourt, while the muleteers and the curnel-drivers, the Kabyls 
fuul the Frencii, who were mingled there, crowded around 
Aim in fear and in wonder. AVlnui corn'cii>usiiess returned to 
liim, he was lying 011 a stone bench in the shadow of the wall, 
with the (iooliiess of the fountain water bubbling near, and a 
tliroiig of lean, bronzed, eager faces about him in the mid-day 
sunlight, which had broken through the wind-storm. 

Instantly he remembered all. 

‘‘ Where is he asked. 

They knew that he meant the dead man, and answered him 
in a hushed murmur oi many voices. They bad placed the 
body gently down within, in a darkened chamber. 

A sliiver passed over him; he strelchcd his Imud 
water that they held to him. ' ‘ 

Saddle me fresh horse ; I have my work to da**'/ 
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He knew that for no friendship, or grief, or suffering, or 
self-pity might a soldier pause by the wayside while his errand 
was still undone, Ms duty unfulfilled. 

He drank the water thirstily; then reeling slightly stil 
from the weakness that was still upon him, he, rose, rejecting 
their offers of aid. “ Take me to him,’* he said simply. They 
understood him ; there were h'renoh soldiers among them, and 
tlicy took him, without question or comment, across the court 
to the little square stone cell within one of the towers, where 
they had laid the corpse, with nothing to break the quiet and 
the solitude except the low, soft cooing of some doves that 
had their homes in its dark comers, and flew in and out at 
ploftSuSre through the oval aperture that soitgcI as window. 

He motioned them all back with his hand, and went into 
the gloom of the chamber alone. Hot one among them fob 
lowed. 

"When h(', came forth again the reckless and riotous fantaa^ 
Btm of Prance turned silently and reverentially away, so that 
they slujuld not look upon hi.s face. Por it was well known 
throughout the army that no common tie had bound together 
the exiles of England, and the fealty of comrade to comrade 
was sacred in their sight. 

The fresh animal, saddled, was held ready outside the gates. 
He crossed the court, moving still like a man without sen so 
of what ho did ; he had the instinct to cany out the mission 
trusted to him, instantly and accurately, but he had no 
distinct ])orception or memory of aught else save of those 
long-familiar leatures of which, ere he could return, the cruel 
sun of Africa would not have spared one trace. 

He passed under the shadow of the gateway arch — a 
shfidow black and intense again.st the golden light which, 
with the ceasing of the storm, flooded the land in the full 
morning. ^ There were movement, noise, change, haste in the 
entrance. Besides the arrival of the detachment of the line 
and a string of north-ward bound camels, the retinue of some 
travellers of rank was preparing for departure, and the 
resources of the liumble caravanserai were taxed beyond their 
powers. The name that some of the hurrying grooms shouted 
loudly ill their impatience broke tlu*oagh his stupor and 
ixjached him. It was that of the woman whom, howevei 
madly, he loved with all the strength of a passioai bom out of 
hopelessness. He turned to the outrider neatest him X 
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You are At* the f riaoess Coroaa^s suite ? What does slio 
do here 

Madame travels to see the country and the war.” 

The war P This is no place for her. The land is alive 
with danger — rife with death.*' 

Miladi travels with M. le Due, her brother. Miladi does 
not know what fear is." 

•‘But 

Tho remonstrance died on his lips; he stood gazing out 
from the gloom of the arch at a face close to him, on which 
the sun shone full, a faco unseen for twelve long years, and 
which, a moment before laughing and careless in the light, 
changed, and grow set, and rigid, and pale with tho pallor of 
an unutterable horror. His own flushed, and moved, and 
altered with^ yhoHy different emotion, — emotion that was, 
above all, of an intense and yearning tenderness. For a 
moment both stood motionless and spceeliless ; then, with a 
marvellous self-command and self-restraint, Cecil brought 
his hand to his brow in military salute, passed with tho 
irapassivoness of a soldier who passed a gentleman, reached 
bis chai'ger, and rode away upon his errand over the brown 
and level ground. 

He had known his brother in that fleeting glance, but he 
hoped that his brother would see no more iu him than a 
French trooper who bore resemblance by a strange hazard 
to one long believed to ho dead and gone. The instinct of 
generosity, tho instinct of self-sacrifice, moved him now as,' 
long ago one fatal night, they had moved him to bear the sin 
of his mother’s darling as his own. 

Full remorabraiice, full consideration of what he had done, 
never came to him as he dashed on across the many leagues 
that still lay between him and his goal. His one impulse 
had been to spare tho other from the knowledge that he 
lived; his one longing was to have the hardpess and the 
bitterness of his own hfe buried in the oblivioni of a soldieFs 
graye. 

Within six and thirty hours the instructions he bore were 
in the tent of the Clmf du Bataillon whom they were to 
direct, and he himself returned to the caravanserai to MU 
wiUi his own hand to the dead those last offices which he 
would delegate to none. It was night when he arrived ; all 
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^ i.sl'ill ttinl deserted. He inquired if pcrrty of tourist? 

gone ; tlH*y answ'cred him in the aftirmative ; there only 
romainc<l Uio (fidaoliment of the French infantry, which were 
bille^^ed tlicre for a while. 

It wa« in 11k>* coolness and the hush of the night, with the 
great stars shining clearly over the darknc:^^ of the plains, 
thiit flioy inacle the single grave, under ii leaning shelf oif 
roeh, with tlio sombre J.ms of a pine spread above it, and 
nothing near but the sleeping herds of goats. The sulleu 
echo of the soldiers* muskeU gave its only fnneral reqniimi ; 
and the young lamlm and kids in many a future spring-time 
would come and play, und browse, and Ptndeh their little 
tired limbs upon its sod, its sole watebers in the desolation of 
the plains. 

When all was over, and the startled fl(udvs )iad scdtled once 
again to rest and slnrrdxa', C?eeil still remained tiuTe alorj<‘. 
^i'hrown down ujkui the grave, he never moved as lioiir ufUT 
lioiir went by. To otliers that lonely a’ld \inm»liced tumh 
woiild be as nothing; only one among the thoii/and muika 
left on tho bosom of the violated earth hy the ravenous and 
savage lusts of w'ur. l^ut to him it hdd all that had bound 
Ijim to his lost youth, his lost country, his lost pi-ace ; all that 
had rmuained of tho years that wT-re gone, and weni now as a 
dream of the night. This man had followed him, cleaved to 
1dm, endured mist'ry and rejected honor for his sake; and all 
the recoTiipenso such a lilb received was to be etilUsl for evasr 
by a spoar-thrust of an unknown foe, unthanked, undistin- 
guished, unavenged ! It seemed to him like murder — murder 
with which his owm hand was .stained. 

The plow night hours passed; in the stillness that Imd 
succeeded to the storm of the past day there w'as not a sound 
<>xcept the bleating of the young goats straying from the 
herd. He lay j)ro8irate under the b!iu:k boughs of the pine • 
tho exhaustion of great fatigue w'as qu him ; a grief, atm to us 
remorcie, consumed him for the man who, following his t'aUj, 
had only found at the end a naraelesa and lonely grave in the 
land of his exile. 

He started wdth a thrill of almost superstitious fear as 
through tho silence ho Itcard a nam^ whispered— ^the name 

his childhood, of his past. 

i He sprang to his feet, and as he turned in the moonlight 
be saw once more hia brotberis &oe, pole as the fsee of 
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dead, and sirained with m agt>Bmng dread. Cozioealial||^ 
was no longer possible : the younger man knew that tlm 
elder lived ; knew it by a strange and irresistibk certain^- 
that needed no proof, that loit no place for hope car fear in 
its chill, leaden, merciless conviction. 

Por some moments neither spoke. A flood of innutnerablo 
memories choked thought or word in both. They know each 
other — all w;is said in that. 

Cecil was the tirst to break the silence. Ho moved nearer 
with M ra}>id movement, and his hand fell heavily on the 
other’s shoulder. 

** Have you lived stainlessly uncft f ** 

The question stern as the demand of a judge, IIi« 
brother shuddeved ben(‘ath this touch, and covered his fiicu 
witli Ids hiimlft. 

God is 7ny. w’ilness, yes ! But you — you — they said that 
you were dead ! ” 

« « # « # • 

Cocirs hand fell from his shoulder. There, was that in tho 
words which smote him more cruelly than any Arab sb^jal 
could have done ; there was the m ceiit of regret, 

1 am dead,’' be said simjdy, dead to tho world and 
you.'' 

He who bore the title of Royallien covered hia face. 

** How have you lived y ” be whispered hoarsely', 

** Honorably. Let that sullice. And you ?*' 

Tho other looked up at him with a piteous appeal — ^tho old 
tinioi'ous, terrified appeal that had been bo often setm on the 
lioy’s face, strangedy returning on the gracious and matua*c 
l»oaiity of the man. 

“ In honor too, I swear! That was my fii'st disgrace, and 
my last. You Iwro the we ight of my shame V Good God, 
wdmt can I say"? Such n»)bility, such snerifloe ” 

Ho would have Paul enough, more than enough, to satisfy 
(he one who hud lost all for his sake, hod there be^ boon once 
in his voice no fear, but only love. As it wns, that which 
he Ftili thought of was himsedf alone. While crashed with 
the weight of his brother's surpiissing gincrosity, bo still was 
fllled with only one tbenght that burm‘d through tho dark- 
ness of his bewildered horror, and that thought was hJs own 
jeopardy. Even in the very tot hours of his knowledge that 
tbe jaoa whom he bod believed dead lining, living arid 
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\»€oiing the burdun ot the guilt ho should have home, what 
ho was filled with was the imminence of his own peril. 

Cooil stood in silence looking at him. He saw the boyish 
loveliness he remeinhered so well altered iuto the stronger 
and fiiller beauty of the man. He saw that life had gone 
softly, smoothly, joyously, with this weak and femimne 
nature; and that, in Itie absence of temptation to evil, its 
career had been fair and straight in the sight of the world. 
He saw that his brotluT had been, in one word, happy. H<' 
saw that happiness had done for this character what adversity 
had done for his own. iic saw that by it had been saved a 
temperament that calamity would have wrecked. He stood 
and looked at him, but h(j spoke not one word ; whatever he 
ftdt, he restrained from all expression. 

The younger man still hid his face upon his hands, as if, 
even in those pale gray moonbeams, he shunned the light 
that was about him. 

believed you were dead,’^ he murmured, •wildly. 
“ They said bo ; there sfjomod every proof, liut when I saw 
you yesterday, I knew you — 1 knew you, though you passed 
me as a stranger. I stayed on here ; they told me you would 
return. God I what agony this day and night have been ! ” 

Cecil was silent still ; he knew that this agony hud betm 
ih (h'ead Icat he should be living. 

There wore many oiuotions at war in him — scorn, and pity, 
and wounded love, and pride too proud to sue for a gratitude 
denied, or quote a sacrifice that w'as almost without parallel 
in generosity, all hold him .speechless. To overwhelm the 
sinner before him wdtli reproaches, to count aud claim the 
immeasurable debts due to him, to uj braid and to revile 
the wretched weakness that had left the soil of a guilt not 
his own to rest upon him — to do aught of this was not in 
him. Long ago he had accepted the weight of an alien 
crime, and borne it as his own; to undo now all that he had 
done in the past, to fling out to ruiu now the one whom he 
hod saved at such a cost, to turn, after twelve years, and 
forsake the man, all coward though ho was, whom he had 
shielded for so long— this was not possible to him. Though 
it would be but his own birthright Hhat ho would demand, 
bis own justifleation that hp wotild establish, it Would have 
seemed to him like a treacherous and craven thing. Ho 
inatter that llie one for whom the sacrifice had been ^ade 
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was unworthy of it, he held that ^ttitory law of honor mit 
justice ibrba'de him now to abandon his teother, imd ^eld 
him up to the retribution of his early feult. It might nave 
been a foUy in the first instance, it might even have been a 
madness, that choice of standing in his brother*# place to 
receive the shame of his brother’s action ; but it had been 
done so long before — done on the spur of generous affeotioB, 
and actuated by the strange hazard that made the ke^ihg of 
a woman’s secret demand the same reticence which also saved 
the young lad’s name ; to draw back from it now would have 
been a cowardice impossible to his nature. 

All seemed uttered, without words, by their gaze at one 
another. Ho could not speak with tenderness to this orav^ 
who had been false to the fair repute of their name — and 
he woTild not speak with harshness. He felt too sick at 
heart, too weary, too filled with pain, to ask aught of his 
brother’s lifej it had been saved from temptation, and there* 
fore saved from evil ; tliat knowledge sufficed to him. 

The younger man stood half stupefied, half maddened. In 
the many years that had passed by, although his chapter 
had not changed, his position bad altered greatly; and in the 
last few months ho had enjoyed all the power that wealth 
and independence and the accession to his title could bestow. 
He felt some duU, hot, angered sense of wrong done to him 
by the fact that the rightful heir of them still lived; some 
chafing, ingrate, and unreasoning impatience with the saviour 

his whole existence ; some bitter pangs of conscience that 
he would be baser yet, base beyond all baseness, to remain in 
his elder’s place, and accept this sacrifice still, while knowing 
now the truth. 

** Bertie — Bertie ! ” he stammered, in hurried appeal — and 
the name of his youth touched the hearer of it strangely, 
making him for the moment forget all save that he looked 
once more upon one of his own race—" on my soul, I never 
doubted that the story of your death was true. Ho one did. 
All the world believed it. If I had known ypu lived* I ^ 
would have said that you wore innocent ; I would — I woilld 
have told them how 1 forged your friend’s name and yoW 
own when I was so desperate that I scarce knew what I did. 
But Ihey.said that you were killed, and I thought then- 
then — ^it was not worth* while; it would have broken my 
father^s heart. God help me ! I was a coward ! 
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He ^oke the truth ; he was a eoward ; lie liad erer been 
me. Herein lay the whole ato^ of his fall, his 'vfeakness, 
his sin and liis ingratitude. Cecil knew that never will 
gratitude exist where craven selfishnesa holds reign; yet 
there whs an infinite pity mingled with the scorn that moved 
him. After the years of bitter endurance he had passed, the 
hemic endurance he had witnessed, the hard and unending 
miseries that he had learned to take as his daily portion, this 
feehknoss and fear roused his wondering compassion almost 
as a woman’s weakness would have done. Btill he never 
answered ; the hatred of the stain that had boon brought upon 
their name by his brother’s deed (stain none ilio less dark, in 
lus sight, bocauso hidden from tho world), his revulsion from 
this man, who was the only creature of their race who evcT 
^ad turned poltroon, the thousand n'mernbriinces of cliildhood 
that uprose before him, tlu^ irresislibb* yi'ariiirtg for some 
word IVom the other’s lips that should tell of soim^ lingering 
trace in liim of tlio old love strong enough to kill, for the 
moment at least, the selfish horror of pcTsonal peril— all these 
kept him sikmt. 

ilia brother misinterpreted that silence. 

1 am in your power — utterly in your power, he moaned 
in his fear. ** I stand in your place ; 1 bear yonr title ; you 
know that our father and our hrotlier are dead ? All tluit 1 
have inherited is yours — do you know that, since you have 
never claimed it ? ” 

** I know it.*’ 

** And you have never come forward to take your rights ? ” 

** What I did not do to clear my own honor, I was not 
likely to do merely to liold a title.’* 

Tho meaniug of his answer drifted beyond the ear on whieli 
lis words fell ; it was too high to be comprelumded by the 
wer nature. The man who lived in prosperity and peace, 
and in the smile of the world, nnd the purple of power, looked 
bewildered at the man who led tho simple, necessitous, peri- 
lous, semi-barbaric existence of an Arab-Frauco soldier. 

"But — great Heaven! — this life of yours? It must be 
wretchedness ? ’* 

" Perhaps. ^It has at least no disgit.ee in it.** 

The reply had the only Btemnesa of contempt that he had 
^mfibrod himself to show. It stung down to his listoneria 
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No — ^no^* he murmured, " You are happier thau I, 
Tou hare no remorse to bear ! Aud yet^to tm the world 
that T am guilty ! ** 

“ You need never tell it ; I shall not/' 

He Biioke quite quietly, quite patiently. Yet he well 
knew, and had well weighed, all he surrendered ia that pro- 
mise — the promise to condemn himself to a barren and hope* 
less fate for over. 

You will not 

The qiK'stion died almost inaudible on his dry, parched 
tongue. The one passion of fear upon him was for himself; 
ev( u in that moment of sup]ilifiuliou iiis diwordered thoughts 
hovered wildly over the chances of whether, if his elder 
brother even now asserted his innocence and claimed his 
biiThright, the world, and its judges would ever believe him. 

Cecil for* awhile again was silent, Htiiiiding there by the 
newly made ^grave of the soldier wlio had been faithful as 
tliose of his own raw' and of his own order never had been, 
llis heart was full. The, ingratitude and the Belf-absoiqjtion 
of this life for which his own laid been destroyed smote him 
wi(,h a fearful sulhwing. And only a few hours before ho 
had lookea once n)ore on the*, face of the beloved Mend of his 
youth ; — ^ deadliest’ sacrifice than to lay down, wealth, and 
name, and heritage, and the world’s love, was to live on 
leaving that one comrade of his early days to believe him dead 
after a dor^l of shame, 

iris brother sank down on the mound of freshly flung earth, 
sinking his head upon his arms ivith a low moan. Time had 
not changed liim greatly; it had merel}'' made him more in* 
tensely desirous of the* pleasures and the powers of life, more 
inlonsely abhorrent of pain, of dfnsure, of the contempt of the 
world. As, to escape tliese in his boyhood, he had stooped to 
any degradation, so, to escape them in his manhood, het wtis 
capable of descending to any flilsehood or any weakness. His 
was one of those natures which, liaving no love of evil for 
evil’s sake, still embrace any form of evil which may save 
them from the penalty of their own weakness. Now, thus 
meeting one whom for twelve years he had believed must riflo 
from the tomb itv«(df/t.o reproach or to accuse him, unstrung 
his every nerve, and left him with only one consciousneas — the 
desire at all costs to be saved. 

^k»cil’s eyes rested on him with a strancre melancholy pity; 
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ho hud loved his brother as a yotxth-^loved him .well enough 
to ti&e and bear a heavy burden of disgrace in his stead. Tl^ 
old love was not dead ; but stronger than itself was his hatred 
the shame that had touched their race by the wretched 
crime that had driven him into exile, and his wondering scorn 
for the feeble and self-engrossed character that had lived con- 
tentedly under false colors, and with a hidden blot screened 
by a fictitious semblance of honor. Ho could not linger with 
him ; ho did not know how to support the intolerable pain 
iliat oppressed him in the presence of the only living creature 
of his race ; he could not answer for himself what pa'^sionate 
and withering words might not escape him ; every instant of 
their interview was a horrible temptation to him — the tempta- 
tion to demand from this coward his own justification befoirt 
the world — the temptation to seize out of those imwortby 
hands his birthright and his due. * 

But the temptation, sweet, insidious, intense, strengthened 
by the strength of right, and well-nigh overwhelming with 
all its fair delicious promise for the future, did not conquer 
him. What resisted it was his own simple instinct of justice ; 
an instinct too straight and true either to yield to self-pity or 
to passionate desire — ^justice which made him feel that, since 
he hod chosen to save this weakling once for their lost mother’s 
sake, ho was bound for ever not to repent nor to retract. Ho 
gazed awhile longer, silently, at tho younger man, who sat 
still rooking himself wearily to and fro on the loose earth of 
tho freshly filled grave. Then he went and laid his hand on 
his brother’s shoulder: the other started and trembled; he 
remembered that touch in days of old. 

Do not fear me,” he said, gently and very gravely. ** I 
have kept your secret twelvd^ years ; I will keep it BtUl, Be 
happy — be as happy as you can. All I bid of you in return 
is so to live that m your future your past shall be redeemed!” 

The words of tho saint to tho tliief, Je v(m acUte votr$ 
rw,” were not more merciful, not more noble, than the words 
with which ho purchased, at the sacrifice of his own life, the 
redemption of his brother’s. Tho other looked at him with a 
look that was hidf of terror— terror at the magnitude of this 
ransom that was given to save him the bondage of e^il. 

** My God ! You cannot mean it ! And you— — ” 

”1 shall live the life fittest for me : 1 am content in ii II 
^ enough.” 
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The anewk was very calm, bat Jt dvolced him in ito utter* 
ai/ce. Before his memory rose one fiur, proud face. ** Con- 
tent ! ** Ah, Heaven !— it was the only lie that had over 
pMi«sed his lips. 

His hand lay still upon his brother's ehouldhri leanin;; 
more heavily there, in the silence that brooded over fixe htishod 
plains. 

Let U3 part now, and for ever. Leave Algeria at once. 
Tliat is all I ask.*' 

Then, without another word that could add reproach or 
seek for gratitude, he turned and went away over the great 
(Jim level of the African waste, while the man whom he had 
saved sat as in stupor, gazing at the brown shadows, and the 
sleeping herds, and the falling stars that ran across the sky, 
and doubting whether the voice he had heard and the face 
upon which hcv had looked were not the visions of a waking 
dream. 


CIIAPTEH XXXII. 

“ VENETIA,'' 

llow that night was spent Cecil could never recall in full. 
Vague memories remained with him of wandering over the 
shadowy country, of seeking by bodily fatigue to kill the 
thoughts rising in him, of drinking at a little water-channel 
in the rooks os thirstily as some driven deer, of flinging him- 
self down at length, worn out, to sleep under the hanging 
brow of a mighty wall of rock ; of waking when the dawn 
was reddening the cost with the brown plains ar,ound him, 
and far away under a knot of palms was a goatherd with his 
flock like an idyl from the old pastoral lile of ^Jyria. He 
stood looking at the light which heralded the sun, with some 
indefluite sense of heavy loss, of fresh calamity, upon him,. 
It was only slowly tlmt he remembered all. Years seemed 
to have been presi^ into the three nights and days slnee he 
liad sat by the bivouac fire, listening to the fiery words of the 
little Friend of the Flag. 

The full consciousness of all that he had surrendered 
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yielding up afiosh his heritage rolled in on his memory li^o 
to Wave of some hoavy sea that sweeps down all before it. 

When that tcar-blotted and miserable letter had reached 
him in the green alleys of the Stephnnicn, and confessed to 
him that his brother hud relied on the personal likeness bo- 
tw(‘en them, and the similarity of their handwriting to pas^ 
o/F as his the bill in Avhich his own name ami that of his 
friend was forged, no thought had crossed him to take upon 
himself the lad’s sin. It had only been when, brought under 
the chai’ge, he must, to clear himsedf, have at once accused 
the boy, and have betrajT’od the woman whoso reputation Avas 
in his keeping, that rather by generous impulse than by 
studied intention he had taken up the burden that ho had 
now carried for so long. Whether or no the monoy-leiich'rs 
had been thonisclv('s in reality deceived ho couM ii(}V(T tell; 
out it had boon certain tliat, having aro\v('d themselves con- 
fident of lii.s guilt, tiny could ncA'er shift the charge on to liis 
brother in the face of his 6wn acceptance of it. 80 he had 
saved the youth Avithout premeditation or recltoning of llio 
coat. And now that the full cost was known to him, he luui 
not shrunk back from its payment. Yet that payment Avas 
one that gave him a greater anguish than if he had laid down 
his life in physical martyrdom. 

To go buck to the old luxury, and ease, and cartdess peace, 
to go back I0 the old frt'sh fair English Avoodlands, to go baolc 
to the power of command and the delight of free gift^, I0 go 
back to men*s lionor, and reverence*, and high esteem — lln'r-.c 
would have b(’en sAVCct enougli — sweet as food after long 
famine. Eut far more than these would it have been to go 
b«(?k and take tlic hand of his friend once more in the old 
tin clouded trust of their youth; to go back, and stand free 
and blameless among his peers, and know that all that man 
could do to win the iu'art and the soul of a Avoman he could 
at his will do to win hers whose mere glance of careless pity 
had sufficed to light his life to passion. And ho had re- 
nounced all this. Tliis was the cost : and he had paid it— 
paid it because to simple, natural, inflexible law of justice 
ted demanded it. • ^ 

One whom he had once chosen to save he could not now 
haA^o deserted, except by what would have been, in his sights 
'^shonor. Therefore, Avhen the day broke, and the tnemuries 
to night came with his awakening, he knew that his fufiire 
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was without’ iiope — without it as utterly as was over that of 
mj captive shut in darkness^ and silenea, and lonelineaBj in a 
pristjn, whoso only issue was the oubliettes* There is infinite 
misery in the world, but this ono misery' is rarof or men 
would perish from the face of the earth as though tW sun 
withdrew its light. 

Aloue in that dreary scene, beautiful from its vesting and 
its solemnity, but uuuttcrubly mclaiiclioly, unutterably oppr^s* 
sive, he also wondered wliether he lived or dioamed. 

iVom among the reeds tlic plovers were rising ; over the 
barren roelcs the dazzling lizards glided ; aiar oft* strayed the 
goats : that was tlie only sign of animal existence. lie had 
wandered a long way from the caravanserai, and he begun to 
retrace his steps, for his horse was there, and although he 
had received license to take leisure in returning, he had no 
home Ifiit the A-anip, no friends but those wild-eyed, leopard^ 
like, ferocious sons of the razzia and the slaughter, who w''ould 
throng around him like a pack of dogs, each eager for the 
first glance, the first word ; these coin]>anions of his^adversity 
and of his perils, whom he had leanicd to love, with all their 
vices and all their crimes, for sake of the rough, courageous 
love that they could give in answer. 

He moved slowly back over the desolate tracks of land 
stretched between him and the Algerian halting-place. Ho 
had no fear that he would find his brother there. Ho knew 
too w^ell the nature with w'hich he bad to deal to hope that 
old affection would so have outweighed present fear that his 
lebtor would have stayed to meet him yet once more. On 
the impulse of the ungovernable pain which tlio other^s pre- 
sence had been, he had bidden him leave Africa at once ; now 
he almost Avished that ho had bid him stay, There was a 
weary unsatisfied longing for soujys touch of love or of grati- 
tude from this usurper, Avhom he nod raised in his place. He 
would have been rewarded enough if one sign of gladness that 
he lived had broken through the egotism and the stricken fear 
of the man whom he remembered as a little golden-headed 
child, with the hand of their dying mother lying in benedfe* 
tion on the fair silken curls. 

He had asked no questions. He had gone back to no re* 
criminations. Ho guessed all it needed him to know; and 
he recoiled from the recital of the existence whose happiness 
was purchased by hia own misery, and whose dignity was 
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«uili on Band. His eacrifice had not been in Placed 

uXLt of the reach of temptation^ the ^laatio^ feminine^ unstable 
character hud been Tvithout a stain in the sight of men ; bu^ 
it was little better at the core; and he wondered, in his 
suffering, as he went onward through the beauty of the young 
day, whether it had been worth the bitter price he had paid 
to raise this bending reed from out the waters whicli would 
have broken and swamped it at the outset. It grew fair, and 
free, and flower-crowned now, in the midst of a tranquil and 
sun-lit lake ; but was it of more value than a drifted weed 
bearing tlio snake-egg hidden at its root P 

He had come so far out of the ordinary route across the 
plains that it was two hours or more before he saw the dark 
gray square of the caravanserai walls, and to its left that 
single leaning pine growing out of a cleft within the rock 
that overhung the spot where the keenest anguish ot* all his 
life had knoAvn had been encountered and endured — the spot 
which yet, for sake of the one laid to rest there, beneath the 
sombre branches, would be for ever dearer to him than any 
other place in the soil of Africa. 

While yet the caravanserai was distant, the piteous cries 
of a mother-goat caught his car; she was bleating beside a 
water-course, into which her kid of that spring had fallen, 
and whose rapid swell, fllled by the recent storm, was too 
strong for the young creature. Absorbed as he was in his 
own thoughts, the cry reached him and drew him to the spot ; 
it was not in him willingly to let any living thing suffer, 
and he was always gentle to all animals. Ho stooped, and, 
with some little difficulty, rescued the little goat for its de- 
lighted dam. 

As he bent over the water, he saw something glitter be- 
neath it ; he caught it in his hand and brought it up ; it was 
^he broken half of a chain of gold, with a jewel in each link. 
He changed color as he saw it ; he remembered it as one that 
Venetia Corona had worn on the moiming that he had been 
admitted to her. It was of peculiar workmanship, and ho 
recognized it at once. He stood with the toy in his hand, 
looking long at the shiniug links, with thair flashes of pre- 
cious stones. They seemed to have voWs that spoke to him 
of her about whose beautiful white throat they had been 
^even-— voices that whispered incessantly in his ear, “ Take 
Tip your birthright, and you will be IVee to sue to her at least, 
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if not to win hei/^ No golden and jewdled plaj&ing over 
tempted a starving man to ibieft as this tempt^ lum now to 
bre^ the pledge he had just given. 

His bir&right ! He longed for it for this woman’s sake*^ 
for the sake, at least, of the right to stand before her as an 
equal, and to risk his chance with others who sought her 
smile, — as he had never done for any other thing whioh^ with 
that heritage, would have become his. Yet he knew that| 
even were he to be false to his word, and go forward and 
claim his right, he would never be able to prove his innocence ; 
he would never hope to moke the world believe him unless 
the real criminal made that confession which he held himself 
forbidden, by his own past action, ever to extort. 

Ho gazed long at the broken costly toy, while his heart 
ached with a cruel pang ; then he placed it in safety in the 
little blue enamel box, beside the ring which Cigarette had 
ilung back to him, and went onward to the oaravanserai. Bhe 
was no longer there, in all probability; but the lost bagatelle 
would give him, some time or other, a plea on which to enter 
her presence. It was a pleasure to him to know that;-“thougb 
he knew also that every added moment spent under the sweet 
sovereignty of her glance was so much added pain, so much 
added folly, to the dream-like and baseless passion with which 
she had inspired him. 

The trifling incident of the goat^s rescue and the chain’s 
trouvaille, slight as they were, still were of service to him* 
They called him back from the past to the present; they 
Vroke the stupor of suffering that had fastened on him ; they 
recalled him to the actual world about him in which had 
to fulfil his dutihs as a trooper of Prance. 

It was almost noon when, under the sun-scorched branches 
of the pine that stretched its sombre fans up against the 
)iUttering azure of the morning skies, he approached the gates 
the Algerine house-of-call — a study for ,, the color of 
fir^rome, with the pearly gray of its stone tints, and the 
pigeons wheeling above its corner towers, while under the 
arch of its entrance a string of mules, maize-laden, were 
guided; and on its bench sat a Prench iantassm, singing 
gaily songs of Paris wftile he cut open a yellow gourd* 

Cecil went within, and bathed, and dressed, and drank 
some of the thin cool wine that found its way hither in the 
fvake of ike Prench army. Then he sat down for awhile at 
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one of the square cabin-like holes which served fbr cufeemeiits 
, in the towcT he occupied, and, looking out into the court, 
tried to rIiuikj his thoughts and plan liis course. As a soldier 
he had no li'ccdom, no will of his own, shvo for this extra 
tvvtdvG or tvventy-four hours -which they had allowed Idm fur 
leisure in Jiis return journey, lie was obliged to go back to 
his ouinp, niid there, he luiew. heinigiit again encouiit{ r ouo 
whose U'luler memories would bo ns quick to recognise him atr 
the craven dread of his brother had b(jen. lie hud alwajs 
leered this orilcjil, although the arduous service in -vyhi^ih hia 
cliief y(‘arrt in Africa had been spent, and the remote expedi- 
tions on which he had always been (employed, had [lariially 
removed him from the ever-present danger of such roi;ogiiitioi/ 
until now. And now he felt that if oneo the l>ravo kiiid eyci 
of his old friend sliould meet his own, cone(^aIpu‘nt would 
bo no longer ])oBsible, yet, for sake of that pnnnise he had 
sworn in the past iiiglil, it must be maintained at every 
hazard, every cost. Vacantly lie sat and watched the play 
of the sunshine in the ])rismalic water of ilio court-yard 
fountain, and the 3j)lji»lung, and the ])luming, and the iniir- 
miirhig of the doves /ind ])igeoii8 on its edge, lie felt meshed 
in a net fiein which there -w'us no eseaj>e — none — unless, on 
his homeward paseuge, a thrust of Arab steel should give him 
liberty. 

The truinpliiig of liofses on the ])avemcnt below roused his 
utteiition. A llirill of lioi^e went through him that his brother 
might have lingering c,oiiHeience, latent love enoUi;h, to have 
made him refuse to ob(‘y the bidding to leave Africa. He 
rose and leaned out. Amid the little throng of Hiliug-horsos, 
grooms, and attendants who made an oj)en way tlirough' tine 
polyglot crowd of an Algcaian caravanserai at noon, he saw 
the one dazzling face of wliicli he had so lately dreamed by 
ti»e water-froHhot in the plains. It was but a moment's 
glance, for she had already dismounted from her mare, and 
was passing within with two other ladies of her party; but 
in that one glance he knew Jier, His discovery of the chain 
gave him a plea to seek her ; — should he avail himself of it ? 
lie hesitated awhile; it vrould be safest, wisest, best, tw 
deliver up the trinket to her courier, Vand pass on his way 
without another look at that beauty which could never be his, 
which could never lighten for him even with the smile that a 
may give her equal or her friend. She could nevet 
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b<j aught to him save one more memory of pain, «ave one 
remembrance the more to embitter the career which not even 
bojic would ever illumine. He knew that it was only madness 
to go into licr presence, and feed, with the cadence of her 
v oice, the gold light of her hair, tho grace and graciousneSB of 
her every movement, tho love which she would deem such 
intolerable insult, tlmt, did lu) ever speak it, she would ordet 
Jior people to drive him from her like a chidden hound. He 
know that; but he longed to indulge the madness despite it; 
Mild he did so. He went down into the coiut below, and 
found her suite. 

Tell 3 m nr mistress that I, Louis Victor, have some jewels 
Mdiich belong to her, and ask her permission to restore thorn 
to licr hands,” he said to one of her eqinuTics. 

** Give them to mo, if v ou have picked them up,” said the 
man, putting out his hand for them. 

Cecil clos(‘d his own upon them : 

Go and do as 1 bid you.” 

The equerry paused, doubtful whether or no to resist tho 
tone and the words. A Frenchman ’ b respect for the military 
uniform prevailed; he went within. 

In the best chamber of the caravanserai, Vcnctia Corona 
was sitting, listless in the heat, when her attendant entered. 
Tho grandma damn who were her companions in tlmir tour 
through the seat of war, were gone to their siesta. She was 
ulono, with a scarlet humous thrown about her, and upon her 
all tho languor and idleness common to the noontide, ■which 
was still veiy warm, though, in the autumn, the nights were 
so icity cold on the exposcil .level of the plains. She was lost 
in thought, moreover. She had heard, the day before, a story 
that had touched her — of a soldier who had been slain crossing 
the plains, and had been brought, through the hurricane and 
the saiid‘Storm, at every risk, by his comrade, who had 
cliosen to endure all peril and wretchedness rather thau leave 
tlie dead body to the vultures and tlie kites. It a nameleBS 
fltoiy to her — the story of two obscure troopers, who, for 
aught she knew, might have been two of the riotous and 
savage brigands that wore common in the Army of Africa. 
But the loyalty and tlfe love shown in it had moved her ; and 
to the woman whose life had been cloudless and cradled in 
ease from her birth, there was that in the suffering and the 
sacfiJhoe which the anecdote suggested, that had at once 
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fascination of the unknown, and the pathos of a life so far 
removed from her, so little dreamed of by her, that all its 
ioarser cruelty was hidden, while only its unutterable sadness 
and courage remained before her sight. 

Had she, could she, ever have seen it in its realities, 
watched and read and understood it, she would have been too 
intensely revolted to have perceived tho actual latent nobility 
jjossiblo in such an existence; as it was, sbe heard but of it 
ni such words as alone could meet the ear of a great lady, she 
gazed at it only in pity from a far distant height, and its 
terrible tragedy had solemnity and beauty for her. 

When her servant approached her now with Cecil’ s message, 
**he hesitated some few momenta in suiprise. She had not 
known that he was in her vicinity ; the story slie had heard 
hud been simply of two uniuimod Chass(!urs d’A ffique, and he 
himself might have fallen on tho held wecjkB before, for aught 
that she had heard of him. Some stray rumors of his defence 
of tho encampment of Zaraila, and of tho fine prowess shown 
in his last charge, alomi had drifted to Ikt. He was but a 
trooper; and he fought in Africa. The world had no 
concern with him, save the miniature world of his own 
n’giment. 

She hesitated some moments; then gave the required 
permissioii. ‘Mle has once been a gentleman: it would bo 
cruel to wound him,” thought the imperial beauty, who 
would have refused a prince or neglected a duke with chill 
indiifereiice, but w lio was too generous to risk tho semblance 
of humiliation to the man wdio could never apj)roach her save 
upon such sufferance as wa.s in itself mortification to one 
whose pride survived his fallen fortunes. 

Moreover, the interest he had succeeded in awakening in 
lu.‘r, the mingling of pity and of respect that his words and 
his bearing liad aroused, was not extinct; had, indeed, only 
h(vn strengthened by the vague stories that had of late floated 
to her of the day of Zaraila; of the day of smoke and steel 
and cavnagti, of war in its grandest yet its most frightful 
sluipe, of the daikiu'ss of death which the courage of human 
souls had power to illuiiiino as the rays of the suii the tempeab* 
cloud. Something more Uke quickened and pleasured 
expectation than any one among her many lovers had ever 
power to rouse, moved her as she he^d of the proseacse of 
iJ|e man who, in that day, had saved the honour of his flag 
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She came of a heroic race; she had heroic Hood ia hcr^ and 
heroism, physical and moral, won her regard as no other 
quality could ever do. A man capable of daring greatly, and 
of suffering silently, was the only man who coma ever hope 
to hold hor thoughts. 

The room was darkened from the piercing light without ; 
and in its gloom, as he was ushered in, the scarlet of her 
cashmere and the gleam of her fair hair was all that, for the 
moment, he could sec. Ho bowed very low that he might 
get his calmness back before be looked at hor ; and hor voice 
in its lingering music came on his ear. 

** You have found my chain, I think P I lost it in riding 
vesterday. I am greatly indebted to you for taking cars 
of it/' 

She felt that she could only thank, as she would have 
thanked an ('(pml who should liave done hor this sort of 
slight service, the man who had brought to her the gold 
pieces with whi(h his Colonel had insulted liim. 

** It is T, niadame, who am the debtor of so happy an 
accident." 

His words were very low, and his voice shook a little over 
them ; he was thinking not of the jewelled toy that he came 
here to restore, but of the inlicnt.iiice tiiat had passed aw'ay 
from him for ever, and which, possessed, would have given 
him the title to seek what his own efforts eould do to wake 
a look of tenderness in those proud c^yes which men ever 
called so cold, but wliich he felt iniglit stUl soften, and 
change, and grow dark 'with the thoughts and the passions 
of love, if the soul that gazed through them were but once 
etirred from its repose. 

'' Your chain is here, madame, though broken, I regret td 
see," he continued, as he took the little box from his coat and 
handed it to her. She took it, and thanked him, without, 
for the moment, opening the enamel case as sho motioned hjjtn 
to a seat at a little distance from her own. 

“You have been in terrible scenes since I saw you 
last," she continued. ^*Tbe story of /iaraila reached us. 
Surely they cannot refuse you the reward of your Beryioe 
now?" # 

"It win make little difference, madame, whether they de 
or not." 

"tdttle differenoel HowisIhatP" 
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** To* my own Ikte, I meant. Whether I be a oaptain or a 

eorgord cannot alter-^ 

He paused^ he dreaded lest the words should escape him 
which should reveal to bor that which she -would rof^ard as 
such intolerable offence, such insolelit indignity, when felt 
for her by a soldier in the grade he held. 

Yet eueh j ecu tuition is usually the ambition of 
ev(ry military life.^^ 

A very woiry smile jja'^’sed over his face. 

I have no ainhition, inadame. Or, if 1 have, it is not a 
pair of e])‘nil( U(‘s that will content it.’^ 

She iindi'r'Htood him ; she comprehended the bitter mock( ry 
that tho tawdi'Vi meretricious rewinds of regimental de(‘OM- 
tion fieoined to tho ni<m who had waited 1o du at Zaraihi as 
patiently and as giaudiv as the Old (iuurd at Waterloo. 

T undersUmi I 'J'lu' lew.irds art* pitilii]]\ dis]»ro]»or- 
tionote to the services in nny aimy. Yet 3iow magniliccnt ly 
yon and your imm, as I linve heen told, held your ground all 
through that leaiful day ! " 

We did om <liity — nothing more.’^ 

*Wel] ! is not that the ran st thing among men P ** 

Not among soldiers, madame.” 

*^Then }ou think that every trooper in a regiment i« 
actuated by the iinest and most impersorikl Pentiment that 
can actuate human beings! 

will not pay tluit. Poor wretches! they are degraded 
enough, too oiten. Jhit I hduwe that more or less in every 
good Siildier, e\<n wl'ou he is ultirly unconscious of it, is an 
impersonal love lor the honor ot his Plug, an uncalcuhiting 
instinct to do his best fer the reimtntum of his corps. Wo 
arc called hiiimm machines ; we ai’c so, pini*e we move by no 
wull of our own, but tho low^ept among ns wnll at timea be 
propelled b\ one single Impulse — a desire to die greatly. It 
is ail that is left to most ot us to do.^' 

Bhe look'sl at him with that old look which ho had seen 
once or twi(*o bofoie in her, of pit}^ re-jifil, sympathy, and 
wonder, all in one. He spoke to Ikt ns lie hud nov^ ^^jokeu 
to any living being. The grave, quiet, listltss uttpassivenessi 
that p 1 ill was habitual with him — rc^ic of tho old habits of 
his former life — was very rarely broken, for his reHtl nafure 
^or his real thoughts to be seen beneath it. But so for 
^ ren^ored from him by position and by circumstance, mit dis** 



taut wkii him m % lady eoold ttoi hithi^ iriih a soldm 
whose antocedeuts and whoso oharaotor she. Imeir nothing, 
gave him sympathy, a sympathy that was Jrathet 

feu than Xkttevei; and it was like balm th a like 

sweet melodies on a weary ear, to the man who had 
his secret so silently and so long, without one to kno# his 
burden or to soothe his })aiii. 

Yes/* fihr said thouglitl ally, while over the briUianoy of 
bei tire th(Tc p i«'«<ed a sh idow. “Tbeio must bo infinifo 
nobility anioiJi^^ tluso men, who lire witliout bopo — live only 
to (lio. Inil soldni, a day or two ago, who Inought his 
d(ad comi idc thiough the humcano, risking his own death 
icilhor ihin h i\o the body to the cainon-hirds — ^ou have 
b( aid of him Wliat tendeincsa, what greatness there must 
h'i\e lacn 19 that poor f{ Howl’s heart ! 

** Oh, no ’ Diat w as nothing 

^‘JNotliing*’ Th< y have told me he came every inch of the 
way m danger of the Arab^s hhet and stf^el, H(* had suflbred 
so much lo hung the l)ody sati acioss the plains, he foil down 
insensible on his euiiancf hero ** 

''You sot too mu(h ‘toic on it T ow’^cd him a debt fkr 
greitcr than any act like that could e\ei rcpay/^ 

** Ymi / Wusityou?*^ 

**Yefl, madame. He who perished bad a thousandfold 
more of such nobility as ym liave praised than I.” 

'*Ah! Tell me of liiui,'' she said simply; but he saw 
fhat the lu^^lrous eyes bent on him had a grave, sweet sadness 
in them that was more precious and more pitiful than a 
million utterances of regret could ever hare been. 

Those belied her much who said that she was heartless; 
though giitl had never touched hei, she could fbel keenly the 
grief of other lives. lie obeyed her bidding now, and told 
her, in brief woids, the story, w^hich had a profound pathos 
spoken theie, where without through tb ovm ungla/oa case- 
ment m the distance there was seen tall dark leaning 
pine that overhung the grave of yesteinight— ^ifi© story over 
which his voice oftentimes fell with tho hush of a cruel pain 
in it, and wluoh he could have related to no other sayo 
ber^df. Tt had an intc^ise melancholy and a strange beauty 
in its brevity and its simplicity, told in that gaun|;, still, 
^ darkened chamber of the caravanserai, with the gray gloom 
stone waUs around, and the rays of the gokteii eunUgbl 
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from without straying in to touch the glistening hair of the 
proud head that bent forward to listen to the recital. Her 
face grew paler as she heard; and a mist was over the 
radiance of her azure eyes; that death in the loneliness of 
the plains moved her deeply with the grand simplicity of its 
unconscious heroism. And, though he spoke little of himself*, 
she felt, with all the divination of a woman's sympathies, 
how he who told her this thing had suffered by it — suffered 
far more than the comrade whom he had laid down in the 
grave where, far off in the noonday warmth, the young goats 
wore at rest on the sod. When he ceased, there was a long 
silence ; ho had lost even the memory of her in the memoiy 
of the death that he had painted to her ; and she was movea 
with that wondering pain, that emotion, half dread and half 
regret, with which the contemplation of calamities that have 
never touched, and that can never touch tliem, will move 
women far more (jallous, far more world-chilled than herself. 

In the silence, her hands toyed listlessly with the enamel 
boubonniire, whose silver had lost all its bright enamelling, 
and was dinted and dulled till it looked no more than lead. 
The lid came off at her touch as she musingly moved it 
round and round ; the chain and the ring fell into her lap ; the 
lid remained in lier hand, its interior unspoiled and studded 
in its centre with one name in turquoise letters — ^V enetta. 

Sh(5 started as the word caught her eye and broke her 
reverie ; the color came warmer into her cheek ; she looked 
closer and closer at the box, then, with a rapid movement, 
turned her head and gazed at her companion. 

Ifow did yo\i obtain tliis ? " 

** The chain, madame ? It had fallen in the water/^ 

** The chain ! No ! the box ! " 

He looked at her in surprise. 

** It was given me very long ago/' 

“And by whom P" 

“ By a young child, madame." 

Her lips parted slightly, the flush, on her cheeks deepened ; 
the beautiful face, whioli the Homan sculptor had said only 
wanted tenderness to make it perfect, changed, moved| was 
quickened with a thousand shadows qf thought. 

“ The box is mine 1 I gave it I And you ? " 

He rose to his feet, and stood entranced before her, breatho 
less and mute. 





And yoii ? she repeated. 

He was ^Imt still, gazing at her. He know her now-* 
how had he been so blind as never to guess the truth before, 
as never to know that those imperial eyes and that diadem 
of golden hair could belong alone but to tho woman of one 
race? 

‘‘And you?” she cried once more, vhile she strotchod her 
hand out to him. And you — ^you arc Philip's friend f you 
ore Pertie Cecil ?” 

Silently he bowed his head; not even for his brother's 
sake, or for sake of his pledged word, could lio have liod to her. 

But her outstretched hands he would not see, he would not 
take. The shadow of an imputed crime was strotcho*) 
between them. 

** Petite Reine ! ” he murmured. Ah, God I how could 
I be BO blind*? ” 

She grew v§ry pale as she sank back again upon the couch 
from which she had risen. It seemed to her as though a 
thousand years had drifted by since she had stood beside this 
man under the summer leaves of the Stephanien, and he had 
kissed her childish lips, and thanked her for her loving gift. 
And now — they had met thus ! 

Ho said nothing. He Rtood paralyzed, gazing at her. 
There had been no added bitterness needed in the cup which 
he drank for his brother's sake, yet this bitterness surpassed 
all other : it seemed beyond his strength to leave her in the 
belief that he was guilty. She in whom all fair and gracious 
things were met, she who was linked by her race to his past 
and his youth ; she whose deer eyes in her childhood had 
looked upon him in that first hour of the agony that he had 
siificred then, and still suficred on, in the cause of a coward 
and an ingrate. 

She was pale still ; and her eyes were fixed on him with a 
gaze that recalled to him the look with which ** Petite Heine ^ 
had promised that summer day to keep his secret, and tel 
none df that misery of which she had been witness.* 

thought that you were dead,” she said at length, 
while her voice sank very low. ** Why have you lived like 
this?” 

He mode no answer. 

w«a cruel to Philip,” d&e went on, while hear voice 
still sl^ook. ” Child though 1 was, I remembor his passioa 
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of grief when the news came that yo^ had lost your life. He 
ha» never forgotten you. So often now he will still speak 
of you ! He is in your camp. We are travelling together, 
ile wiU bo hero this evening. What delight it will give him 
to know his dearest friend is living ! Hut why — why — ^have 
kept him ignorant, if you were lost to all the world beside ? 

Still he answered her nothing. The truth he oould n«)t 
tell; the lie he would not. She paused, waiting reply. 
Becoivhig none, slu' sijoke once more, her words full of that 
exi^uisite softness which was fiir more beautiful in her than 
in women less tranquil, less chill, and less negligent in 
ordinary moments. 

‘‘Mr. Cecil, I divined rightly! I knew that you were far 
higher than your grade in Africa; I felt tliat in all things, 
save in some accident of pOwsition, we Tver(i equals. But why 
Imve you coiuleuined yourself to this misery ? Your life is 
brave, is nobh;, but it must be a constant torture to such as 
}'ou? I rememher well what you were — so well, that 1 
wonder we have never recognised each other before now. 
Tlie existence you lead in Alg(;ria must be v(Ty terrible to 
you, though it is grt'atc^r, in truth, than your old years of 
indolence ? 

Ho sank down beside her on a low seat, and bowed his 
head on his hands for some moments. Ho knew that he 
must leave this woman whom he loved, and who knew him 
now as one whom in her childhood she had seen caressed and 
welcomed by all her race, to hold him guilty of this wretched, 
mean, and fraudulent thing, under whose cliargo he had 
quitted her country. Great dews of intense pain gathered on 
his forehead; his whole Tiiind, and heart, and soul revolted 
against this brand of a guilt not his own tliat was stamped on 
him; he could have cried out to her the truth in all tha 
eloquence of a breaking heart. 

But he knew that his lips had been sealed by his own 
choice for ever; and the old habits of his early life were 
strong upon him still. Ho lifted Ixis head and spoke g^tl>\ 
and very quietly, though she caught the treinor that ihook 
through the words : 

“ Ho not let us speak of myself. You see what my life is; 
tliere is no moro to be said. TeE me rather of your own 
story — you arc no longer tlie Lady Tenetia ? /You fiitve been 
^ wedded and widowed, thev say P " 



“ The of an hour— yes! But it in oi yourself that 1 
would hear* Why have left the world, and, above why 
have left us, to think you dead ? 1 wafi uot so yanug when 
Kre last saw you, but that I remember well how dU #y people 
loved you.” * 

llad she been kept in ignorance of the accusation hou<?ath 
^vhich his flight had been made? Ho began to think so,. It 
was possible. She hud been so young a eliil-l wdien ho had 
left for Africa; then the story vras probably v/ithhtdd from 
reaching her, and now, what memory had the world to give 
a man whose requiem itff had said twelve long years before? 
In all likelihood she had never heard his name, save from her 
brother’s lipvS, that had been silent on the shame of his old 
comrade. 

** Leave my life alone, for God’s sake ! ” he said, passion- 
ately. ‘‘IVn me of your own— toll me, abovo all, of /«>. 
He loved mo„yoii say? — O Heaven! ho did. Better thtm 
any creatuni that ever breatlKul ; save the man whoso grave 
lies yonder.” 

‘'He does so still, ” alio nnsweird, eagerly; “Philip’s is 
not a heart tliat forgets. J L is a heart of gold, and the name 
of liis earliest friend is graven on it us detij)!}* now os evci'* 
He thinks you dead ; to-night will be the happiest hour ho 
has ever known when he shjtll meet you here.” 

He rose hastily, and moved thrico to and Iro the narrow 
floor whose rugged earth had been eov( red with furs and rugs 
lest it slioiild strike a chill to her us slu? passed over it: tlic 
^rture grew unsupportable to him. And yet, it had so much 
of sweetness that he was powerless to end it — sweetness in 
the knowledge that she knew him now her erjual, at least by 
birth ; in the change that it had made in her voice and hei 
glance, while the lirst grew tend(T with olden memones, .and 
the last had the smile of friendship ; in the clo.soucf^ of the 
remembrances that seemed to draw and bind Uicm togifthor, 
fn the swift sense that in an instant, by the uftm^a;^oo of a 
nap^e, the ex-barrier of ca;Sie which had been b^tv^eou iheip 
hail fallen now and for ever* 

^0 watched him with grave musing eyes. She 
staged, softened to a profound pity for hi% 
tUtW ^th a wondcjring r^et; yet a strong qi 
rphie]^ of pleasure, xo9g above these, fijho had never Ibrgott^ 
th^ paan to whom, in her childish innocence, she had bro?i^ht 

^ * K K ' 
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the gifts of her golden store ; she was glad that he liven, 
though he lived thus; glad with a quicker, warmer, more 
vivid emotion than any that had ever occupied her for any 
man living or dead except her brother. The interest she had 
vaguely felt in a stranger’s fortunes^ and which she had 
driven contemptuously away as unworthy of her harboring, 
was justified for one whom her people had known and valued 
while she had been in her infancy, and of whom she had 
never heard from her brother’s lips aught except constant 
regret and imporisbable attachment. For it was true, as 
Cecil divined, that the dark cloud (inder which his memory 
liad passed to all in England had never been seen by her eyes, 
from which, in childhood, it had been screened, and, in 
womanhood, withhold, because his name had been absolutely 
forgotten by all save tbc Seraph, to whom it had been fraught 
with too much pain for its utterance to be ever voluntary. 

What is it you fear from Philip she asked him, at 
last, when she had waited vainly for him to break the silence. 
** You can remember him but ill if you think that there will 
ho anything in his heart save joy when he shall know that 
YOU are living. You little dream how dear your memory is 
to him-——” 

He paused before her abniptly. 

** Hush, hush ! or you will kill me ! Why! — three nights 
a^o I fled the camp as men flee pestilence, because I saw 
his face in the light of the hivouac-fiire and dreaded that he 
should so see mine ! ” 

She gazed at him in troubled amaze ; there was that in the 
passionate agitation of this man -who had been serene through 
}o much danger, and unmoved beneath so much disaster, that 
.startled and bewildered her. 

** You fled from Philip ? Ah I how you must wrong him ! 
What will it matter to him whether you be prince or trooper, 
wear a peer’s robes or a soldier’s uniform ? His friendship 
never yet was given to externals. But — stay ! — that reminds 
me of your inheritance. Do you know that Lord 
is dead ? that your younger brother bears the title, thinking 
Tou perished at Marseilles ? He was here with me yesterday ; 
he has come to Algeria for the i^utumn. Whatever your 
motive may have been to remain thiifs hidden from us all, you 
must claim your own rights^now. You must go back to all 
thsli is so justly yA'una Wlmtever your reason be to. have 
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bonte with tbe suifering and the inihgmt^ that hfllve been 
your portion here, they will be ended now/' 

Her beauty had never struck him so intensely ae at this 
moment, When, in urging him to the demand of his rights, 
she 60 unconsciously tempted him to betray his brother and 
to forsake his word. The indiiferenoe and the coretess Obld*^ 
ness that had to so many seemed impenetrable and unalter* 
able in her were broken and had changed to the warmth of 
pympatliy, of interest, of excitation- There was a world of 
feeling in her face, of eloquence in her eyes, as she stooped 
slightly forward with the rich glow of the cashmeres about 
her, and the sun-gleam falling across her brow. Pure, and 
proud, and noble in every thought, and pressing on him only 
what was the due ot his birth and his heritage, she yet un- 
wittingly tempted him with as deadly a power as though she 
were the vilest of her sex, seducing him downward to some 
infamous dishonor. 

To do what she said would bo but his actual right, and 
would open to him a future so fair that his heart grew sick 
with longing for itj and yet to yield, and to claim justice 
for himself, was forbidden him as utterly as though it wore 
some murderous guilt. Ho had promised never to sacriftco 
his brother ; the promise held him like the fetters of a 
galley. 

''Why do you not answer me?*' she pursued, while she 
loaned nearer with wonder, and doubt, and a certain awaken- 
ing dread shadowing the blue lustre of her eyes that were 
bent so thoughtfully, so searchingly, upon him. "Is it pos- 
riblo that you have heard of your inheritance, of your title 
and estates, and that you voluntarily remain a soldier hero? 
Lord Iloyallicu must yield them in the instant you prove? 
your identity, and in that there could bo no difficulty. 1 
remember you well now, an<l Philip, I am certain, w ill ortly 

need to see you once to 

" Hush, for pity’s sake ! Have you never. 
none ever told you——” 

"What?” 

Her face grew paler with a vague sense of fear ; she kuevr 
that he had been equabJiD and resolute under the 6evei*est tests 
that could try the strength and the patience of man, and she 
know, therefore, that no slender thing could agitato and could 
unudan him thus. 
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Whut is it I should have heard? she ashed him, as he 
kept hia silence. 

lie turned from her so that she could not see hia face. 

** That, when I hecauic dead to the w^orld, I died \\dth Iho 
luint of crime on mo ! ’* 

Of crime 

An intense horror thrilled through the echo of the word ; 
hut she rose, uiid moved, and faced liirn with the fearless 
resolve of a m cumin whom no half-truth would blirK'i, and n:? 
shadowy tCTror a])pal. 

* * Of orinic V W hat crime ? ” 

Then, and then only, he looked at her, a strange, fixed, 
hopeless, yet serene look, that she knew no criminal cvei 
would or could have given. 

** I was aiJcuscd of having forged your brother's name.” 

A faint cry escaped her; her lips grew while, and lier cy^s 
darkened and dilated. 

‘ * Accused ! But wiongfull y ? ” 

Hia breath came and went in quick shar]) spasms. 

'■* I could not prove that." 

Not prove it ? Why ? " 

I could not." 

But he — Philip— 'never believed you guilty ? 

' I cannot toll. Ho may; he must." 

** But you are not / " 

It was not an interrogation, but an afRrmatic)n that rang 
out in the silver cl earn ess of her voice. There w'as not a 
single intonation of doubt in it; there was rather a haughty 
authority that forbade cvem himself to say that one of his r^ce 
and that one of his order could have been capable of such 
ignoble and craven sin. 

His mouth quivered, a bitter sigh broke from him; he 
turned his eyes on her with a look that pierced her to the 
heart. 

‘‘Think me g:uilty or guiltless, as you will; I cannot 
answer you." 

His lust words were suffocated with the supreme anguish 
of tlicir utterance. As she heard it, the generosity, the fhith, 
the inlierent justice, and the intrinsic sweetness that were ^ 
latent in her beneath the negligence and the chillhess of 
'external semblance rose at once to rbject the baser, to accept 
the nobler, belief offered to her choice. She had lived much 
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In the world, but it had not eorrodi^d hbr; She had iSainired 
keen disceiiiment from it, but she had jJreajerved the 
courageous and the chivalrous instlucta of her hhtere. 

She looked at liim now, ahd stretched her liahds oHt t^whtd 
him vidtli a royal and gracious gesture of intiiuto eloqtieluie« 

“You ai'O guiltJcss, whatever circumstance may have atr^jrod 
against yon, wlialever shadow of evil may have fiillon ftilsely 
on you. Is it not so?” 

He bowed his head low over her hands as ho took them. 
In that mornent half the bitterness of liis doom passed from 
him ; he had at least her lailli. But his iuce was bloodless 
as that of a corpse, and the loud beatings of his heart were 
audible on the stillnoss. This faith must live on without ono 
thing to show that he deserved it; if, in time to come, it 
sliould wavftr and fall, and leave him in the darkness of the 
foul susjucion under wliich he dwelt, what wonder would 
there h) ? 

He lifted his head and looked her full in the eyes; her own 
closed involuntarily, and tilled with tears. She felt that tho 
despair and the palicnct; of that look would haunt her until 
her flying day. 

“1 wets guiltless; but none could credit it then; none 
would do so now ; nor can 1 seek to makcj thorn. Ask me no 
more; give me your belief, if you can — (Jod knows wdiat pre- 
cious uuTcy it is to me; but lease, me to futlil my ftito, and 
tell no living creature wbut I have told you now.” 

The great tears stood in her eyes, and blinded her as sho 
heard. Even in tho amaze and the vagueness of this firs* 
knowledge of the cause of his f*xile she lelt instmctively, os 
the Little One also had done, that some groat sacrifice, some 
great fortitude and generosity, lay within this sealed secret of 
his sufferance, of wrong. She knew, too, that it would be 
useless to seek to loam that which he had chosen to conceal; 
that for no slender cause could he have come out to lead thi© 
life of whose sufieriugs slie could gauge tho r^easTire; thAt 
nothing save some absolute and imperative rcusoit could Kay«* 
driven him to accept such living death as was his doom ii 
Africa. 

“Tell no one!” shj^ echoed. “What I not Philip ^venf 
not your oldest friend ? Ah I \>e sure, whatever tile evidenco 
might be against you, his heart never condemned you for one 
iustant.” 
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l)elieTe it. Tet all you cau d<f for me, dl I implore 
yott to do for me, ie to keep silence for ever on my name. 
To-day, accident has made me l)reak a vow I never thought 
but to keep sacred. When you recognised me, I could not 
deny myself, I could not lie to you; but, for God’s sake, tell 
none of what has passed between us ! *’ 

But why?” she pursued — ‘‘why? Ton lie under this 
charge still — you cannot disprove it, you say ; but why not 
come out before the world, and state to all what you swear 
nOw to me, and claim your right to bear your father’s honors ? 
If you were falsely accused, there must have been some guilty 
in your stead ; and if ” 

Cease, for pity’s sake ! Forget I ever told you I was 
guiltless ! Blot my memory out ; think of me as dead, as I 
have been, till your eyes called me back to life. Think that 
I am branded with the theft of your brother’s name ; think 
that 1 am vile, and shameless, and fallen as the lowest wretch 
that pollutes this army ; think of me as what you will, but 
not as innocent ! ” 

The words broke out in a torrent from him, bearing down 
with them all his self-control, as the rush of waters bears 
away all barriers that have long dammed their course. They 
were wild, passionate, incoherent; unlike any that had ever 
passed his lips, or been poured out in lier presence. He felt 
mad with the struggle that tore him asunder, the longing to 
tell the truth to her, though he should never after look upon 
her face again, and the honor which bound silence on him for 
sake of the man whom he had sworn under no temptation to 
dispossess and to betray. 

She heard him silently, with her grand meditative eyes, 
in which the slow tears still floated, fixed upon him. Host 
women would have thought that conscious guilt spoke in the 
violence of his self -accusation : she did not. Her intuition 
was too fine, her sympathies too true. She felt that he 
feared, not that she should unjustly think him guilty, but 
that she should justly think him guiltless. She knew that 
this, whatever its root might be, was the fear of the stainless, 
not of the criminal life. 

“I hear you,” she answered himugcntly ; “but I do not 
believe you, even against yourself. The man whom Fhilip 
loved and honored never sank to the fraud. ^ a thief.” 

Her, glorious eyes were still on hint as she spoke, seeming 
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to read his iiery soul. Under that glauce aU the . manhood, 
all tUo race, all the pride, and the love, and the course 
'H'ithin him refused to boor in her sight the shame of on alien 
crime, and rose in revolt to fling off the bondage that forced 
him to stand as a criminal before the noble gaze of this 
woman. His eyes met hers full, and rested on them without 
wavering ; his head was raised, and his carriage hod a fearless 
dignity. 

I was innocent. But in honor I must bear tl\o 
yoke that I took on me long ago : in honor I can never give 
you or any living soul the proof that this crime was not 
mine. 1 "thought that I should go to my grave withuur 
any ever hearing of the years that I have passed in Africa, 
without any ever learning the name I used to bear. As it is, 
all I can ask is now — to be forgotten.*' 

His voice Hfcll before the last words, and faltered ov(t 
them. It was bitter to ask only for oblivion li*om the woman 
whom he loved with all the strength of a sudden passion 
bom iu utter hopelessness; the ■woman whose smile, whose 
beauty, whoso love might even possibly have been won us 
liis own in the fhturo, if ho could have claimed his birth'^ 
right. So bitter, tliat rather thuti have spoken those words 
of resignation he would have bee n 1(.'<1 out by a platoon of 
his owJi soldiery and shot in the autumn sunlight beside liako*s 
grave. 

‘‘You ask what will not he mine to give,** she answeiHul 
him, while a great weariness stole through her own wordf, 
for she was bewildered, and pained, and oppressed with a 
new strange sense of helplessness before this man’s nameless 
suffering. **liemember — 1 knew }Ou so well in my earlie-c 
years, and you are so dear to the one dearest to me. It will 
not be possible to forget such a meeting a« this. Silence, 
of coui’se, you can command from me, if you insist on it^ 
but 

“1 command nothing from you ; but I iinjil'^re it. It it 
the sole mercy you can show. Never, for God’s salte ! speak 
of we to your brother or to mine.*’ 

Do you so mistrust Philip’s affection P " 

'' No. It is because I trust it too entirely/' 

Too entirely to do^hat ? ” 

To deal it fruitless pain. As you love him — as you pity 
lue— pray that he and I never meet ! ” 
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But w]iy ? if all this could b 6 cleared-—*^ 

It never can be.*^ 

The baffled seuse of impotence against the granite wall of 
some irmnovablo calamity which she had felt before came on 
}i(>r. She had been always used to bo obeyed, followed, ahd 
caresseil; to see obstacies crumble, dlffleultics disapi)car, 
before her wish, slie liad not been tried by any sorrow, save 
when, a mere child still, slic felt the pain of her father’s 
death; she had been laj)ped in sofic'st luxury, crowned with 
iiisiesl vidory. The staiso tliat lu're there was a tragedy 
whose irieaning she could not reach, that there was liere a 
fate that she could not change or soften, brought a strange 
unfamiliar feeding of 'wcahnosa before a lujpt'less and cruel 
doom that was no nioiv to be nltoi c<l by her wdll than the 
huge laire rocks of Africa outAondor in tin* gl.av of noon 
w’cre to 1)0 lifted by her liand. Por she knew that tliis riian, 
who made so light of perils that would have cliilled many to 
the soul in terror, and who boro so quiet and sei’ene a habit 
beneath the sharpest stings and hard('st blows of his adver- 
sities, would not s])eak thus without full warrant, would not 
consign himself to this renunciation of every hop(% unless he 
wore compelled to it by a destiny from Avhich there w’as no 
escape. 

She was silent some moments, her eyes resting on him 
with tliat grave and luminous regard which no man had ever 
charged to one more tender or less calmly contemplative. 
Ho had risen again, and paced to and fro the narrow chamber, 
Ills head bent dowm, his chest rising and falling with the 
labored, quickened breutli. He had Ihoiight that the hour in 
which his brother’s ingratitude hud pierced his heart had been 
the greatevst suffering he had ever known, or ever could know ; 
but a greater had waited on him here, in the fate to which 
the jewelled toy that he had lifted from the water hod acci- 
dentally led him, not dreaming to what he came. 

‘'Lord lioyallicu,” slie said, softly, at length, while she 
rose and moved toward him, the scarlet of the trailing c^h- 
meres gathering dark ruby lights in them as they caught stm 
and shadow; and at the old name, uttered in het voice, he 
started, and turned, and looked at ^jer as though he saw 
some ghost of liis past life rise from its grave, “ Why look 
at me so ? ” she pursued ere he could speak. ‘‘ Act how you 
will, Tcu ceuinot change the fact that you are the bearer of 
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four fatlier^B title. So long aa you live, your brother 
licrkeley can never take it legally. You may ife a Chasseur 

the African Aiiny, but none the less are jrou a Peer of 
iSngland.'’ 

*' “ttliat matter that ? he muttered. '' Why tell me that t* 
I have said I am dead. liCave me buried here, and let him 
enjoy what ho may — wliat ho can.” 

‘‘ But this is folly — madness ” 

“IS'o; it is neitiier. J. have told yuu I should stand (lh B 
felon in tliC; eyes of the English law ; 1 shotild hav(', no civiV 
rights; the greatest mercy fate can show me is to let me 
remain forgotten here. It will not be long, nio‘?l, lihely, 
before I am thrust into the African sand, to rot. like tluit 
brave soul out yonder. Berktdey will bo the lawful lioklci 
of the title then ; leave him in i)eacc and poss(‘ssion now.” 

He spoke "the words out to tho end — calmly, and with 
mifaltering resolve. But she saw the grc'ut dews gather on 
his temples, where silver threads were just glislcning among 
the bright richness of bis hair, and she heard the short, low, 
convulsive breathing wuth which liis chest heaved as be 
spoke. She stood close beside him, and gazed once more full 
in his eyes, while the sweet imperious cadence of her voice 
answered him : 

There is more than I know of Uc'rc. Either you are the 
greatest madman, or the most generous man that ever lived. 
You choose to guard your own sc'cret; I -will not KC(dc to 
])ersuado it from you. But tell me one thing — tv/ii/ do you 
thus abjure your rights, permit a false charge to rest on you, 
and consign yourself for over to this cruel agemy ? ” 

His lips shook under his beard as he answered her : 

Because I can do no loss in honor. Eor God’s sake do 
not yoM tempt me ! ” 

A quick deep sigh escaped her as she heard, her face grew 
v(,Ty pale as it had done before, and she moved slightly from 
him. 

^‘Porgive me,” she said, after a long pause. '*1 
never ask you that again.” 

She could honor honor too well, and too well divine all 
that he suffered for ^ sake, ever to become hia temptress 
n bidding him forsalce it ; yet, with a certain Wearineas, a 
certain dread, wholly unfamiliar to her, she realiaed that 
what be had chosen was the choice not of his present or t*/ 
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his fatere. It could have no concern for her,.— save that 
long years ago he had been the best-beloved Mend of her 
6est»Moved relative — whether or no he remained lost to aU 
the world under the Unknown name of a French Chasseur. 
And yet it smote her with a certain dull imanalyzed pain ; 
it gave her a certain emotion of powerlessness and of hopeless 
ncfis to realize lhat he %vould remain all his years through, 
until an Arab’s shot sliould set him free, under Uiis bondage 
of renunciation, beneath this yoke of service. She stood 
silent long, leaning against the oval of the casement, with 
the sun shed over the glowing cashmeres that swept round 
her. He stood apart in silence also. What could he say to 
her ? Ilia whole heart longed with an unutterable longing 
to tell her the truth, aud bid her be his judge between him 
and his duty ; but his promise hung on him lilje a leaden 
weight. He must remain speechless; — and leave her, for 
doubt to assail lier, and for scorn to follow it in her thoughts 
of him, if so they would. 

Heavy as had been the curse to him of that one hour in 
which honor had forbade him to compromise a woman’s repu- 
tation, and old tenderness had forbade him to betray a 
brother’s sin, he had never paid so heavy a price for his act 
as that which he paid now. 

Through the yellow sunlight wnthout, over the barren 
dust-strewn plains, in the distance there approached three 
riders, accompanied by a small escort of Spahis, with their 
crimson humous floating in the autumnal wind. She starU‘d, 
and turned to him : 

'*It is Philip ! He is coming for me from your camp 
to-day.” 

His eyes strained through the sun glare ; 

Ah, God I I cannot meet liim — 1 liave not strength. You 
do not know—” 

I know how well he loved you.” 

‘^Not better than I him! But I cannot — I dare not;—' 
unless I could meet him as we never shall meet upon eaith 
we must be apart for ever. For Heaven’s sake promise ms 
never to speak my name ! ” 

I promise until you release me.” 

And you can believe me innocent in face of all ?” 

She stretched her hands to him onc^e more ; ” I believe 
J'ir I know what vou once were*” 
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Orcat billing tcare fell from bis eyes upon her hands as be 
i/ent over tlicm : 

“ God bless you ! You were aa oagel of pity to me in 
3 our childhood; iu your woniauhood you give me the only 
mercy I have known since the last day you looked upoti my 
face! Wo shall bo, far sundered for over; — rnayloometc 
you once more ? 

She paused in hesitation and in thought airhile, while for 
the lirst time in all lier years a tremulous teudernoas pass^’d 
over her face ; she felt an unutterable pit}^ for this man, and 
for his doom. Then she drew her hands gently away from 
him : 

Yes, I will see you again/^ 

So much concession to such a prayer Venetia Corona had 
never before given. He could not command his voice to 
answer, bul he bowed low before her as before an empress 
another moment, and she was alone. 

She stood looking out at the wide level country beyond, 
with the glare of the wlxito strong light and the red burnous 
of the Franco- Arabs glowing against the blue but cloudless 
sky; she thought that she must be dreaming somo fantastic 
story born of these desert solitudes. 

Yet her eyes were dim with tears, and her heart ached 
with another’s woe. Doubt of him never came to her; but 
there was a vague, terrible pathos in the mystery of his fate 
that oppressed her with a weight of future evil, unknown, 
and unmeasured. 

he a madman?” she mused. ‘Mf not, he is a martyr; 
— one of the greatest that ever suffered unknown to other 
men.” 

« « 

In the coolness of tho lato evening iax the court of the 
caravanserai her brother and his friends lounged with her and 
the two ladies of their touring and sketching party, whilo 
they drank their sherbet, and talked of the Germane colors of 
the place, and watched tho flame of the after-glow bum out, 
and threw millet to the doves and pigeons straying at their 
feet. 

dear Venetia!” cried the Seraph, carelessly, tossing 
handfuls of grain to eager birds, “ 1 inqxiired for you! 
Sculptor-Chasseur — ^that fellow Victor — but I failed, tp see 
him, for he had been sent on an expedition shortly after I 
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reaoh^id the camp. They tell me he is a fine soldier; but by 
what the said, I fear he is but a liandsarae bla<^- 

Huard, and Al'nca, after all, may bo his fittest place.” ^ ' 
She gave a bond of her head to show she heard him, 
stroking the soft throat of a. little dovo that had settled on the 
bench beside her. 

Tliere is a charming little creature there, a little, fire- 
eater — Cigarette they call lujr — who is in love with, him, I 
liiucy. Such a picturesque child ! — swears like a trooper, 
too,” continued lie who was now Duke of Lyonnesse. 13y- 
the-way, is Berkeley gone h ” 

** Left yesterday.” 

** What for ? — where to ? ” 

“ I was not interested to incpiire.” 

** Ah ! you never liked him ! Odd (mough to leave without 
reason or apology ? ” 

He had hi.s rea-sons, doubtless.” 

And made his apology to you ? ” 

*^Oh yes.” 

Her brother looked at her earnestly ; there was a care upon 
her face new to him. 

** Are you well, my darling ? ” he asked her. Has the 
sun been too hot. or h line too cold for you ? ” 

Slio rose, and gathered her cashmeres about her, and smiled 
somewhat wearily her ad Lou to him. 

Both perhaps. I am tired. Good night.” 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE GIFT OF TILE CJiOSS. 

Okk of tb^ most brilliant of Algerian autumnal days shone 
over the groat camp in the south. The war was almost at an 
end for a time ; the Arabs were defeated and driven desert- 
wards ; hostilities irksome, harassing, and annoying^ like 
guerilla warfare, would long continue, but peace was virtuaUj 
established, and Ziiraibi had b6en th(v,chie. glory that had 
been added by the campaign to the fit^ of Impei:^ i^ronce. 
kites and the vultmces had left the bare bones by 
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fehousajidB to upon the sauds, and the hillocks 

brown eari® xeae in crowds where those, more cared for in 
death, had, been hastily thrust beneath the hroTm crust of the 
sarth. The dead had received their portion of reward — in 
the jackal’s teeth, in the crow’s heak, in the worm’s oaj'Qsa. 
And the living received theirs in this glorious rose-flookcd 
glittering autumn morning, when the bn^ath of mnlor mado 
the air a|is]p and cool, but the ardent noon still lighted wiilt 
its furnace glow the hillside and the phun. 

The whole of the Arm}' of the South was drawn up on the 
immense level of tlie plateau to witness the presentation of 
the Cross of the Legion of Honour. 

It -was full noon. The sun shone without a single cloud 
on the deep spaikliug azure of the skies. The troops stretched 
east and west, north and south, formed up in three sides of 
one vast mtiasive square. The battalions of Zpuaves and of 
Zephyrs; the brigade of Chasseurs d’Afrique; the s(piadron8 
of 8pahis; the regiments of Tirailleurs and Turcos; the 
batteries of Plying Artillery, were all zpassod there, 
reassembled from the various camps and stations of the 
ftoutbcrri provinces to do honour to i}\o clay : — to do honor in 
especial to one by whom the gloiy of the Tricolor had been 
saved unstained. 

The rod white and hhic of the stand!»rds, the brass of the 
eagle guidons, the gray tos^o.d manes of (ho chargers, the tierce 
swarthy faces of the solcfiery, the Hcariet of the Spahis’ cloaks, 
md the snowy folds of the J)eiui-Ca valeric turbans, tluj shine 
of the sloped lances, and the glisten of the carbine barrels, 
fused toge^ther iu one sea of bh'ndod color, flashed into a 
million of prismatic hues against the sombre bistre shadow of 
tho sunburnt plains and the clear blue of the skies. 

It had been a sanguinary, fruitless, cniel campaign ; it had 
availed nothing except to drive the Arabs away from some 
hundred leagues of useless and profitless soil; hundreds of 
Prencli soldiers had fallen by disease, and drought, and 
dysentery, as well as by shot and sabre, and wcto unrecorded 
save on the books of the bureaus, unlamented save, perhaps, 
in. some little nestling hamlet among the great green woodi of 
ITonnandy, or some wooden hut among the olives and the 
vines of Prbveuco, \ 5 ^iere iwme woman toiling ^21 j&upset 
among thei^elds, or praying before some waTOde ^one 

niche, would give a thought to the far -on and ^i^^uring 
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desert that had drawn down beneath its sands ^he head that 
4aed to lie upon her bosom^ cradled as a child’s, or caress^ 
lOs a lover. 

Bui the drums rolled out their long deep thunder over the 
waste*; and the shot-tom standards Huttored gailj’ in the 
brecijo blowing from the west! and the clear lull music of 
tJjc h'rench bands echoed away to the dim distant lerrihio 
south, where the desert-scorch and the desert- thirst had 
murdered their bravest and best — and the Army was cn p,te, 
.Kn jtte^ for it did honour to its darling. Cigarette ree,eived 
the Gross. 

Mounted on her own little bright bay, Etoile-Filante, with 
tricolor ribbons flying from his bridle and among the glossy 
fringes of his mane, the Little One rode among her Spahis, 
A scarlet kdpi -was set on her thick silken curls, a tricolor 
sash w’as knotted round her waist, her wine-barrel was slung 
on her left hip, her pistols thrust in her ceiniuron^ and a light 
carbine held in her hand with the butt-end resting on hof 
foot. With the sun on her child-likc brunette face, her eyes 
flashing like brown diamonds in the light, and her marvellous 
horsemanship, showing its skill in a hundred desinvolturea 
and daring tricks, the little Friend "of the Flag had come 
hither among her half-savage warriors, whose red robes 
surrounded her like a sea of blood. 

And on a sea of blood she, the Child of War, had floated, 
never sinking in that awful flood, but buoyant ever above its 
darkest waves, catching ever some ray of sunlight upon he? 
fair young head, and being oftentimes like a star of hope to 
those over whom its dreaded winters closed. Therefore they 
loved her, these ^im, slaughterous, and lustful warriors, to 
whom no other thing of womanhood was sacred, by whom in 
their wrath or their crime no friend and no brother was 
spared, whose law was license, and w^hose mercy w-as murder, 
Tliey loved her, these brutes whose greed w^as like the tiger’s^ 
■whose hate was like the devouring flame; and any who 
should have harmed a single lock of her curling hair would 
have had the speftrs of the African Mussulmans buried by the 
score in his body. They loved her, with the one fond trium- 
phant love these vultures of the army ever knew ; and to-day 
they gloried in her with fierce passionatlu delight. To-day she 
was |» her wild wolves of Africa what Jeaipne of Vaucoiubura 
’Iras >ver hreth^ Frianoe. And to-^ay was the crown 
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of her young life. It is given to moat^ if the desire of ihev 
soul ever become theirs, to possess it only when long and 
weary and fainting toil has brought them to its goal ; when 
beholding the golden fruit so fax 0% through so dreary a 
pilgrimage, duUs its bloom as they approach ; when having 
so long centred all their thoughts and hopes in the denied 
possession of that one fair thing, they find but little beauty 
in it when that possession is granted to satiate their love. 
But thrice happy, and few as happy, are they to whom the 
dream of their youth is fulfilled in their youth, to whom 
their ambition comes in full sweet fruitage, while yet the 
eolors of glory tirr- o not faded to the young, eager, longing 
eyes that watch ito advent. And of these was Cigarette. 

In the fair, slight girlish body of the child-soldier there 
lived a courage as daring as Banton’s, a patriotism as pure as 
Vergniaud’sJ a *80111 as aspiring as Napoleon^ Untaught, 
untutored, uninspired by poet’s words or patriot’s bidding, 
spontaneous as the rising and the blossoming of some wind* 
sown, sun-fed flower, there was, in this child of the battle 
and the razzia, the spirit of genius, the desire to live and ta 
die greatly. It was unreasoned on, it was felt not thought, 
it was often drowned in the gaiety of young laughter and the 
ribaldry of military jest, it was often obscured by noxious 
influence and stifled beneath the fumes of lawless pleasure ; 
zut there, ever, in the soul and the heart of Cigarette, dwelt 
the germ of a pure ambition — ^the ambition to do some noble 
thing for France, and leave her name upon her soldiers’ lips, 
a watchword and a rallying-cry for evermore. To be for ever 
a beloved tradition in the array of her country, to have her 
name remembered in the roil-call as Mort mr U cliamp 
d'honnmr ; ” to be once shrined in the love and honor of 
Franco, Cigarette — full of the boundless joys of life that know 
no weakness and no pain, strong as the young goat, happy as 
the young lamb, careless as the young flower tossing on the 
summer breeze — Cigarette would have died contenU^^y. And 
now living, some measure of this desire had been fulfilled 
her, some breath of this imperishable glory had passed over 
her. France had heard the story of Zoraila ; from the Throne 
a message had been passed to her ; what was far beyond aU 
else to her, her own Ajnny of AMca had crowned W, and 
thanked her, and adored her as with one voice, and where- 
soever she passed the wild oheers rang through the roar of 
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mtuikeify, an through the silence of sunny air, and throughout 
the regiments every sword wotild hare spruiig from its 
scabbard m her defence if she had but lifted her hand and 
said one word — ** Zaraila ! ” 

The Army looked on her with delight now. In all that 
mute, still, immovable mass that stretched out bo far, in such 
gorgeous array, there was not one man whose eyes did not 
turn on her, whose piide did not centre in her — their Little 
One, who was so wholly theirs, and who had been under the 
shadow of their Flag ever since the curls, so dark now, had 
been yellow tw wheat in her infancy* The Flag had been 
her shelter, her guardian, her plaything, her idol, the flutter 
of the striped folds had been the first thing at which her 
childish eyes had laughed ; the preservation of its colors from 
the sacrilege of an enemy's touch had been her religion, a re- 
ligion who^ie true following was, in her sight, saUation of the 
worst and the most worthless life ; and that Flag she liad 
saved, and borne aloft in victory at Zaraila. There was not 
one in all those hosts whose eyes did not turn on her with 
gratitude, and reverence, and delight in her as their own. 

Not one : except where her own keen, rapid glance, far- 
seeing as the hawk^s, lighted on the squadrons ot tho Chas- 
seurs d'Afriquo, and found among their ranks one face, grave, 
weary, meditative, with a gaze that seemed looking far away 
from the glittering scene to a grave that lay unseen leagues 
beyond, behind the rocky ridge. 

‘'He is thinking of the dead man, not of me,” thought 
Cigarette ; and the first taint of bitterness entered into her 
cup of joy and triumph, as such bitterness enters into most 
cups that are drunk by human lips. A whole army was 
thinking of her, and of her alone , and there was a void in 
her heayt, a thorn in her crown, because ono among that 
mighty mass — one only — ^gave her presence little heed, but 
thought rather of a lonely tomb among the desolation of the 
plains. 

But she had soaroe time even for that flash of p«un to 
quiver in impotent impatience through her. The tnunpets 
sounded, the salvoes of artilbry pealed out, the lanoes und 
the swords were oaiiied up in smute ; on to the ground rode 
the Marshal of France, who represented tho imperied will 
aqd presenooi surrounded by his staff, by generaU of division 
3^ brigade, by officers of rank, and by some few (nvilian 
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riders. Aii^eide gallpped up to her whore ehe stood with the 
corjis of her Bpehie, and gave hor his ord^. The I<^ittle One 
nodded careleesl;^, and touched ^toile-Eilauie with the prieh 
of the spur. Like lightning the animal hounded forill ftom 
the ranksy rearing and plunging, and swerving from i^e to 
side, while his rider^ with exquisite grace and address, kept 
her seat like the little semi- Arab that she was, and Wth ^ 
thousand curves and bounds cantered down the line of the 
gathered troops, with the west wind blowing from the fsiN 
distant sea, and fanning her bright cheeks liU tlicy wore the 
soft; scarlet Hush of the glowing japonica flower. And aU 
down the ranks a low, hoaise, strange, longing murmur went 
— the buzz of the voices which, but that discipline suppressed 
them, would have broken out in worshipping aeclamutious. 

As carelessly as though she reined up before tho Cafe door 
of the de Pinue, she arrested her horse before the great 
Marshal who was the impersonation of authority, and put 
her hand up in the salute, with her saucy wayward laugh. 
Ho -was the impersonation of that vast, silent, awful, irres- 
ponsible power which, under the name of tho Second Empire, 
stretched its hand of iron across the sea, and forced tho 
soldiers of France down into nameless graves, with tho desert 
sand choking th(ir mouths ; but be was no more to Cigarotto 
than any drummer-boy that might bo present. She hud all 
the contempt for the laws of rank of your thorough inborn 
democrat, all tho gay insouciant indiflcrence to station of the 
really free and untrammelled nature; and, in her sight, a 
dying soldier, lying quietly in a ditch to perish of shot- 
wounds witliout a word or a moan, was greater than all 
Messieurs les Mardchaux glittering in their stars and orders. 
As for impressing her, or hoping to impress her, with rank— 
pooh! You might as well have bid the sailing clouds pause 
in their floating passage because they came between royalty 
and the sun. All the sovereigns of Europe would have ow^d 
Cigarette not one whit more than a gathering of mnletoei^ 
Allied sovereigns — ^bah 1 she would have said, what djd. 

that mean in *15 ? A oborus of magpies chattering over ^ 
stricken eag[le ! ” 

go she remed up before the Marshal and bis staff, and 
few great personages whom Algeria could bring arot:^Qd thoni, 
08 indifferently as she had many a time reined up befoiio a 
knot of grim Turcos, smoking uuder a barrook-gate* waa 
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HoiMiig to her : it was her army that Oiowiied hter. The 
Oeoiaralissimo is the poppy^hedo, the men are tihe ^heatr 
hyery ear of the wheat lo?r» an&of what ua& is the tower- 
ing poppy that Uazed so gmnd in the sun?’' Cigarette 
would say with! metaphoric^ tmetion, forgetful, like most 
allcgorists, that her &blo was one-sided and unjust in figure 
and deduotion. 

Nevertheless, despite her gay contempt for rank, her heart 
beat fast under its gold-laocd jacket as she reined up Etoile and 
saluted. In that liot clear sun all the eyes of that immense 
host were fastened on her, and the hour of her longing desire 
was come at last. Erance had recognised that she had done 
greatly, and France, through the voice of this, its chief, spoke 
to her — France, her beloved, and her guiding-star, for whose 
sake the young brave soul within her would have dared and 
have endured all things.' There was a group before her, 
large and brilliant, but at them Cigarette never looked; what 
she saw were the sunburnt faces of her children,’^ of men 
who, in the majority, were old enough to be her grandsires, 
who had been with her through so many darksome hours, and 
whose black and rugged features lightened and grew tender 
whenever they looked upon their Little One. For the moment 
she felt giddy with sweet fiery joy; they were here to behold 
her thanked in the name of France. 

The Marshal, in advance of all his stafiP, doffed his plumed 
hat and bowed to his saddle-bow as he faced her. He knew 
her well by sight, this pretty child of his Army of Africa, 
who had, before then, suppresvsed mutiny like a veteran, and 
led the charge like a Murat — this kitten with a lion’s heart, 
this humming-bird with an eagle’s swoop. 

^‘Mademoiselle,” he commenced, while his voice, Well 
skilled to such work, echoed to the farthest end of the long 
lines of troops, “ I have the honor to discharge to-day the 
happiest duty of my life. In convoying to you the expression 
of the Emperor’s approval of your noble conduct in the pre^ 
sent campaign, 1 express the sentiments of the whole Army. 
Tour action on the day of Zaroila was as brilliant in ooncep* 
tiou as it was great in execution ; and the courage you di^ 
played was only equalled by your patriotism. May the soldier, 
of many wars remember you and emuls*te you. In the name 
of France, I thank you. In ‘ftie name of the Emperor, T. bring 
llE) you the Cross of the Legion of !]Sonor.? 
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Aa the brief and soldierly words roiled dwn the rahks of 
the listening regiments, he stooped forwfin:d icois^ his saddle 
and fastened the red ribbon on her breast; whifo, thf 
whole gathered mass, watching, hearing, waiting fareatJklesslj 
to give their tribute of applause their dailing also, a great 
shout rose as with one voice, strong, full, echoing Ovof and 
over again across the plains in thunder that joined her name 
with the name of France and of [Napoleon, and hurled itup^ 
ward in fierce tumultuous idolatrous love to those cruel cloud* 
less skies that shone above the dead. She was their child, 
their treasure, their idol, their young leader in war, their 
young angel in suffering; she was all their own, knowing 
with them one common mother — France. Honor to her was 
honor to them ; they gloried with heart and soul in this bright 
young fearless life that had been among them ever since her 
infant feet 4iad waded through the blood of slaughter-fields, 
and her infant lips had laughed to see the tricolor fioat in the 
Bun above the smoke of batUe. 

And as she heard, her face became very pale, her large eyes 
grew dim and very soft, her mirthful mouth trembled with 
the pain of a too intense joy. She lifted her head, and all 
the unutterable love she bore her country and her people 
thrilled through the music of her voice ; 

Franqau ! — ce rCetait rien ! 

That was all she said ; in that one first word of their 
common nationality, she spoke alike to the Marshal of the 
Empire and to the conscript of tlie ranks. "Fran^aisT' 
that one title made them all ecpial in her sight; whoever 
claimed it waa honored in her eyes, and was precious to 
heart, and when she answered them that it was nothing, 
this thing which they glorified in her, she answered but 
what seemed the simple truth in her code. She would 

have thought it nothing'’ to have perished by shot, ot 
steel, or flame, in day-long torture for that ope fair sake 
of France. 

Vain in all else, and to all else wayward, here she waa 
docile and sabmissive as the most patient child ; here sh^ 
deemed the greatest and the hardest thing that she could e(V:er 
do far less than all tha^ she would willingly have done. Am 
as she looked upon the nost whose thousand and ten thousand 
voioeflf rang up to the noonday sun in her homage, and, in hers 
alone, a light like a gloiy beamed upon her fSace that fer once 
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was white and still and very grave none who saw her &e6 
then, ever forgot that look. 

In tliafc moment she touched the full sweetness of a proud 
find pure ambition, attained and possessed in all its inteusit}", 
in all its perfect splendor. In that moment she knew that 
divine hour which, born of a people^s love and of the impos- 
sible desires of genius in its youth, comes to so few human 
Jives — knew that which was known to the young Kapoleon 
when, in tho hot hush of the nighls of July, France M^eicomed 
the Conqueror of Italy. And in that monunt there was an 
intense stiUness; the Army ci owned as its bravest and its 
best a woman-child in the spring-time of her girlhood. 

Then Cigarette laid her hand t>n llic Cross tliat had been 
tho dream of her 3 cars since she had first seen the brazen 
glisten of the eagles above her wondeiing eyes of i)llano)^ 
nnd loosened it fiuni above her heart, and stretched her hand 
out with it to the great Cliicf. 

Monsieur le Majdchnl, this is not for me.** 

** Not for you ! The Fmperor b( slows it ** 

Cigarette saluted with her loft hand, still sti'ctching to him 
the decoration with tho other. 

** It is not for me — not while I wear it unjustly.** 

** Unjustly ! AVhut is your moaning ? My child, you 
talk strangely. The gifts of the Empire are not given 
lightly,** 

‘‘No; and they shall not bo given unfairly. Listen.** 
The color had flushed back, bright and radiant, to her 
cheek ; her eyes glanced with their old daring ; her con- 
temptuous, careless eloquence returned, and Ikt ^oicc ecboi'd, 
every note distinct as the notes of a Uumpct-call, down the 
lanks of the listening soldiery. “Hark you! The Emperor 
sends me this Cross ; France thanks me ; the Army applauds 
me. Well, I thank them, one and all. Cigarette was never 
yet ungrateful ; it is tho sin of the coward. But I say I will 
not take what is unjustly mine, and tliis preference to me is 
unjust. I saved the day at Zaraila ? — oh-hd ! gmni choB$ gal 
And how ? — by seamperiiig fast on my mare, and asking for 
a squadron or two of my ^ahis — ^that was aU. If I had not 
done so much— I, a soldier of Africc^whv, I should have 
rleseh^ed to have been shot like a cat — bah ! — should 1 not P 
' It w*Mi not I wiio saved the battle* Who was it f It was a 
jbWkssoUr d*Airique, I tell you. What did he do f Why, 
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this. VtTokn his officers were all gone dowa» rallied, and 
gathered his handM of men, and held the grotmd ivlth them 
nil through the day — two — four — six-— eight~teBL hours 
In the scorch of tlie sun. The Arbicos, even, woto forced to 
see that was grand ; they offered him life if he would yield. 
All his answer was to form his few horsemen into line as wcU 
as he could for the slain, and charge — a last charge in Which 
he knew not one of his trooxi could live through the swarffis 
of the Arbis around them. That I saw with my own eyes. 

I and my Spahis just reached him in time. Then who is it 
that saved the day, T pray you ? — I, who just ran a race for 
fan and came in at the fag-end of the thing, or this man who 
lived the whole day through in the carnage, and never let go 
of the guidon, but only thought how to die greatly ? I tell 
you, the Gross is his, and not mine. Take it back, and give 
it whore it Is due.” 

The Marshal listened, half amazed, half amused— half 
prepared to resent the insult to the Empire and to discipline, 
half disposed to award that submission to her caprice which 
all Algeria gave to Cigarette. 

^^Mademoiselle,” he said, with a grave smile, ” the honors 
of the Empire are not to be treated thus. But who is this 
man for whom you claim so much ? ” 

** Who is he ? ” echoed Cigarette, with all her fiery disdain 
for authority ablaze once more like brandy in a flame, 
Oh-h4 ! Napoleon Premier would not have left his Mar- 
shals to ask that ! He is the finest Holdier in Africa, if it be 
possible for one to be finer than another where all ore so 
great. They know that ; they pick him out for all the dan- 
gerous missions. But the Black Hawk hates him, and so 
Erarice never hears the truth of all that lie docs* 1 tell you, 
^ the Emperor had seen him as I saw him on the field of 
Zaindla, his would have been the Cross, and not mine,” 

“ You are generous, my Little OneJ* 

No j I am juBi.” * * 

Her brave eyes glowed in the sun, her voice rang as (dear 
as a bell. She raised her head proudly and glanced donna 
the line of her army. She was just — that was the one tiftoe 
in Cigarette's creed^ without which you were poltroon, oi 
liar, or both. 

She alone knetr what neglect, wliat indifference, what 
milntentional but none the less piercing insults she had to 
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avenge; she altne knew of ihat pain \vitli which fthe had 
heard the name of her patrician rival munniired in delirioiiH 
idtimber after Zaraila; aho alone knew of that negligent 
caress of farewell with whieh her lips had been touched as 
lightly as his hand caressed a horse’s neck or a bird’s wing. 

ut these did not weigh with her one instant to make her 
withhold the words that she deemed deserved ; these did 
not balance against him one instant the pique and the pain 
of her own heart in opposition to the due of his courage and 
his fortitude. 

Cigarette was rightly proud of her immunity from the 
weaknesses of her sex ; she had neither meanness nor selfish- 
ness. 

The Marshal listened gravely, the groups around him 
smilingly. If it had been any other than the Litthi One, 
it would have been very different ; as it was, all France and 
all -Algeria knew Cigarette. 

What may be the name of this man whom yon praise so 
greatly, my pretty one ? ” he asked her. 

** That I cannot tell, Monricur le Mar4chal. All I know 
is ho calls himself here Louis Victor.” 

Ah ! I have heard much ol him, A fine soldier, 
buh— ” 

A fine soldier without a ‘ but,’ ” interrupted Cigarette, 
with rebellious indiflerenco to the lank of the gicat man 
she corrected, unless you add, ' but never done justice by 
his Chief.’ ” 

^ she spoke, her eyes for the first time glanced over the 
various personages who were mingled among the staff of the 
Marshal, his invited guests for the review upon the plains. 
The color burned more duskily in her cheek, her eyes glit- 
tered with hate ; she could have bitten her little, frank, witty 
longue through and through for having spoken the name of 
that Chasseur who was yonder, out of earshot, where the 
lancc-heads of his squadrons glistened against the blue skies. 
Hhe saw a face which, though seen but once before, she know 
instiuitly again— the face of Miladi.” And she saw it 
change color, and lose its beautiful hue, and grow grave and 
troumed as the last words passed between herself and the 
French Marshal. '' 

^'Ahl can she wundered Cigsarette, who, with a 

l^onu^on error of tsixik v^ment yoting domoorata as hetseli^ 
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always thought that hearts never ached in Patrician 
Order, and thought so still when she saw the listlnss proud 
tranquillity return, not again to be altered, over the |>erfeot 
features that she watched with so much violent inatmotive 
hate. “ Did she heed his name, or did she not? “Whitt are 
their faces in that Order? Only alabaster masks I inuse4 
the child. And her heart sank, and bitterness mingled with 
her joy, and the soul that had a moment before been so fuU 
of air pure and noble emotion, all high and patriotic and 
idealic thought, was dulled and soiled and clogged with baser 
juissions. So ever do unworthy things drag the loftier nature 
earthward. 

She scarcely heard the Marshalls voice as it addressed her 
with a kindly indulgence, as to a valued soldier and a spoilt 
pet in one. • 

**Have no fear, Little One. Victors claims are not for- 
gotten, though we may await our own time to investigate 
and reward them. No one ever served the Empire and 
remriined unrewarded. For yourself, wear your Cross proudly. 
It glitters above not only the bravest but the most generous 
heai-t in the service.” 

JiTonc had ever won such warm words from the redoubted 
chief, whoso speech was commonly rapid and stern as his 
conduct of war, and who usually recompensed his men for 
fine service rather with a barrel of brandy to season their 
rations than with speeches oi military culogium. But it 
failed to give dcHght to Cigarette. She felt resting upon 
her the calm gaze of thoso brilliant azure eyes; and she 
folt, as she had done once in her rhododendron shelter, as 
' though she were some very w^orthless, rough, rude, untaught, 
and coarse little barbarian, who was, at best, but fit for a 
soldier’s jest and a soldier’s riot in the wild license of the 
barrack-room or the campaigning tent. It was only tlte eyes 
of this woman, whom he loved, which ever bad power to 
awaken that humiliation, that impatience of berself, that 
consciousness of something lost and irrevocable, which moved 
*er now. 

Cigarette was proud with an intense pride of all her 
liberty from every feminine trommel, of aU her 
immunity from every setuple and every fastidiousness of her 
smc. But, for once, within sight of that noble and haughty 
beioriy a poignant, cruel, wounding senee of utter infer^ewy. 
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utter debasement, possessed and weighed down her lawle^ 
and indomitable spirit. Some vague weary feeling that hfir 
jf-outh was fair enough in the sight of men, but that her older 
years would 1)6 very dark, very terrible, came on her even in 
this hour of the supreme joy, the supreme triumph, of her 
life. Even her buoyant and cloudless nature did not escape 
that mortal doom wliich pursues and poisons every ambition 
in the very instant of its full fruition. 

The doubt, the pain, the self-mistrust were still upon her 
as she saluted once again and paced down the ranks of the 
assembled divisions; while every lance was carried, every 
sword lifted, every bayonet presented to the order, Forta 
VOS amics / as she went ; greeted as though she were an 
empress, for that cross which glittered on her hcjart, for that 
coiirage wherewith she had saved the Tricolor. 

The great shouts rent the air; the clash of the lowered 
arms saluted her ; the drums rolled oTit upon the air ; the 
bands of the regiments of Africa broke into the fiery rapture 
of a wax-march ; the folds of the battle-torn flags w^ere flung 
out wider and wider on the breeze. Gray-bearded men gazed 
on her with tears of delight upon their grizzled lashes, and 
young boys looked at her as the children of France once gazed 
upon Jeanne, d’Arc, where Cigarette, with the red ribbon on 
her breast, rode slowly in the noonday light along the line of 
troops. 

It was the paradise of which she had dreamed ; it was the 
homage of the army she adored ; it w'us one of those hours in 
which life is trausGgured, exalted, sublimated into a divine 
glory by the pure love of a pcoj)le; and yet in that instant, 
so long, BO passionately doainfl, the doom of all genius was 
hers. There was the stealing pain of a weary unrest amid 
the sunlit and iutoxicatijig joy of satisfied aspiration. 

The eyes of Venetia Corona followed her with something 
of ineffable pity. Poor little unsexed child I ** she thought. 
“How pretty and how brave she is! and— how true to 
him!” 

The Seraph, beside her in the groap around the flag-staff, 
smiled oud turned to her. 

“ £ said that little Amazon was love ^th this follow 
Victor ; how loyally she stood up for him. 6ut 1 date say 
|she would be as quick to send a bnitet throtigh him^ if he 
^ should ^ever displease her.” 
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Why ? Where there is lo much eourege there must he 
much nobility, even in the abandonment of endb. a life os 
hors.” 

*'Ah, you do not know what half-Fronch, half-Afirtften 
natures are. She would die for him just now wi'y likely] 
but if he ever forsake her, she will be quite as likely to ruk 
her dirk through him.” 

^Forsake her ! what is he to her ? ” 

There was a certain impatieuco in the tone, and something 
of contemptuous disboUef, that made her brother look at luu 
in wonder. 

** AVhat on earth can the loves of a camp conceni her f ” he 
thought, as he answeied: ‘‘Nothing that 1 know of; but 
this charming little tigrc'^s is very fond of him. By-the-way, 
can you point the man out to me ? 1 am curious to sec him.” 

Impossible ! Tlicro aio ten thousand faces, and the 
cavalrj’’ squadrons are so tar off.” 

She spoke vdth indilfereiico, but she grew a little pale as 
she did so, and the eyes that had always met his so frankly, 
80 proudly, were turned from 1dm. He saw it, and it 
troubled him with a trouble the more perplexed that he could 
assign to himself no reason for it. That it could be caused 
by any inteiest felt for a Chasseur d^Afrique by the haughtiest 
lady in all Europe would have been loo preposterous and too 
insulting a suiiposition for it ever to occur to him. And lie 
did not dream the truth — tliu trutli that it was her With- 
holding, for the first time in all her life, any secret from him 
which caused her pain; that it was Ihe fear lest ho should 
learn that his lost frn^nd was living thus which haunted her 
V itli that unspok(*n anxiety. 

They were travelling here with the avowed purpose of 
seeing the military operations of the south; she could not 
have prevented him from accepting the Marshal's invitaiiom 
to the rewiew of the African Army without exalting comment 
and interrogation; sho was forced to let events take their 
own course, and shape themselves as they wo aid; yet an 
apprehension, a dread, that she could hardly form into distinct 
shape, pursued her. It w’’eighed on her with an inAnite 
oppression— this story^which she alone had had revealed to 
her, this life whose martyrdom she alone had seen, and whose 
secret even she could not divine. It , affeetbd her more 
powerfbUy, it grieved her more keetlly, than she herself 
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It brought her close, for the only time iii her expert' 
eace, to a life absolutely without a hope, and one ^a| 
iEUM^epted the despair of such a destiny with silent resignation, 
it moved her as nothing less, as nothing feebler or of more 
common type, could ever have found power to do. Therf 
were a simplicity and a gi^eatness in the mute, unpretentious 
almost unconscious, heroism of this man, who, for the sheer 
sake of that which he deemed the need of “ honor,’* accepted 
the desolation of his entire future, which attracted her as 
nothing else had ever done, which made her heart ache when 
she looked at the glitter of the Franco-Arab squadrons, where 
their sloped lances glistened in the sun, with a pang that she 
had never felt before. Moreover, as the untutored, half- 
barbaric, impulsive young heart of Cigarette had felt, so felt 
the high-bred, cultured, world- wise mind of Venetia Corona 
— that this man*s exile was no shame, but some groat 
sacrifice ; a sacrifice whoso bitterness smote her with its own 
suffering, whose mystery wearied her with its own perplexity, 
as she gazed down the line of the regiments to where the 
shot-bruised Eagle of Zaraila gleamed above the squadrons of 
the Chasseurs d*Afrique. 

He, in his place among those squadrons, knew her, though 
so far distai^t, and endured the deadliest trial of patience 
which liad come to him while beneath the yoke of African 
discipline. To leave his place was to incur the heaviest 
punishment ; yet he could almost have risked that sentence 
rather than wait there. Only seven days had gone by since 
he had been with her under the roof of Ihc caravanserai; but 
it seemed to him as if these days had aged him more than all 
the twelve years that he had passed upon the Algerian soil. 
He was thankful that the enmity of his relentless chief had 
placed such shadow of evil report between his name and the 
rewards due to his service, that even the promised recognition 
of his brilliant actions at Zaraila and elsewhere was postponed 
awhile on the plea of investigation. He was thankful that 
the honors which the whole Army expected for him, and 
wliich the antagonism of Chateauroy would soon be powerless 
to avert any longer from their meet bestowal, did not force 
him to go up there in scorching light of the noon, and 
take those honors as a solder of Franoi, under the eyes of the 
; map he loved, of the woman he adored. ^ . 

As it was, he sat motioaless as a statue in hie taddle^ 'and 
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never leaked, westward to where the ideoloxe of flag-staff 
drooped above the head of Yehetia CcSrona^ , ^ 

ThuS) he never heard tilie gallant words spdIfenL m his 
behalf by the loyal lips that he had not oared to oal^; As 
she passed down the ranks, indeed, he saw and smfled b)l }ii|# 
little champion ; but the smilo had only a weary kindhesis ^ 
recognition in it, and it wounded Cigarette more than tfaonj^ 
he had struck her through the breast with his lance. 

Xhe moment that he dreaded came; the troops broke up 
and marched past the representative of their empire, the 
cavalry at the head of the divisions. He passed among the 
rest ; he raised his lance so that it hid his features as much as 
its slender shaft could do ; the fair and noble faoe on which 
his glance flashed was very pale and very grave ; the one 
beside her was sunny and frank, and unchanged by the years 
that had dnfted by, and its azure eyes, so like her own, 
sweeping over the masses with all the swift, keen appreciation 
of a military glance, were so eagerly noting carriage, 
accoutrement, harness, horses, that they never once fell upon 
the single soldier whose heart so unutterably longed for, even 
while it dreaded, his recognition. 

Venetia gave a low, quick breath of mingled pain and 
relief as the last of the Chasseurs paced by. The Seraph 
started, and turned his head : 

** My darling ! Are you not well ? ** 

« Perfectly ! ” 

You do not look so ; — ^and you forgot now to point mg 
out this special trooper. I forgot him too.'' 

He goes there — ^the tenth from here." 

Her brother looked j it was too late : 

** He is taller than the others. That is all 1 can see now 

that his back is turned. I will seek him out when " 

** Do no such thingl " 

“ And why ? It was your own request that I inquired " 

Think changeable as you will. Do nqttog to seek 
him, to inquire for him——" 

‘‘ But why f A man who at Zaraila ** 

Hever mind ! Do not let it he said you notice a Chasseiur 
d'Afriquje at my instance." 

The color flushed hej face as she spoke; it was with th<i 
scom, the hatred, of this shadow of an untruth with \vlu*'V 
sh<^ ibr the sole time in life soiled her lips. He, noting 
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fthoo}; himself restlesd^ in his saddle. If he had not known 
^er to be the noblest fixid the haughtiest of all the imperial 
wbmen who had crowned his house with their beauty and their 
honor, he could have believed that some interest, degrading as 
disgrace, moved her toward this foreign trooper, and caused 
her altered wishes and her silence. As it was, so much insult 
to her as would have existed in the mere thought was impos- 
sible to him ; yet it l(*ft him annoyed and vaguely disquieted- 

The subject did not wholly fade from his mind throughout 
the entertainments that succeeded to the military inspection, 
in the gr(‘at white tent glistening with gilded bees and 
brightened with tricolor standards which the ingenuity of the 
soldiers of the administration had reared as though by magio 
amid the barrenness of the country, and in which the skill of 
camp cooks served up a delicate banquet. The scone was 
very picturos(iue, and all the more so for ihe' wide-spread 
ehangirig panorama without of the canvas city of the camp. 
It was chiefly designed to pleasure the great lady who hud 
come so far southward; all the resources w^hich could bo 
employed were exhausted to make the occasion memorable 
and worthy of the dignity of the guests wdiom the Viceroy 
of the Empire delighted to honor. Yet she, seated there on 
his right hand, where the rich skins and cashmeres and 
carjjots were strewn on a dais, saw in reality little save a 
confuted blending of hues, and metals, and orders, and 
"Weapons, and snow^y botircls, and olive fac(‘s, and Erench 
elegance and glittcT fused with the grave raajcstj'' of Arab 
I)orap. Eor lior thoughts were not with the scene around 
her, but witli the soldier who was without in that teeming 
crowd of tents, who lived in povci’ty, and danger, and the 
liard slavery of unquestioning obedience, and asked only to 
bo as one dead to all who had known and loved him in his 
youth. It was in vain that she repelled the memory; it 
usurped her, and would not be displaced. 

Meantime, in another port of the camp, the heroine of 
Zaraila was feasted, not less distinctively, if more noisily and 
more familiarly, by tho younger ofBcers of the various regi- 
ments. La Cigarette, many a time before the reigning spirit 
of suppers and carouses, was banqueted with all the Iclat 
that hehtted ihat cross which sparkled on her blue and scarlel 
vest. High throned on a pyramid of knapsack^ canteens, 
land rugs, toasted a thousand times in all brandieB and red 
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wines tlieit ih^ etoree would yield, sung of itk improvised ode^ 
that were ohanted by voices which might hate won Euro- 
^an :fome as tenor or as basso, caressed and sued lyith aU 
the rapid, fiery, lightly-eomo and lightly-go love of the oatnp, 
with twice a hundred flashing, darkling eyes bent on hiw^ m 
the hot admiration that her vain coquette spirit found delight 
in, ruling as she would with jest, and caprice, and command, 
and bravado all these men who were tt'rrible as tigem to 
their foes, the Little One reigned alone ; and — Uko many who 
have roigned before her — found lead in her sceptre, dtn^s in 
her diadem, satiety in her kingdom. 

When it was over, this banciuet that was all in her honor, 
and that three months before would have been a paradise to 
her, she shook herself free of the scores of arms outstrotohod 
to keep her captive, and went out into the night alone. She 
did not know, what she ailed, but sbo was restless, oppressed, 
weighed down with a sense of dissatisfied weariness that had 
never before touched the joyous and elastic nature of the 
child of Erance. 

And this, too, in the moment when the very sweetest and 
loftiest of her ambitions was attained! when her hand 
wandered to that decoration on her lieart which had been 
ever in her sight wbat the crown ot wild olive and the wreath 
of summer grasses were to the youths ond to the victors of 
the old dead classic years I As she stood in solitude under 
the brilliancy of the stars, tears, unfamiliar and unbidden, 
rose in her eyes as they gazed over thb hosts around her. 

How they live only for the slaughter ! how they perish 
like the beasts of the field P' she thought. TJi>on her, as on 
the jioct or the patriot who could translate and could utter 
the thought as she could not, there w< ighed tlio burden of 
that heart-sick consciousness of the vanity of the highest 
hope, the futility of the noblest effort, to bring light into 
the darkness of the suffering, toiling, blind throngs of human 
life. 

There is only one thing worth doing — ^to die greatly! 
thought the aching heart of the child-soldler, uneonscioudy 
returning to the only end that Ihe genius and the greatness 
of Greece could find as issue to the terrible jest^ mydls* 
rious despair, of all e^tenoe. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THS DS9SBT HAWK AJ$n> THB PAAAD10E-BIED. 

SoHE way distant, parted by a broad strip of unoccupied 
ground from the camp, were the grand marquees set aside for 
§ie Marshal and for his guests. They were twelve m number, ^ 
gaily decorated as far as decoration could be obtained in the 
southern provinces of Algeria, and had, Arab-like, in front of 
each the standard of the Tricolor. Before one were two other 
standards also— the flags of England and of Spain. Cigarette, 
looking on from afar, saw the alien colors wave in the torch- 
light flickering on them. That is hers,^* thought the Littlo 
One, with the mournful and noble emotions *of the previous 
moments swiftly changing into the violent, reasonless, tumul- 
tuous hatred at once of a rival and of an Order. 

Cigarette was a thorough democrat; when she was two 
years old she had sat on the topmost pile of a Parisian barri- 
cade, with the red bonnet on her curls, and had clapped her 
tiny hands for delight when the buUots flew, and the “ Mar- 
seiUaise*' rose above the cannonading; and the spirit of the 
musketry and of the ** Marseillaise^' had together passed into 
her and made her what she was. She was a genuine demo- 
crat ; and nothing shoii; of the pure isonomy of the Greeks 
was tolerated in her political plulosophy, though she could 
not have told what such a word had meant for her life. She 
had all the furious prejudices and aU the instinctive truths 
in her of an uncompromising ; and the sight alone of 
those lofty standards, sign^'zing the place of rest of the 
^‘aristocrats," while her “children's" lowly tents wore in 
her sight all the dignity and all the distinction of the true 
fleld, would have aroused her ire at any time. But now a 
hate tenfold keener moved her; she had a jealousy of the 
one in whose honor those two foreign ensigns floated, that 
was the most bitter thing which had ever entered her short 
and sunny life — a hate the hotter because tinged with that 
sickening souse of self-hiuiuliation, because mingled with 
that woiidi riug emotion at beholding something so utterly 
i^ilike to fiU that she had known or dreamt. 
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Slie had « it in her, wMild she b&Te had the power, ta 
mercilessly and brntall^ destroy this woman’s beauty, which 
was so far above her reach, as she had once destroyed the 
ivory wreath ; yet, as that of the snow-white carving had 
done, so did this fair and regal beauty touch her, even >n the 
midst of her fur}-, with a ccrtaiu reverent awe, with a certain 
dim sense of something lier own life had missed. She had 
trodden the ivory in pieces with all the violence of childiah, 
savage, uncalculatii^g hate, and she had been chidden, as by 
a rebuking voice, by the wreck which her action had mdde 
at her feet : so could sho now, had it been possible, have 
ruined and annihilated the loveliness that tilled his heart and 
his soul ; but so would sho also, the moment her instinct to 
avenge herself had been sated, have felt the remorse and the 
shame of hjiving struck down a delicate and gracious thing 
that even in its destruction had a glory that was above 
her. 

Even her very hate attracted her to the sight, to the study, 
to tho presence of this woman, who was as dissimilar to all 
of womanhood that had ever crossc'd her path, in camp and 
barrack, as the pure, white, gleaming lily of the hothouse is 
unlike the wind-tossed, sand-btaintd, yellow leaf down4roddon 
in the mud. An irresistible fascination drew her toward tho 
self-samo pain which had so wounded her a few hours before 
— an impulse more intense than ouiiosity, and more vital 
than caprice, urged her to the vicinity of the only human 
being who had ever awakened is her the pangs of humilia- 
tion, the throbs of envy. 

Amd she went to that vicinity, now that the daylight had 
just changed to evening, and the ruddy torch-glaro was glow- 
ing everywhere from great pine boughs thrust in the ground, 
with their resinous branches steeped in oil and flaring alight. 
Thero was not a man that night in camp who woiild have 
dared oppose the steps of the young heroine of the Cross 
wherever they might choose, in their fanta-»feic flight, tc 
Irandcr. Tho sentinels passing up and down the great space 
oeforo the marq^uees challenged her, indeed, but she was quick 
to give the answering password, and they let her go by &cm, 
their eyes turning alter the HtUe picturesque form lhat eveiry 
soldier of the Corps of Africa loved almost like the flag be* 
neath which he fought. Once in the magic circle, she paused 
awhile, tho desire tixat urged h^ on, and the hate un« 
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pelled her backward, keeping her rooted there in the dodtj 
shadow which the flapping standards threw. 

To creep covertly into her rival* s presence, to hide herself 
like a spy to see what she wished, to show fear, or hesitation, 
or deference, were not in the least what she contemplated. 
\Vhat she inioridod was to confront this fair, strange, cold, 
rrucl thing, and see if sho were of flesh and blood like other 
living beings, and do the best that could bo done to outrage, 
to scourge, to challenge, to deride her with all the insolent 
artillery of camp ribaldry, and show her how a child of the 
people could laugh at her rank, and aifront her purity, and 
scorn her power. Ilefini to idea there was none in her; she 
had come on impulse ; but a vague longing in some way to 
break down that proud serenity which galled her so sliaqdy, 
and bring hot blood of shame into that delicate face, and 
cast indignity on that imperious and unassailable pride, con- 
sumed her. 

She longed to do as some girl of whom she had once been 
told by an old Invalide had done in the *89 — a girl of the 
people, a fisher- girl ot the Cannebiere, who had loved one 
above her rank, a noble who deserted her for a woman of his 
own order, a beautiful, soft-skinned, lily-like scornful aristo- 
crat, with the silver ring of merciless laughter and the languid 
lustre of sweet contemptuous eyes. The MarseillaiBo boro 
her wrong in silence — she was a daughter of the south and of 
the populace, with a -dark, brooding, burning beauty, strong 
and fierce, and braced with the salt lashing of the sea and 
with the keen breath of the stormy mistral. She held her 
peace w’hile the great lady was wooed and won, while the 
marriage joys came 'with the purple 'vintage time, while tho 
people were made drunk at the bridal of their chatelaine in 
those hot, ruddy, luscious autumn days. 

Sfie held her peace ; and tho *l’error came, and the streets 
of the city by the sea ran blood, and the scorch of the sun 
blazed, every noon, on the scaffold. Then she had her ven- 
geance. She stood and saw the axe fall down on the proud 
snow-white neck that never had bent till it bent there, and 
she drew the severed head into her own bronzed hands and 
.imote the lips his lips had kissed, a cruel blow that blurred 
their beauty out, and twlii^d a fish-hook in the long and 
glistening hair, and drew H, laughinf as lOia went, ttemugh 
and mire, and g<we, and aver &e rough stones of the 
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town^ and tiirough the shouting crowds of the multitudes^ 
and tossed it out ou to the sea> laughing still as the waves 
flung it out from billow to billow, and the fish sucked it down 
to make their feast. ** VoUh tea aecondea noeea / die cried 
where she stood, and laughed by the side of the ^ay angrj'* 
water, watching the tresses of the floating hair sink down* 
ward like a heap of sea-tossed weed. 

That horrible story came to the memoiy of Cigarette now 
as it had been told her by the old soldier wdio, in his boy- 
hood, had seen the entry of the Marseillais to Paris. She 
knew what the woman of the people had felt when she had 
braised and mocked and thrown out to the devouring waters 
that fair and fallen head. 

could do it — I could do it,'* she thought, with the 
savage instinct of her many-sided nature dotuinant, leaving 
Uf)pennost ofely its ferocity — the same ferocity as had moved 
the southern woman to wreak her haired on the senseless head 
of her rival. The school in which the child-soldier had been 
reared had been one to foster all those barbaric impulses, to 
leave in their inborn uncontrolled force all those native desires 
which the liumau shares with the animal nature. There had 
been no more to teach her that these w'ore criminal or for- 
bidden than there is to leach the young tigress that it is cruel 
to tear the antelope for food. 'What Cigarette was, that nature 
had made her ; she was no more trained to self-control, or to 
the knowledge of good, than is the tigcT’s cub as it wantons 
in its play under the great broad tropic leaves. 

Kow, she acted on her impulse ; her impulse of open scorn 
of rank, of reckless vindication of her light to do just what- 
soever pleasured her ; and she went boldly forward and dashed 
aside, with no gentle hand, the folds that hung before the 
entrance of the tent, and stood there with the gleam of the 
starry night and the glow of the torches behind her, so that 
her picturesque and brightly-colored form looked painted on 
a dusky lurid back-giound of shadow and of flame. 

The action startled the occupants of the tent, and made 
them both look up; they were Venetia Corona on& a Le- 
vantine woman, who was her favorite and most devoted 
tendant, and had been about h€/from her birth. TheieOt 
was the first of three «et aside tor her occupance, and had 
bemi adorned with as much luxury as was procurable, and 
with many of Iho rich and curious things of Algerian %ri and 
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■workmanship, so far as they oonld he hastily ec^ected by 
the slvijl and quickness of the Frenck intendance. Cigarette 
stood silently looking at the scene on which she had thus 
broken without leave or question; she saw nothing of it 
except one head lifted in surprise at her entrance— just such 
a head, just so proudly carried, just so crowned with gleam- 
ing hair as that which the Marseillaise had dragged through 
Ike dust of the streets and cast out to the lust of the sharks. 
Venctia hesitated a moment in astonished wonder; then, with 
the grace and the courtesy of her race, rose and approached 
the entrance of her tent, in which that figure, half a soldier, 
half a child, was standing, with the fitful reddened light be- 
hind. She recognised whose it was. 

Is it you, ma pdite?'^ she said kiiidl)'. Come within. 
Do not be afraid—'' 

She spoke with the gentle coiisi(l(‘ration of a great lady to 
one whom she admired for her heroism, compassionated for 
her position, and thought natnially in need of such encourage- 
ment. She had liked the frank, fearless, ardent brunette 
face of the Little Friend of the Flag ; she liad liked her fiery 
and indomitable defence of the soldier of Zaraila ; she felt an 
interest in her as deep as her jiity, and she was above the 
scruples which many women of her rank might have had as 
to the fitness of entering into conversation with this child of 
the army. She was gciitlo to her as to a young bird, a young 
kitten, u young colt ; whut her brother had said of the vivan- 
diere’s love for one whom the girl only knew as a trooper of 
Chasseurs filled with an indefinable compassion the woman 
who knew him as her own equal and of her own Order. 

Cigarette, for once, answered nothing ; her eyes very lower- 
ing, burning, eaVage. i 

** You wish to see me F" Venetia asked once more. Come 
nearer. Have no fear—" r 

The one word unloosed the spell w'hich had kept Cigarette 
speechless; the one word wits an insult beyond endurance, 
that lashed all the worst spirit in her into flame. 

«Fear* ’' she cried, with a camp oath, whose blasphemy 
WM happily unintelligible to her listener. Fear I Yoa 
think I fear ym / — the.dsurhiig of tho army, who aaved the 
squadron at Zutaila, who has seen a thousand days of hlood- 
i shed, who has killed as many men with her own himd as any 
, Lascar among them all— fear you, you hothouse flower, you 
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paradise-bird, j^ou silver pheasant, who never did aught but 
spread your dainty colors in the suA, and netei^ earned so 
much as the right to eat a piece of black bread/ if y<>rL had 

your deserts I Fear you* 1 ! Why ! Do you not know 

that I could kidl you where you stand as easily as I oould 
wring the neck of any one of those gold-winged oriole^ th^t 
flew above your head to-day, and who have more right to, liVo 
than you, for they do at least labor in their own fhshion for 
their food, and their drink, and their dwelling P Dieu do 
Dieu ! Why, I have killed Arabs, I tell you — great gaunt, 
grim men — and made them bite the dust under ray flro. Do 
you think I would check for a moment at dealing you death, 
you beautiful, useless, honeyed, poisoned, painted exotic, that 
has every wind tempered to you, and thinks the world only 
made to be^r the fall of your foot ! 

The fury df words was poured out without pause, and with 
an intense jaission vibrating through them ; the wine was 
hot in her veins, the hate wavS hoi in her lieurt ; her eyes 
glittered witli murderous meaning, and slii^ darted with one 
swift bound to the side of the rival she loathed, with the 
pistol half out of lier belt ; she expeeted to see the on^ she 
threatened recoil, quail, hoar the llu*eat in terror ; sho mistook 
the nature with which she dealt. Yenctia Corona nov'er 
moved, never gave u sign of the amazement that awoke in 
her; but she put her hand out and clasped the barrel of the 
weapon, while her eyes looked down into the flashing, 
looming, ferocious ones that menaced her, with calm con- 
temptuous rebuke, in which something of inflnito pity was 
mingled. 

Child, are you mad ? she said grav&y, Brave natures 
do not stoop to assassination^ which you s^em to deify. If 
you have any reason to feel evil against me, tell me what it 
is; 1 always repair a wrong if 1 can. But as for those 
threats, they are most absurd if you do not mean them, they 
are moat wicked if you do.” 

The tranquil, unmoved, serious words stilled the vehement 
passion she rebuked with a strange and irresistible power; 
under her gaze the savage lust iu Cigarette’s eyes , died oift, 
and their Uds drooped over them; the dusky scarlet oplpr 
faded from her cheekaj for the first time in her life she felt 
humiliated, vanquished, awed. If this ‘'aristocrat^ had 
shown one sign of fear, one trace of ax^prehensiop^ all ho' 
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only s(3nsih^jjgQ hatred against this woman was that he 
' her. And this she would have died a thousand deaths 
rather than have acknowleged. 

She let the pistol pass into Venetians grasp ; and stood, 
irresolute and ashamed, her fluent tongue stricken dumb, 
her intent to wound, and sting, and outrage with every vile 
coarse jest she knew, rendered impossible to execute. The 
purity and the dignity of her opponent’s presence had their 
irrofiistiblo influence, an influence too strong for even her 
debonnaire and daiigorous insolence. She hated hcyself in that 
moment more than she liatcd her rival. 

Veiiclia laid tlie loaded pistol down, away from both, 
and seated herself on the cushions from wliicli she hud risen. 
Then she looked once more long and quietly at her unknown 
antagonist. 

** Well? ” she said, at length. Why do you venture to 
come here ? And why do you feci this malignity toward a 
stranger who never saw yon until this morning ? 

Under the challenge the fiery spirit of Cigarette rallied, 
though a rare and galling sense of intense inferiority, of 
intense mortiflcalion, was upon iior; though she w^ould almost 
have given the Cross which w^as on her breast that she had 
never come into this woman’s sight. 

**Oh-h61” she ojiswered, rccldc.ssly, w’ith the red blood 
flushing her face again at the only evasion of truth of which 
the little desperado, with all sins, had ever been guilty. 

I hate you, Miladi, because of your Order — ^because of your 
nation — ^because of your fine dainty ways — because of your 
aristocrat’s insolence — because you treat my soldiers like 
paupers — because you are one of those who do no more to 
have the right to live than the purple butterfly that fli^ in 
the sun, and who oust the people out of their dues as the 
cuckoo kicks the poor birds that have reat:ed it, out ol 
the nest of down, to which it never has carried a twig or a 
moss I ” « 

^ Her listener heard with a slight smile of amusement and 
'of surppi^e that bitterly discomfited the speaker* To Yefletia 


Tioleiit and reckless hatred would haw reigned. on, and, it 
might have bem, have rushed 2 

showing the only ly^'J^ufused and disarmed her. She was 
resnect. her Rreut ri’>'- 
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Corona the >girl-soldier eteemed mad; but it Was a madness 
that interested her, and she knew at a glatide that this 
ihild of the armf was of no common nature and no ehmtnon 
mind. 

do not wish to discuss democracy with you/* <9ie 
answered, with a tone that sounded strangely tranqtdl to 
Cigarette after the scathing acrimony of her own. should 
probably convince you, as little as you would convince me ; 
and I never waste words. But I heard you to-day oloim a 
certain virtue — justice. ITow do you reconcile with that, 
your very hasty condemnation of a stranger of whoso motives, 
actions, and modes of life it is impossible you can have any 
accurate knowledge ? ** 

Cigarette once again was silenced; her face burned, her 
heart was hpt with rage. Hhe liad come pre])ared to upbraid 
and to outrage tliis i)atrician with every jibe and grossness 
camp usage could supply her Avith, and — she stood dumb 
before her ! She could only feel an all -absorbing sens© of 
being ridiculous, and contemptible, and puerile in W sight. 

** You bring two charges against said Venetia, when 
she had vainly awaited answer. ** That I treat your com- 
rades like paupers, and that I rob the people — my own 
people I imagine you to mean — of their dues. In the first, 
how will you prove it ? — in the second, how can you know 
it?” 

'‘Pardicu, Milacli!” swore Cigarette, recklessly, seeking 
only to hold her own against the new sense of inferiority 
ind of inability that oppressed her. “ I was in the hospital 
^hon your fruits and your wines came; and as for your 
people, I don’t speak of them — they are all slaves, they say, 
•n Albion, and will bear to bo^oked like oxen if they think 
they can turn any gold in thd furrows I — I speak of ths 
people. Of the toiling, weary, agonized, joyless, hapless 
multitudes Avho labor on, and on, and on, ever v\ darlmess, 
that such as you may bask in sunlight and take yonr pleasures 
wruutt out of the death-sweat of millions of work-murdered 
poor r What right have you to have your path strewn with 
roses, and every pain spared from you; to only lift your 
7010© and say, ‘ Let that be done,' to see it don© P— *to find 
life one long sweet summer day of gladness and abundance, 
while they die out in agony by thousands, ague-stricken, 
fan4ne-8tricken«;^^dii^ age-stricken, for want cnly 
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of »ay of the Itg^ happinofia that falls feom dawQ to 
dawn like gold upon ptW head P ” 

Tehemcnt and exaggerated as the upbraiding was, her 
hearer's face grew very grave, very thoughtful, as she spoke ; 
those luminous earnest eyes, whoso power even the young 
democrat felt, gazed w^eariij’’ down into hers. 

** Ah, child ! do you think we never think of that? You 
wrong me — ^you wrong my Order. There are many besides 
myself who turn over that terrible i3roblem as despairingly 
as you can ever do. As far as in us lies, wo strive to 
remedy its evU; the uttermost effort can do but little, but 
that little is only lessened — fearfully lessened — ^whenever 
Class is arrayed against Class by that blind antagonism which 
animates yourself.*' 

Cigarette’s intelligcmco was too rapid not tp grasp tlie 
truths conveyed by these words ; but she was in no mood 
to acknowledge them. 

do J)icu, Miladi 1 " she swore in her teeth. 
you do turn over the problem — you aristocrats — it is pretty 
work, no doubt ! just putting the bit-^ of a puzzlo-ball together 
so long as the game pl(‘ases you, and leaving the puzzle m 
chaos when you are tired ! Oh-he ! I know how fine ladies 
and fine gentlemen play at philanthropies ! But I am a child 
of the Peo^de, mark you; and I only see how birth is an 
angel that gives such as you eternal sunlight and eternal 
stiinmcr, and how birth is a devil that drives down the 
millions into a pit of dai'kness, of crime, of ignorance, of 
misery, of suffering, where they are condemned before they 
hfive opened their eyes to exist ence, where they are sentenced 
before they have left their mot herb’ bosoms in infancy. You 
do not know what that darkne/^s is. It is night — it is ice — 
it is hell I " 

Venetia Corona sighed wearily as she heard; pain had 
been so far from her own life, and there was an intense 
eloquence in the low deep words that seemed to thrill through 
the stillness. 

I^or do you know how many shadows checker that light 
which you envy 1 But I have said ; it is useless for me to 
argue these questions with you* You commence with a 
hatred of a class; all justice is over ;^rherev6r that element 
^ enters. If 1 were what you think, I should bid you leave 
^tny presence which you have 60 rudely. I do. not 
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desire to do that. I am sure that th0 heroitie of 2araila 
tias something nohler in her than mere malignity against $ 
peraon vho can never have injured her; mi I wouM 
endure her insolence for the sako of awakening h0r justice. 
A virtue, that was so great in her at noon, cannot h© Utterly 
dead at nightfall ? ” 

Cigaretto^s fearless eyes drooped under the gazo of those 
bent so seai'chingly, yet so gently, upon her; but only for 
a moment: she laisod them afresh with their old dauntless 
frankness. 

"Dieu! you shall never say you wanted justice and truth 
from a French soldier, and failed to get them ! I hate you, 
never mind why: — I though you never harmed me. 1 
came here for two reasons : one, because I wanted to look at 
you close— you arc not like anything that I ever saw ; the 
other, because 1 wanted to wound you, to hurt you, to outrage 
you, if I could find a way how. And you will not let mo do 
it. I do not know what it is in you/’ 

In all her courted hie, the great lady had had no truer 
homage than lay in that irate reluctant wonder of this fiery 
foe. 

She smiled slightly. 

My poor child, it is rather something in yourself— a 
native nobility that will not allow you to be as unjust and 
as insolent as your soul desires ” 

Cigarette gave a movement of intolerable impatience ; 

Pardiou ! do not pity me, or I shall give you a taste of 
my ‘ insolence ’ in earnest ! You may be a sovereign grande 
dame everywhere else, but you can carry no terror with you 
for me, I promise you ! ” 

I do not seek to do so. I did not feel interest iu you, 
do you suppose I should suflWjfor a moment the ignorant 
rudeness of an ill-bred child F You fail in the tact, as in the 
courtesy, that belong to your nation.” 

The rebuke was gentle, but it was all the mofe severe for 
its very serenity. It cut Cigarette to the quick ; it covered 
her with an overwhelming sense of mor^cation and of 
failure. She 'was too keen and too just, despite all h^r 
vanity, not to feel that she deserved the condemnation, and 
not to know that heiwpponeDt had all the advantage and all 
the justice on her side. She had done nothing by coming 
here I nothing except to appear as an insolent and wayward 
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child before her snperb rival, and to feel a very anguish, o# 
ifhferiority before the grace, the calm, the beaufy, the name.- 
lees potent charm of this woman, whom she had intended to 
humiliate and injure ! 

The inborn truth within her, the native generosity and 
candor that soon or late always overruled c.very other element 
in the Little One, conqtiercd her now. She dashed down her 
CJross on the ground and trod passionately on the decoration 
sho adored : 

disgrace it the first day I wear it! You are right, 
though I hate you, and you are as beautiful as a sorceress ! 
There is no wonder ho loves you ! 

^^He! Who?’’ 

There was a colder and more utieidy amazed hauteur in thu 
interrogation than had come into her voice throughout the 
interview, yet on her iair face a faint warmth rose. 

'J’ho words were out, and Cigarette was reckless what she 
said ; almost unconscious, indeed, in the violence of the many 
emotions in her. 

“The man who carves the toys you give your dog to 
break!” she answered bitterly. Diou do Dieu 1 Ije loves 
you. When ho was down with his wounds after Zaraila, 
he said so ; hut he never knew what ho said, and he never 
knew that I heard him. You are like the women of his old 
world; though through you he got treated like a dog, lie 
loves you ! ” 

’ “ Of whom do you venture to speak ? ” 

The cold calm dignity of the question, whose very tone 
was a rebuke, came strangely after the violent audacity of 
Cigarette’s speech. 

Sacre bleu ! of him, I tell..v,ou, who was made to bring 
his wares to you like a hawW*. And you think it insult, 1 
will warrant ! — insult for a soldier who has nothing but his 
courage, and his endurance, and his heroism under suffering 
to ennoble him, to dare to love Madame la Princesso Corona ! 
I think otherwise, I think that Madame la Princesse^ Corona 
never had a love of so much honor, though she has had 
princes and nobles and all the men of her rank, no doubt, ai 
her feet, through that beauty that is like a spell ! 

Hurried headlong bv her own vehemence, and her owi^ 
liatred for her rival wnioh drove her to magnify the worth 

the passion of which she w^ so Jealous, that she might 
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lessen, if she ceuld, the pride of her on irhatn it was lavii^ed, 
she never paused to care what she said, <nr hee4 what ita 
::on8equ6nce8 might become. She felt incensed^ Ikmazed, 
irritated, to see no trace of any emotion come on her hearer^s 
fare ; the hot, impetuous, expansive, untrained nature 
rated the power for self-command of the Order she so hli4dly 
hated. 

** You speak idly and at random, like the child yon are/^ 
the grande daim answered her with chill contemptuous rebuke, 

1 do not imagine that the person you allude to made you 
his confidante in such a matter?*^ 

He ! ” retorted Cigarette. ‘‘ He belongs to your class, 
Miladi. He is as silent as the grave. You might kill him, 
and he would never show it hurt. I only know what he 
muttered injiis fever.’* 

When you attended him 

‘‘Not I!” cried Cigarette, who saw for the^first timo that 
she was betraying herself. He lay in th(', scullion's tent 
where I was; that was all; and he was delirious with the 

shot-wounds. Men often are ” 

Wait I Hear me a little while, before jmu rush on in 
this headlong and foolish speech,” interrupted her auditor, 
who had in a moment’s rapid thought decided on her course 
with this strange wayward nature. “You err in the con- 
struction you have placed on tho words, whatever they were, 
wliieli you heard. The gentleman — he is a gcritloman — 
whom you speak of bears me no love. We are almost 
strangers. But, by a strange chain of circumstances ho is 
Ifoiiiiected with my family; he once liad great friendship with 
my brother; for reasons that 1 do not know, hut which are 
imperative with him, he desires to kc'op his identity unsiis- 
peoted by every one ; an acciaS^^one rcvciiled it to me, and 
1 have promised him not to divulp'it. You understand ? ” 

Cigarette gave an affirmative gesture. Her eyes were 
listened suddenly, yet with a deep bright glow in fhem, upon 
her companion ; she was beginning to see her way through 
his secret — a secret she was too intrinsically loyal even now 
to dream of betraying. 

“ You spoke very nobly for him to-day. You have the 
fealty of one brave oha^actet to another, I am sure ? ” pursued 
Venctia Corona, purposely avoiding all hints of any warmer 
feeling on her listen^a part, since ftho saw how tenaclouft the 
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girl wa» of any confession of it. Ton would do him sendee 

if you could, I fancy ; am I right ? ” 

Oh yes ! ” answered Cigarette, with an over-assumption 
of carelewness. “ He is hon-zig ; we always help each other. 
Besides, he is very good to my men. What is it you want 
of me P 

To preserve secrecy on what I have told you for his sake; 
and to give him a message fiom me.” 

Cigarette laughed scornfully ; she was furious with hcrsell 
for standing o&'diently like a chidden child to hear this 
patrician*s bidding, and to do her will. And yot, try how 
she would, she could not shake off the spoil under which 
those grave, swoot, lustrous ey( s of command held her. 

** Pardieu, Miladi ! Bo you Ihink 1 babble lilco any young 
hleu drunk with his hist moasuro of wiiir^? As for your 
message, you had botlei Iff liim come and hear wKat you litne 
to say; I canijot pioniirt(‘ fo remember it ! ” 

Your answer is reekless ; 1 want a serious one. You 
spoke like a biave and a just Inend to him to-day; are you 
willing I 0 act as such to-iiight? You have come here 
strangely, ludely, without pfeU^.t or apology, but I think 
better of you than you w ould allow me to do if I judged only 
from the surface. I believe that you have loyalty, as I know 
that you have courage.” 

Cigarette set her teeth hard. 

What of that? I have them en mxldaire^ that is all.” 
This of it. That one who has tliom will never cherish 
malice unjustifiably, or fail lo fulfil a tiusi.” 

Cigarette's clear brown skin grew very icd. 

‘‘That is true,” she muttered, reluctantly. Her better 
nature was growing uppermost, though she strove hard to 
keep the evil one predomiUju^C 

“ Then you will cease to feel hatred toward me for so 
senseless a reason as that I belong to an aristocracy that 
jffends jrou; and you will remain silent on what I tell you 
concerning the one whom you know as Louis Victor ? ” 
Cigarette nodded assent; the sullen fire-glow still burnt in 
her eyes, but she succumbed to the resistless influence which 
the serenity, the patience, and the dignity of this woman had 
over her. She w^as studying Venetia ^Corona all this while 
^with the keen rapid perceptions of envy and of jealousy, 
studying her features, her form, her dr^ss, her att^e> all 



THM mSERT fiA WK TUB 541 

the many various and intangible marks of Wrth and breeding 
which were so new to her, and which made bc^ rival seem 
60 strange, so dazzling, so marvellous a soreeresa^, her j and 
all the whfle the sense of her own inferiority, her d^ VWih- 
lessness, her own boldness, her own debasement was growing 
upon her, eating sharjily as aquafortis into brass, into the 
metal of her vanity and her pride, humiliating her unbeor* 
^^hly, yet making her heart ache with a sad pathetic pity 
herself. 

Ho in of your Order, then ? ** she asked, abruptly, 

“ He was — yes.** 

** Oh-h 4 ! ” cried Cigarette, with her old irony. Then 
he must be always, musht he? You tliiiik too much of your 
blue blood, you patricians, to fancy it can lose its royalty, 
whether it run under a King's purple or a Koumi'a canvas 
shirt. Blood tells, they say ! 'VV ell, perhaps it does. Some 
fiay mi/ father was a Prince of France ; — may be I So, he is 
of your Order ? Bah ! I knew that the first day I saw his 
bands. Bo you want me to tell you why he lives among us, 
buried like this 

**Kot if you violate any confidence to do so.^' 

Pardieu ! he makes no conlldenco, I promise you. Kot 
ten words will Monseigneur say, if he can help it, about any- 
thing. He is as silent as a lama; it i^populacier to talk 1 But 
we learn things without being told in camp ; and I know 
well enough he is liere to save some one else, in some one’s 
place ; it is a sacrifice f look you, that nails him down to this 
martyrdom.'' 

Her auditor was silent ; she thought as the vivandifire 
thought, but the pride in her, the natural reticence aud re- 
serve of her class, made her shrink from discussing the history 
of one whom she knew — -shrink ^om having any argument 
on his past or future with a 'ffitcy, rough, fiery young 
eamp-foliower, who had broken thus xmceromoniously on her 
privacy. Yet she needed greatly to be able to trust Ciga- 
rette; the child was the only means through which she 
could send him a warning that must be sent ; and there were 
a bravery and a truth in her which attracted the ** aristocrat^” 
to whom she was as singular and novel a rarity as thou^ 
khe were some yo^g^savage of desert western isles, 

<'Look you, Ifiladi,” said Cigarette, half sullenly/ half 
passionately, for the words were wrenched out cf het:"gene- 
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tmd choked her in their utterance, *Hhat man suffers ; 
his life here is a hell upon earth— 1 don^t mean for the 
dangcT, he is hm Boldat ; but for the indignity, the subordi- 
natiun, the license, the brutality, the tyranny. He is as if he 
were ch.iined to the galleys. He never says anything, oh no I 
ho is of your kind, you know 1 Hut he sailers. Mort de Bieu I 
li(‘ siifleis. How, if you be his friend, can you do nothing 
for himP Can you ransom him in no wa3^P Can you go 
away out of Africa and leave him in this liWng death to 
get killed and thrust into the sand, like his comrade the 
other day P 

Her hearer did not answer; the words made her heart 
ache ; they cut her to the soul. It was not for the first time 
that the awful desolation of his future had been present 
before her; but it was the first time that the fete to which 
she would pass away mul ]ea\e him liad been so directly iu 
words before her. Cigarttle, obeying the generous impulses 
of her better nature, and abandoning self with the same reck- 
less impetuosity with u liich a moment before she would, if she 
could, have saeriticed her rival, saw the advantage gained, 
and pursued it with lapid skill. 8ho was idoading against 
herself;' no matter, in that instant she was capable of crucify- 
ing herself, and only remc*mbering mercy to the absent, 

I have heard, she went on, vehemently, for the utter- 
ance to which she forced hex self was very cruel to her, “ that 
you of the Hobh'sse are staunch as steel to your own people. 
It is the best virtue that jmu have. Well, he is of your ])eople. 
Will 3 ou go away in your nc gligeiit mdifierence, and leave 
him to eat his heart out in bitterness and misery ? He was 
your brother's friend; he was known to 30U in his early 
tinio ; you have said so. And ^u are cold enough and cniel 
enough, Miladi, not to mak/* 4 ne effort to redeem him out of 
bondage ?~to go back td* your palaces, and your pleasures, 
and 3'our luxuries, and 3 our tlatterios, and bo happy, while 
iliia man is left on bearing his yoke here P — and it is a yoke 
that galls, that kills! — bearing it until, in some day of 
desperation, he rebels, and is shot like a dog ; or, in some 
day of mercy, a naked blade cuts its way to his heart, aii4 
makes its pulse cease for ever P If you do, you patrician, 
axe worse still than 1 thought you 1 ’* , 

Venetia heard her without interruption; a great sadness 
jMUne over her face as the vivid phrases followed eadii other. 
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She wag too absorbed in ihe subject of them to hoed the 
challenge and tlie insolence of their manner. She knew ^at 
the LitUe One who spoke tliom lored him, thotigh so tertacious 
to conceal her love ; and she was touched, not less by the 
magnanimity which, for his sake, sought to release him 
the African service, than by the hopelessness of his comhaig 
years as thus prefigured before her. 

Your reproaches are unneeded, she reifiiod, slowly and 
wearily. ** 1 could not abandon one *who was once the friend 
of my family to such a fate as you picture without very great 
pain. Eut I do not see liow to alter this fate, as you tliiiik I 
could do with so much ease. I am not in its secret ; I do 
not know the reason of its seeming suicide ; 1 have no more 
connection with its intricacies than you have. This gentle- 
man has chosen his own path ; it is not for me to change his 
choice or spy into his motives.’* 

Cigarette’s flashing searcliing eyes bent all their brown 
light on her, 

Madame Corona, you are courageous; to those who are 
so, all things are possii)lo.” 

** A great fallacy ! You must have seen many courageovis 
men vanquished. Eut wluit would you imply by it ? ** 

‘‘ That you can help this man if you will.” 

“ Would that I could ; but 1 can discern no means-——” 

** Make them.” 

Even in that moment her listener smiled involuntarily at 
the curt imperious tones, decisive as !Napoleon’s ** JPartons 
before the Passage of the Alps. 

** Be certain, if I can, 1 will. Meantime, there is one 
pressing danger of which you must he my medium to warn 
him. He and iny brother mjjst not meet. Tell him that the 
latter, knowing liim only as iXysYictor, and interested in 
the incidents of his militajy caremy vvill seek him out early 
to-morrow morning before we quit the camp. I must leave 
it to him to avoid the nu;eting as best he may be 'able/* 
Cigarette smiled grimly. 

** You do not know much of the camp. Victor is only It 
hm^offieier : if his ojfliccrs call him up, he must come, dr be 
thrashed like a slave for contumacy. He has no will of his 
own.” . 

Venetia gave an hrepressible gesture of pain. 

^tTrue; 1 Ibrgo^ Well, go and send him to me. My 
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blather ^ must be taken into bis confidence^ wtiateyer that 
. confideDco reveals. I will^tell him so. Go and send him to 
me; it is the last chance.'' 

Cigarette gave no movement of assent ; all the jealous rage 
in her flared up afresh to stifle the noble and nnselfish 
instincts under which she had been led during the later, 
moments. A coarj*e and impudent scoff rose to her tongue, 
but it remained unuttered ; she could not apeak it under tnat 
glance, which held the evil in her in subjection, and compelled 
her reluctant reverence against licr will. 

Tell him to come here to me," repeatc4 Venetia, with 
the calm decision of one to whom any possibility of false 
interpretation of her motives never occurred, and who was 
habituated to the free action that accompanied an unassailable 
rank. ** My brother must know what 1 know. I shall be 
alone, and he can make his way hither, without doubt, 
unobserved. Go and say this to liim. You are his loyal 
little friend and comrade." 

“If I be, I do not see why I am to turn your lackey, 
Madame," said Cigarette, bitterly. “If you want him, you 
can send for him b}'' other messengers! " 

Venetia Corona looked at her steadfastly, with a certain 
contempt in the look, ^ 

“ Then your pleading for hSi was all insiucere ? Let the 
mutter drop, and bo good enough to leave my presence, 
which, you will remember, you entered unsiimmoned and un- 
desired." 

The undeviating gentleness of the tone made the rebuke 
cut deeper, as her lirst rebuke had cut, than any sterner 
censure or more peremptory dismissal could have done. 
Cigarette stood irresolute, ashamed, filled with rage, tom by 
contrition, impatient, woundteu; swayed by jealous rage and 
by the purer impulses slk'^iU’ove to stifle. 

The Cross she had, tossed down caught her sight as it 
glittered on the carpet strewn over the hard earth; she 
stooped and raised it; the action sufficed to the tide 
with her impressionable, ardent, capricious nature: she 
would not disgrace that. 

“ I win go," she muttered in her throat; “ and yuu-^you 
—0 God ! no wonder men love you when even X cannot 
hate you! " 

Almost ere the words were uttered she bed daj&ed aaiAa 
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the haitgings. before the tent entrance^ and had dax^ out 
into the night air. Venotia Corona gazed after the swiftly 
dying figure as it parsed over the starlit groimd, lost in 
amazement, in pity, and in regret, wondering ofre^ if she 
had only dreamt of tins strango interview in the Algerian 
eamp, which seemed to have come and gone with the blsading 
rapidity of lightning. 

“ A little tigress ! ” she thought; “and yet with infinite 
nobility, with wonderful germs of good in her. Of such a 
nature what a rare life might have been made ! As it is, her 
childhood we smile at and forgive ; but, great Heaven ! 
what will be her maturity, her old age I Yet how she loves 
him ! And she is so brave she Will not show it.*' 

With the recollection came the remembrance of Cigarette* « 
words as to Ijis own juission for herself, and she grow paler 
as it did so. God forbid he should have that pain too ! " 
she murmured. “ What could it bo save misery for us 
bothr* 

Yet she did not thrust the fancy from hear with con- 
temptuous nonchalance as she had done every other of the 
many pas&ions she luid excited and disdained ; it had a groat 
sadness and a greater terror for her. She dreaded it un- 
speakably for him ; also, perhaps, unconsciously, she dreaded 
it slightly for herself. 

She wished now that she had not sent for him. But it 
was done ; it was for sake of tht ir old fiieiidship ; and she 
vras not one to vainly regret what was uualtorablo, or to 
desert what she deemed generous and right for the oonaidera* 
tious of prudence or of egotism. 


CHAPTER XX2CV. 

OBDXAL BY BliiS. 

AJurn the mirth, the noise, the festivity, whioh reigned 
throughout the eamp as the men surrendored themsedves to 
the enjoyment of the h^gesses of food and of wine allotted to 
them by their Marshal's command in commemofation ol 
Zendla, one alone remained apart, silent and powerless to 
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refuse Mmsclf even to the foriued semblance, the forced mi* 
durance, of their mischief and th^ pleasure. They knew 
him well, and they also loved him too well to press such par- 
ticipation on him. They knew that it was no lack of 
sympathy witli them that made him so grave amid their 
mirth, so mute amid their volubility. Some thought that he 
was sorely wounded by the delay of the honors promised 
him. Others, wlio knew him better, thought that it wat 
the Joss of his brother-exile which weighed on him, and made 
all the scene }ir<mnd him full of pain. Isone approached 
him ; but while they feasted in th(dr tents, making the cele- 
bration of Zuraila equal to the Jour de Mazagran, he sat 
alone over a pickct-firc on tlie far outskirts of the camp. 

His heart w^as sick within him. To remain here W'as to 
risk wdth every” monK'iit that ordcjil of recognition which ho 
so unutterably dreaded; and to dee was to leave liis name to 
the men, with whom he had served so long, covered with 
obloquy and odium, buried under all the burning shame and 
degradation of a traitor’s and deserter’s memory. The latter 
course was impossible to him; the only alternative was to 
trust that the vastness of that great concrete body, of which 
he was one unit, would suflico to hide him from the dis- 
covery of the friend whose love he feared as he feared the 
hatred of no foe. He liad not been seen as he had passed the 
dag-staff; there was little fear that in the few remaining 
hours any chance could bring the illustrious guest of a 
.ftl.arshal to the outpost of Ihe senttored camp. 

Yet ho shuddered as he Mit in the glow of the fire of pine- 
wood ; she was so near, ajid he could not behold her! — 
tiiougli he might never oee her face again ; though they must 
pass out of Africa, home loJ^ro laud that he desired as only 
exiies can desire, still remained silent, knowing 

that, until death should release him, there could be no other 
fate for him, save only this one, hard, bitter, desolate, nu- 
companioned, unpitied, unrewarded life. But to break his 
word as the price of his freedom was ^ot possible to his 
natui'c or in his creed. This fate was, in chief, of bis own 
making : he accented, it without rebellion, beca^ rebelUen 
would have been in this ca^ both cowardice and self-pity. 

He was not conscious of any heroiem in this; it seensi^ tc 
him the only course left to a man who, in losing thn positioi)i| 
Ijiad not abandoned the instincts of a genttemanu 
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Hie ereimig wore away, unmeasured by biia; the echoes 
of the Boldiers* mirth came dimly on his ear; the laughter, 
and the songs, and the music were subdued into one confused 
murmur by distance ; there was nothing near him es^oept a 
few tethered horses, and far away the mounted figure of the 
vidette who kept watch beyond the boundaries of encamp* 
merit. The fire burned on, for it had been piled high bofbto 
it was abandoned ; the little white dog of his regiment was 
curled at his feet ; he sat motionless, sunk in thought, with 
his head drooped upon his breast. The voice of Cigarette 
broke on his musing. 

** Beau sire^ you are wanted yonder.'^ 

He looked np weai*ily ; could ho never ho at peace ? He 
did not notice that the tone of the greeting was rough and 
curt ; he did*not notice that there was a stormy darkness, a 
repressed bitterness, stern and scornful, on the Little One’s 
face ; he only thought that the very dogs were left sometimes 
at rest and unchained, but a soldier never. 

You are wanted!*' repeated Cigarette, with imperious 
contempt. 

He rose, on the old instinct of obedience. 

« For what ? " 

She stood looking at him without replying; her mouth 
was tightly shut in a hard line that pressed inward all its 
soft and rosy pretfcinoss. She was seeing how haggard his 
face was, how heavy his cy(*s, how full of fatigue hia move- 
ments. Her silence recalled him to the memory of the past 
day. 

“Forgive me, my dear child, if I have seemed without 
sympathy in all your honors,*’ he said, gently, as he laid his 
hand on her shoulder. “ m^ it was unintentional. 

Ho one knows bettor than 1 how'tidnly you deserved tfiem ; 
no one rejoices more that you should have received them»” 

The very gentleness of the apology stung her like a scor- 
pion ; she shook herself roughly out of his hold. 

“ Feint de phra^^s ! All the army is at my back ; do you 
fbink 1 cannot do without pou f Sympathy too ! Bah ! We 
don't know those fine words in camp. You are ifranted^ 1 
toll you go !” 

** But where P ” * 

** To your Silver Pheasant yonder got ** 

'♦Who? I do not " 

s a S 
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*^*Daine I Can yon not understand P Milady' wants to see 
you ; I told her I would send you to her. You can use your 
dainty sentences with her ; she is of your Order !” 

^MVhat! wishes 

Go ! ** reiterated the Little One with a stamp of her boot. 
** You know the great tent where she is throned in honor— 
Morhlen ! — as if file oldest and ugliest hag that washes out 
my soldiers* linen were not of more use and more deserved 
such lodgment than Madame la Princesse, who has never 
done aught in her life, not even brushed out her own hair of 
gold! She 'Waits for you. Where are your palace manners ? Go 
to her, I tell you. She is of your own people : u'e are not ! *' 

The vehement imperious phrases coursed in disorder one 
after another, rapid and harsh, and vibrating with a hundred 
repressed emotions. He paused one moment, doubting 
whether she did pot play some trick upon him ; then, 
without a word, left her, and went rapidly through the 
evening shadows. 

Cigarette stood looking after him with a gaze that was 
very evil, almost savage, in its wrath, in its pain, in its 
fiery jealousy, that ached so hotly in her, and w'as chained 
down by that pride, which was as intense in the Yivandiere 
of Algeria as over it could be in any Huebess of a Court. 
Pvccklcss, unfemininc, hardened, vitiated iu much, as all her 
BOX would have deemed, and capable of the utmost abandon- 
ment to her passion had it been returned, the haughty young 
Roul of the child of the People was as sensitively delicate in 
this one thing as the purest and chastest among women could 
have been; she dreaded above every other tiling that he 
should ever suspect that she loved him, or that she desired 
his love. , f 

Her honor, her her pity for him, her natural 

instinct to do the thing fiiat was right, even to her foes, any 
one of the unstudied and unanalyzed qualities in her had 
mode her serve him even at her rival*s bidding. But it had 
cost her none the less hardly because so manfully done ; none 
the less did all the violent ruthless haste, the vivid childlike 
fury, the burning, intolerable jealousy of her nature combat 
in her with the cruel sense of her own unlikeness with that 
beauty which had subdued JBven herself, and with that noble! 
impulse of self-sacrifice which grew side by side with tha 
|buser impulse of passioa 
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As the cflE^shed down by the side of the fire, all the 
gracious spiritual light that had been upon her feoo was gone; 
there was something of the goaded, dangerous, sullen Ibacocity 
of a brave animal hard pressed and over-driven. 

Uor native generosity, tho loyal disiiiterestednOSs of her 
love for him, had overborne the jealousy, the wounded vaiiity, 
and the desire of vengeance that reigned in her. Cariied 
away by the first, she had, for the hour, risen above the last, 
and allowoii the nobler wish to serve and rescue him prevail 
over the baser egotism. Kothing with her was ever pre- 
meditated ; all was the offspring of the caprice or the impulse 
of the immediate moment. And now the reaction followed ; 
she was only sensible of the burning envy that consumed 
her of this woman who Seemed to her more than mortal in 
her wonderful fair loveliness, in her marvellous difference 
from everything of their sex that the camp and the barrack 
ever showed. 

'‘And I have sent him to her when I should have fired 
my pistol into her breast ! she tl>ought, as she sat by the 
flying embers. And she remembered once more tho story of 
tho Marseilles fish or -woman. She understood that terrible 
\engeance under the hot southern sun, beside tlio ruthless 
southern seas. 

Meanwhile, he, who so little knew or hooded how he 
occupied her heart, passed unnoticed through the movements 
of the militaiy^ crowds, crossed tho breadth that ported the 
encampment from tho maripicea of the Generals and their 
guests, gave the countersign and approached unarrested, and 
so far unseen save by the sontinels, tho tents of the Coinna 
suite. The Marshal and his male visitors were still over their 
banquet wines; she had w4fh drawn early, on the plea of 
fatigue; there was no one To except the men 

on guard, who concluded that ho went by command. In the 
dusky light, for the moon was very young, ajad the flare of 
the torches made the shadows black and uncertain, no one 
recognised him ; tho few soldiers stationed about saw one of 
their own troopers, and offered him no opposition, made him* 
no question. He knew the password; that was suffloient. 
The Levantoe waiting near tho entrance drew the tent-fblde 
aside and signed to him to enter ; another moment, and be 
was in the presence of her mistress, in that amW light 
from the standing candelabra, in that heavy soft-scented air 
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perfiimed from the aloe* wood burhing in a brassier, through 
iB^hich he saw, half-blindod at first coming from the darkness 
without, that face which subdued and dazzled even the 
antagonism and the lawlessness of Cigarette. 

Ho bowed low before her, preserving that distant ceremmiial 
dae from the rank he ostensibly held to hers. 

^‘Madame, this is very merciful! I know not how tc 
thank you.” 

She motioned to him to take a seat near to her, while the 
Levantine, who knew nothing of the English tongue, retired 
to the farther end of the tent. 

** I only kept my word,” she answered, ** for we leave the 
camp to-morrow ; Africa next week.” 

So soon ! ” 

She saw the hlood forsake the bronzed fairness* of his face, 
and leave a dusky pallor there. It wounded her as if she 
suffered herself. "For the first time she believed what the 
Little One had said ; — that this man loved her. 

1 sent for you,” she continued, hurriedly, her graceful 
languor and tranquillity, for the first time, stirred and 
quickened by emotion, almost by embarrassment. ”It v;as 
very strange, it was very painful, for me to trust that child 
with such a message. Hut you know us of old ; you know 
we do not forsake our friends for considerations of self-interest 
or outward semblance. AVe act aa wo deem right; we do not 
heed untrue constructions. There are many things I desire 
to say to you ” 

She paused ; he merely bent his head ; he could not trust 
the calmness of his voice in answer. 

^^Pirst,” she continued, “I must entreat you to allow 
me to tell Philip what I know.* You cannot conoeivo how 
int^iBely oppressive it fis^gmea to me to have any oecret from 
him. I never concealed so much as a thought from my 
brother in all my life, and to evade even a mute question 
from his brave frank eyes makes me feel a traitress to him.” 

Anything else ? ” he muttered. “ Ask me anything else. 
For God’s sake, do not let him dream that I live \ ” 

•'But why? You still speak to me in enigmas. To- 
morrow, moreover, before we leave, he intends to seek yon 
out as what he thinks you — a soldier of Pranoe. So i« 
interested by all he hears of your caiemr; ke was first 
I interested by what I told him of you whm bo saw ivory 





Mumugs at my villa, I asked tibe litU© vivaadiApe to tell you 
this^ but, on sooond thoughts, it Booiued best t<^ sea you 
myself once more, as I bad promised.*' 

There was a slow weariness in the utterance of woipdJt, 
She had said that she oonld not reflect on leaving him to BUch 
a fate as this of his in AMca without personal suffering) or 
without an effort to induce him to reconsider his dooisiou to 
condemn himself to it for evermore. 

‘^That Prench child,'* she went on, rapidly, to cover both 
the pain that she felt and that she dealt, ** forced her 
(‘ntrance here in a strange fashion; she wished to see me, I 
suppose, and to try my courage too. She is a little brigand, 
but she has a true and generous nature, and she loves you 
very loyally.” 

‘‘Cigarette P” he asked, wearily; his thoughts couM not 
stay for oithei> pity or interest for her in this moment. “Oh 
no ! — 1 trust not. I h u’(‘ done nothing to win ht^r love ; and 
she is a fierce little condutitera wlio di8«laiii8 all suoJi weakn(\ss 
She forced her W'ay in here ? That was unpardonable ; but 
she ficcMns to bear a singular dislike to you.** 

“ Singular indeed ! 1 never saw her until to-day." 

He answered nothing; the conviction stole on him that 
Cigarette hated her because he loved her. 

“And yet she brought you my message?’* pursued hia 
companion. “ That seems her nature — violent passions, yet 
thorough loyalty. But time is precious. 1 must uj^ on 
you what I bade you come to hear. It is to implore you to 
put your trust, your confidence, in Philip. You have 
acknowledged to mo that you are guiltless — ^no one who 
knows whtit you once we^e could ever doubt it for an instant 
— then let him hear tliis, Igt him be vour judge as to what 
eourso is right and what wrong for^ou to pursue. It is 
imposbible tor me to return to EuropS knowing you are living 
thus and leaving y<g!i to such a fate. What motive ^ou have 
to sentence youra^ to such eternal banishment 1 am stgnoraiti: 
but all 1 ask of you is, confide in him. Let him learn that 
you live; let him decide whether or not this iwarifioe of 
yourmdf be needed. His h<mour is as puuctitions as that of 
any man on earth ; his firiendship you can sever doubt. Why 
omioeal anything fromjibn ? " 

His eyes tamed on her witii that dumb agony iriiioh ono<» 
brfora bad ebiUed bar to the soul 
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you think, if I could speak m honor, I should not tell 
fOM all P ’* 

A flush passed over her &ce, the first that the gaze of any 
man had ever brought there. She understood him. 

‘'But,” she said, gently and hurriedly, “ may it not be 
that you overrate the obligations of honor? I know that 
many a noble-hearted man has inexorably condemned himscH 
to a severity of rule that a dispassionate judge of his life 
might deem very exaggerated, very unnecessary. It is so 
natural for an honorable man to so dread that he shoidd do a 
dishonorable thing through self-interest or seK-pily, that he 
may very well over-estimate the sacrifice required of him 
through what he deems justice or generosity. May it not be 
so with you ? I can conceive no reason that can bo strong 
enough to require of you such fearful surrender of every hope, 
such utter abandonm(3nt of your own existence.” 

Her voice failed slightly over the last words ; she could 
not think with calmness of the destiny that he accepted. 
Involuntarily some prescience of pain that would for ever 
pursue her own life unless his were rescued lent an intense 
earnestness, almost entreaty, to her argument. She did not 
bear him love as yet; she had seen too little of him, toe 
lately only known him as her equal ; hut there were in her, 
stronger than she knew, a pity, a tenderness, a regret, an 
honor for him that drew her toward him with an indefinable 
attraction, and would sooner or later warm and deepen into 
love. Already it was sufiicient, though she deemed it but 
compassion and friendship, to make her feci that an intoler- 
able weight would lie heavy on her future if his should 
remain condemned to this awful isolation and oblivion while 
she alone of all the world shouliLknow and hold his secret. 

He started from h^ki^ide as he heard, and paced to and 
fro the narrow limits of the tent like a caged animal. For 
the first time it grew a belief to him, ift his thoughts, that 
were he free, were he owner of his heritage, he could rouse 
her heart from its long repose and make her love him with 
the soft and passionate warmth of his dead Arab mistress — a 
thing that h^ been as distant from her negligence and her 
pride as warmth from the diamond or the crystal. He felt 
as if the struggle would kill Mm. He ihad but to betray Ms 
brother, and he would be unchained from his torture ; he had 
tbut to break his word, and he would be All the 
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temptation that had before beset him pal^ and grew as 
nahght beside this possibility of the posse^on of her loye 
which dawned upon him now. 

She, knowing nothing of this which moved him, believed 
only that he weighed hor words in hesitation, and strove to 
torn the balance. 

^'Hear me,” she said, softly. do not bid you decide; 
I only bid you confide in Philip— in one who, as you must 
well remember, would sooner cut off his own hand than 
counsel a base thing, or do an unfaithful act. You are guilt- 
less of this charge under which you left England ; you endure 
it rather than do what you deem dishonorable to clear your*^ 
self. Tliat is noble — that is great. But it is possible, as I 
say, that you may exaggerate the abnegation required of you. 
"Whoever 'v^as the criminal, should suffer. Yours is mog- 
nilicent magnanimity; but it may surely be also false justice 
alike to yourself and tho world.” 

lie turned on her almost fiercely in the suffbring she dealt 
him : 

It w It was a madness — a ftuixotism—the wild, un- 
considered act of a fool. What you will ! But it is done ; 
it 'was done for e^'or — so long ago — when your young eyes 
looked on me in the pity of your innocent chUdhood. 1 can- 
not redeem its folly now by ^ding to its baseness. I cannot 
change the choice of a madman by repenting of it with a 
coward’s caprice. Ah, God I you do not know what you do 
—how you tempt. For pity’s sake, urge me no more. Help 
me — strengthen mo — to be true to my word. Bo not bid me 
io evil that I may enter paradise through my sin ! ” 

He throw himself down beside her as the incoherent words 
poured out, his arms fluqg across the pile of cushions on 
which he had been seated, his facjjffhidden on them. His 
teeth clinched on his tongue till the blood flowed; he felt 
that if the poweiv^f speecli remained with him he should 
forswear every law that had bound vhim to sileiKje, and tell 
her all, whatever the cost. 

She looked at him, she beard him, moved to a great^ , 
agitation than ever had had sway over her, for the first time 
the storm winds that swept by her did not leave her pas- 
sionless and calm ; tips man’s whole future was in her hands. 
She could bid him seek happiness, dishonored ; or cleave t« 
honor, and accept wretebedneas for ever. 
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rt ym a feai'ful ehoioe to hold. , 

Answer mo. Choose for me I’’ he said^ 

Be my law, and be my God ! 

She gave a gesture almost of fear. 

Hush, hush I The woman does not live who ehonld be 
that to any man,” 

You shall be it to me ! Choose for me ! ” 

'^1 oanzLot! You leave bo much in darkness and un- 
told ” 

Nothing that you need know to decide your choice for 
me, save one thing only — that I love you.” 

She shuddered. 

** This is madness ! TVTiat have you seen of me ? ” 

Enough to love you while my life shall last, and love no 
other woman. Ah ’ I was hut an African troojjer in your 
sight, but in my own I w^as your equal. You only saw a 
man to whom your gracious alms and your gentle chaidty 
were to be given, as a queen may stoop in mercy to a beggar ; 
but I saw one wdao had the light of xny old days in her smile, 
the Bwceinesa of my old joys in her eyCvS, the memories of my 
old world in her every grace and gesture. You forgot ! I 
was nothing to you ; but you were so much to me. I loved 
you the first moment that your voice fell on my ear. It is 
madness ! Oh yes ! I should have said so too in those old 
years. A madiioss I would have sworn never to feel. But I 
have lived a hard life since then, and no men ever love like 
tliose who suffer. Now you know all ; know the worst that 
tempts me. No famine, no humiliation, no obloquy, no loss 
I have known, ever drove me so cruelly to buy back my 
happiness with the price of dishonor as this one desire, to 
stand in my rightful place befor^men, and be free to strive 
with you for what theT^jjave not won! ” 

As she heard, all the warmth, all the life, faded put of her 
face; it grew as white as his own, and her lips parted 
slightly, as though to daaw her breath was oppressive. The 
wild 'svords overwhelmed her with their suiprise not less 
than they shocked her with their despair. An intense 
truth vibrated through them, a truth that pierced her and 
reached her heart, as no other such supplication ev^ had 
done. She had no love Ibr him yet, or phe thought not ; she 
•was very proud, and resisted such passions j but in that 
^moment the thought swept byherth^ such love mig^t.be 



OJfD£AL 


553 


possible. Itnras tlie nearest submiasioii to it ^ bad ever 
given. She heard him in unbroken silenee; she kept silenee 
long after he had spoken. Bo far as her oourti^ and her 
dignity could be touched with it, she felt something akin to 
terror at the magnitude of the choice left to her. 

** You give me great pain, groat surprise,” she mumtired. 
AH 1 can trust is, that your love is of such sudden birth 

that it will die as rapidly ” 

He intemipted her : 

^‘You mean that, under no cmciimstanoes — not even were 
I to possess my inheritance — could you give me any hope 
that I might wako your tenderness ? ” 

She looked at him full in tlic eyes with the old, fearless, 
haughty instinct of refusal to all such entrwity, which had 
made her so indifferent — and many said so pitiless — to all. 
At his gaze, however, her owrn changed and softened, grew 
shadowed, and then wandered from him. 

I do not suy tiiat. 1 cannot tcdl ” 

The words were very low : she was too truthful to conceal 
from him what half dawned on herself— the possibility that, 
more in his presence and under difforent circtimstanees, sho 
might feel her heart go to him wiOi a warmer and a softer 
impulse than that of friendship. The lieroisrn of his life had 
moved her greatly. 

His head dropped down again upon his arms, 

‘‘0 God! Is it possible at least! 1 am blind — mad. 
Make my choice for me ! 1 know not what 1 do.” 

The tears that had gathereil in her eyes fell slowly dowTi over 
her colorless cheeks; slio looked at him -with a pity that mad<* 
her lieart ache with a sorrow only less than his own. Tha 
grief was for him chiefly r.^et somet^ng of it for herselj*. 
Borne sense of present bitterness fell on her from hio 
fate, some foreboding of iuture regret that would inevitably 
and for ever follo^lier when she left him to his loudiiiei*a 
and his misery, smote on her with a weightier paiig than my 
hor caressed and cloudless existence had oncouhtored. l^ve 
was dimly before her as the possibility he called it ; remote^ 
unrealized, still unacknowledged, but possible und^ oertaiti 
conditions, only known as such when it was also impossitAe 
throu^ circumstances* 

He had suffered silently ; endured strongly; fought greatly : 
iiiW were the onlj^ means through which any man ooSd 
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eVei* Reached her sympathy, her respect, her tenderness. Tet 
thatigh a very noble and a very generous woman, she was 
also a woman of the world. She knew that it was not for 
her to say even thus much to a man who was in one sense 
well-nigh a stranger, and who stood under the accusation of a 
fd-ime whoao shadow he allowed to rest on him unmoved. She 
lilt sick at heart: she longed unutterably, with a warmch 
longing than had moved her previously, to bid him, at all 
(5oat, lay bare liis past, and throw off tlie imputed shame that 
lay on him. Yet all the grand traditions of her race forbade 
her to counsel the acceptance of an escape whoso way led 
through a forfeiture of honor. 

Choose for me, Vonetia ! ’’ he muttered at last once more. 

She rose with what was almost a gesture of despair, and 
thrust the gold hair off her temples. 

** Heaven help me, I cannot — I dare not ! And — I am no 
longer capable of being just ! ” 

There was an accent almost of passion in her voice ; she 
felt that so greatly did she desire his deliverance, his justi- 
fication, his return to all which was his own, desired even 
his presence among them in her own world, that she could 
no longer give him calm and unbiassed judgment. Ho heard, 
and the burning tide of a new joy rushed on him, checked 
almost ere it was known, by the dread lest for her sake she 
should ever give him so much pity that such pity became love. 

Ho started to his feet and looked down imploringly into 
her eyes — a look under which her own never quailed or 
droop^, but which they answered with that same regard 
which had given him when she had declared her iaith 
in his innocence. 

''If I thought it possible you enuld ever care ** 

She moved slightl^rom him; her face was very white 
still, and her voice, though serenely sustained, shook as it 
answered him : 

" If I could — ^believe me, I am not a woman who would 
bid you forsake your honor to spare yourself or me. Let us 
speoK no more of this ! What can it avail, except to make 
you suffer grbater things ? Follow the counsels of your own 
eonscienoe. You have been true to them hitherto ; it is not 
for me, or throi^h me, that you shalL ever be teamed aside 
^ jfrom them.” 

t A bitter sigh broke from him as he heard. 



ORDEAL BY E/M. 


SSI 

** They ere noble words. And yet it i» mwy to utW, so 
hard to follow them. If you had one ihoug^it of . tendernosa 
for me, you could not speak thorn.’ ^ 

A flush passed over her face. 

** Do not think me without feeling— without sympathy^ 
pity^ - 

** These are not love.” 

She was silent ; they were, in a sense, nearer to love thah 
any emotion she had ever kno'wn. 

** If you loved me,” he pursued, paBsionately — ah, God t 
the very word from me to you sounds insult ; and yet there 
is not one thought in me that does not honor you — if yoil 
loved me, could you stand there and bid me drag on this life 
for ever, nameless, friendless, hopeless, having all the bitter- 
ness hut none of the torpor of death, wearing out the doom of 
a galley slave/ though guiltless of aU crime P” 

“ Why speak so? You arc unreasoning; a moment ago 
you implored mo not to tempt you to the violation of what you 
hold your honor; because I bid you bo faithful to it, you 
deem me cruel ! ” 

‘‘Heaven help me! I scarce know what I say. I ask 
you, if you were a woman who loved me, could you decide 
thus?” 

“These are wild questions,” she murtmirod; “what con 
they serve ? I believe that 1 should — I am sure that I 
should. As it is — as your fiicnd ” 

“ Ah, hush ! Priendship is crueller than hate.” 

“ Cruel ? ” 

“ Yes ; the worst cruelty 'when wo seek love — a 0tone 
proffered us when w^e ask for bread in famine I 

There was desperation, ^^raost ferocjty, in the answer ; she 
was moved and shaken by it— not trj^W, for fear was not in 
her nature, but to something of awe, and something of the 
despairing hopelesJ^ess that was in him. ^ 

“ Lord Boyallieu,” she said, slowly, as if the familiar name 
were some tie between them, some cause excuse for these, 
the only love words she had ever heard without disdain and 
rejection — ** Lord Eoyallieu, it is unworthy of you to takjU 
this advantage of an interview which I sought, and sought 
for your own sake. *You pain me, you wound me, I cannot 
tell how to answer you. You speak strangely^ and Vrithout 
warrant,” 
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He etood mute and motionless before her, bis bead $mk on 
bift chest. He know that she rebuked liira justly; he knew 
that ho had broken tiirough every law he had prescribed him- 
golf' and that ho had sinned against that code of chivalry 
wliich should have made her sacred fixun such words wliiic 
l])cy were those he could not utter, nor she hear, except in 
pccrocy and shame. Unless he could stand justified in her 
f light and in that of all men, he ha<l no right to seek to wring 
out teiideniCHS from lior regret and from her pity. Yet all 
his heart went out to her in one im>pressiblc entreaty. 

Eorgive me, for pity’s sake ! Aft(?r to-night 1 shall never 
look upon your JPace again.” 

‘ I do forgive,” she said gently, while her voice grew very 
sweet. You endure too much already for one needless 
pang to be a<liied by mo. All I wish is, that you hud never 
met mo, so that tliis last, worst thing hud not come unto 
you I ” 

A long silence fell between thorn ; where she leaned back 
among Ixer cushions, her face was turned from him. Me 
stood motionless in the sluwlow, his houd still dropped upon 
his breast, his breatliing loud and slow and hard. To speak 
of love to her was forbi(ld('n to him, yet the insidious tempta- 
tion wound closer and closer round his slrengtli. He had 
only to betray the man he had sworn to protect, and she 
would know Lis iiinoeence, she would hear his passion; be 
would 1)0 fret^, and she — he grew giddy as the thought rose 
before him — she might, with time, be brought to give him 
other tendernt'ss Ilian that of friendship. Jlo seiaued to touch 
the very supremacy of joy, to reach it almost udth liis hand, 
to have honors, and peace, and all the glory of her haughty 
loveliness, and all th^t^wcetness^.^f her subjugation, and all 
the soft delights of pas^ns before him in their golden pro- 
mise, and he was held back in bunds of iron, he was driven 
out from them desolate and accurst. 

Unlike Cain, he had BuftVred in his brother’s stead, yet, 
like Cain, he was branded and could only wander out into 
the darkness and the wilderness. 

She watched him many minutes, he uneonscioiua of her 
gaze ; and while she did so, many conbioting emotions passed 
over the colorless delicacy of her features; eyes were 
filled and shadowed with many altering thoughts ; bmr heart 
was waking from Us rest, and the high, generous, unselfish 
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mtum in strove with her pride of birtfc, Im dignity of 
habit. 

** Wait/' »he said, softly, with the old imperial command 
of her voice subdued, though not wholly banished. I think 
you have mistaken me somewhat. You wrong me if you 
think that 1 could be so calloin^, so indifferent, as to leave you 
here without hinri as to your fato. Believe in pur innooemsa 
you know that I do, as firmly as though you substuntiated 
it with a cliousand proofs; reviu*eneo your devotion to your 
honor you are certain that I must, or all better things were 
dead in me/' 

Her voice sank inaudible foj* the instant ; she recovered her 
self-control with an ('ffort. 

‘‘Y"ou reject my friendship — you terra it cruel — ^but at 
least it wiU be faithful to you; too faithful for mo to pass 
out of Africa and never give you one thought ngain. I hdieve 
in you. Bo you not know that that is the highest trust, to 
my thinking, that one human life can show in another's? 
Y'ou decide that it is your duty not to free yourself from this 
bondage, not to expose the actual criminal, not to take up 
your rights of birth. I dure not seek to alter that decision. 
But I cannot loa^c you to such a future w'ithout inlinite pain, 
and there must — there shall he — means through which you 
will let me hoar of you — through whicli, at least, 1 can know 
that you are living," 

She stretched her hands toward him with that same gesture 
with which slie liad first declared Ikt faith in his guiltless- 
ness; the tears trembled in her voice and swam in her eyes. 
As she Lad said, she sulfc'rod for him exceedingly. Ke, hear- 
ing those w’ords which breathed the only pity that had never 
humiliated him, and the i?.yal trust '^ioh was but the truer 
Decauso the sincerity of faith in lieu^^of the insanity of love 
dictated it, made a blind, staggering, unconscious movement 
of passionate dumi^agony. He sei^ her liands in his and 
held them close against his breast one inslaifel^ against the 
loud hard punting of his aching heart 

** God reward you I God keep pu ! If I stay, I shall tell 
you all ; let me go, and forget that we ever met I I am dead 
— ^let me be dead to you f 

With another instant he had left the tent and passed out 
mto the red glow of the torehlit evening. Aaid Yeuetia 
Ckwooa dropp^ bw proud head down upon the silken 
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cuebloAS wher(j hia own had rested, and wept as women weep 
0 var thrir dead — in such a passion as had never oome to her 
In all the course of her radiant, notorious, and imperious life. 

It neeined to her as if she had seen him slain in cold blood, 
and had never lifted her hand or her voice against his murder, 

11 is voice rang in her oai*; his face was before her with its 
white stiU rigid anguish ; the burning accents of his avowal 
of love seem^ to search her very heart. If this man j>erished 
in any of the thousand perils of war she would for ever feel 
herself his assassin. She had his secret, she had his soul, 
she had his honor in her hands ; and she could do nothing 
better for them both than to send him from her to eternal 
silence, to eternal solitudt) ! 

Her thoughts grew unbearable; she rose impetuously from 
her couch and paced to and fro the narrow confines of her 
tent. Her tranquillity was broken down ; her pride was 
abandoned ; her heart, at length, was reached and sorely 
wounded. The only man she had ever found, whom it would 
have been possible to her to have loved, was one already 
severed from her by a fate almost more hideous than dcatli. 

And yet, in her loneliness, the color Hushed back into her 
face ; her 03X‘8 gathered some of their old light ; one dreaming 
shapeless fancy floated vjiguely through her mind. 

If, in the years to come, she knew him in all ways worthy, 
and learned to give him back this lovo lie bore her, it was in 
her to prove that love at no matter what exist to her pride and 
her lineage. If his perfect innocence Avere made clear in her 
own sight, there was greatness and there was unselfishness 
enough in her nature to make her capable of rc'garding alone 
hia martyrdom and his heroism, and disregarding the opinion^ 
of the world. If hoi^^after she gjrew to find hia presence the 
necessity of her life, and his sacrifice of that nobility, and of 
that purity, she now believed it, she — ^proud os she was with 
the twin pride of lineage and of nature- would be capable 
of incurring the odium and the marvtd of all who knew her ; 
by uniting her fate to his own, by making nianifeBt her 
}}onor and her tenderness for him, ^ongh men saw in him 
only a soldier of the empire, only a ba4M>-born trooper, beneath 
her, as Biom beneath the daughter of D’Orldans. She was ol 
a brave nature, of a great nature, of a djudng courage, and of 
a superb generosity. Abhorring dishonor, fiiU of glory in 
the sUtirdcHs history of her race, and tenacious of the dignity 
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^ of the magnitude of her House, she jet tOd o«mi!^eoua 

Bud too haughty a woman not to bo capable of bratlx% oiltimny 
if oonsciouB of her own pure rectitude beneath it> not to be 
capable of incurring Mse censure, if encountered in the ^th 
of justice and of magnanimity. It was possible, even on her- 
self it dawned as possible, that so great might beoomo het 
compassion and her tenderness for this man, that she would, 
in some distant future, when the might of his love and the 
severity of hia sufiering should prevail with her, say to him : 

Keep your secret from the world as you will. Prove 
your innocence only to me; let me and the friend of your 
youth alone know your name and your rights. And knowing 
knowing you myself to be hero and martyr in one, I shall 
not care what the world thinks of you, what the world says 
of me. I, will be your wife : I have lands, and riches, and 
honors, and^reatness enough to suffice for us both.*' 

If ever Rh(' loved him exceedingly, she would become capable 
of this sacrifice from the strengtli, mid the graciousness, and 
the fcarlessncbs of her nature, and such love was not so dis- 
tant from her as she thought. 

Outside her tent there was a peculiar mingling of light and 
shadow ; of darkness from the moonless and now cloud-covered 
sky, of reddened warmth from the tall burning pino-boughs 
thrust into the soil in lieu of other illumination. The atmo- 
sphere was hot from the flames, and chilly with the breath of 
the night winds ; it was oppressively still, though from afar 
off the sounds of laughter in the camp still echoed, and near 
at liand the dull and steady tramp of tlic sentinels fell on the 
hard parched soil. Into that blended heat and cold, dead 
blackness and burning glajp, he reoled|Dut from her presence ; 
drunk with pain as deliriously as mefl grow drunk with raki« 
The challenge rang on the air : 

Who goes thyb ? ” 

He never heard if. Even the old long-accuafomcni habits 
a soldier’s obedience were killed in him. 

** Who goes there ? ** the challengo rang again. 

Stai he never heard, hut went on blindly. Prom wham 
the tents stood, there was a stronger breadth of lij^t through 
which he had pass^, and was passing still— %ht strong 
enough for it to he seen whence ho came, but not strong 
enough to show his ftiatoies. 
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or 1 f^re I ** The sentinel btcraght thfi weapon to 
hid Aotilder and took a ealm^ close/ etire aim. He did hot 
Speak ; the password hb had forgotten hd though he hdd never 
heard or never given it. 

Another figure than that of the soldier on guard camO out 
oi' the shadow, and stood between him and the sentinel. It 
Avas that of ChateauToy ; he waS mounted on his gray horse 
find wrapped in his military cloak, aboat to go the round of 
ihe cavalry camp. Their eyes met in the wavering light like 
the glow from a fiirnace-hiouth : in a glance they knew each 
other. 

“ It is one of my mon/' said the chief carelessly to the sen- 
tinel. Leave me to deal with him.*’ 

The guard saluted, and resumed his heat. 

Wiiy did you refuse the word, sir ? ” 

'' I did not lujur.” 

** And why did you not hear f ” 

There was no reply. 

** Why are you absent from your squadron P” 

There was no reply still. 

Have yon no tongue, sir ? The matraque shall soon make 
you speak ! Why are you hern Y ” 

There was again no ansAver. 

Chateauroy’s teetli ground out a fjirious oath ; yet a flash 
of brutal delight glittered in his eyes. At last he had hounded 
down this man, so long out of liis reach, into disobedience and 
contumacy. 

** Why are you here, and where have you been?” he do* 
mandod once more. 

I will not say.” 

The answer, given length, rfvas tranquil, low, slowly 
and distinctly uttered, m a deliberate refusal, in a deliberate 
defiance. 

The dai'k and evil coimtcnance above hSl, grew livid with 
liiry. 

“ I can have you thrashed like a dog for that answer, and 
I will. But first listen here, beau sire ! I know as well as 
though you had confessed to me. Tour silence cannot shelter 
\mur great mistross’s shaine, Ah-ha I la Taustine ! Bo 
Madfime votre Princesse is so cold to her equals, only to choose 
her lovers out of my blackguards, and take hOr midnight in^ 
^igucs like a oauip courtezan I " 
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Cecil’s lace ohatiged terriUjr as tlie vile m>rdii ^ere spokou.. 
With the light and rapid spring of a leopard^ be reached the 
^ side of his commander, one hand on the horse’s ttlolie, the 
i^ier on the wrist of his chief, that it gripped Hk6 ah ih>n 
vice. 

" You lie t And you know that you lie ! Breathe her 
name once more, and, by God, aa we are botli living men, I 
\Nill have your life for your outrage 1 ” 

And, as he spoke, with Ids left hand he smoto the lips that 
had blasphomed against her. 

It was broken asunder at last — all the long and bitter 
patience, all the calm and resolute endurance, all the undo- 
viatiiig serenity beneath provocation, which had never yielded 
through tw’elvo long years, but which had borne with infamy 
and with -tyranny with such absolute submission for sake of 
those aroTlnd him, wdio would revolt at his sign, and be 
Blaughtorod for his cause. The ])romi8e he had given to 
endure all things for their sakes — the sakes of his soldiery, of 
Ida comrades— w'aa at last forgotten. All he remombeted was 
tlie vilenoas that dared touch her Tiam(‘, the shame that through 
him wms brentlied on her. Ibuik, duty, bondage, consequence, 
.'ill wore forgotten in that one instant of insult that mocked in 
its odious lie at her purity, lie was no longer the soldier 
bound in obcdiouco to submit to the indignities that bis chief 
chose to heap on him; he was a gcmtlcman who defended a 
woman’s honor, a man wlio avenged a slur on the life that he 
loved. 

Chaieauroy wrenched his wrist out of the hold that cruslied 
it, and drew his pistol. Cecil knew that the laws of active 
s(?rvice would hold him but justly deid^ with if the shot laid 
him dead in that instant his act aur? his words. 

You can kill me — I know it. Well, use your preroga^ 
live ; it will be the^iSole good you have ever done to me.” 

And he stood/brcct, patient, motionless, looking into U» 
chicTs eyes with a calm disdain, with an unulterod cballenga 
that, for the first moment, wrung something of savage resp^ 
and of sullen admiration out from the soul of bis grodi 
foe. 

He did not fire ; it was the only time in which any trait of 
abstinence from cruelty had been ever seen in him. Ho signed 
to the 8oldiei*s of the guard with one hand, while with tho^ 
other he still covered with his pistol the man whom martial 

0 0 2 
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lav woTild tiare allowed him to hare diot down, or have out 
down, at his horse's feet. 

** Arrest him," he said, simply. 

Cecil offered no resistance; he let them seize and disarm 
him without an effort at the opposition which could have been 
hot a futile, unavailing trial of brute force. He dreaded lest 
th:re should bo one sound that should reach her in that tent 
where the triad of standards drooped in the dusky distance. 
He had been, moreover, too long beneath the yoke of tliat 
despotic and irresponsible authority to waste breath or to waste 
dignity in vain contest vrith the absolute and the immutable. 
He was content with what he had done— content to have met 
once, not as soldier to chief, but as man to man, the tyrant 
who held his fate. 

For once, beneath the spur of that foul outrage to the dignity 
and the innocence of the woman he had quitted, he had 
allowed a passionate truth to force its way through the har- 
riers of rank and the bonds of subservience. Insult to hims{df 
he had borne as the base prerogative of his superior, but insult 
to her he had avenged with the vengeance of equ^ to equal, 
of the man who loved on the man who calumniated her. 

And as he sat in the darkness of the night with the heavy 
tramp of his guards for ever on his ear, there was peace rathi‘r 
than rebellion in liis heart — the peace of one heartsick with 
strife and with temptation, w^ho beholds in death a merciful 
ending to the ordeal of existence. ** [ shall die in her cause 
at least," he thought. I could be content if 1 were only 
sure that she would never know." 

For this was the chief dread which hung on him, that she 
should ever know, and^n knowing, suffer for his sake. 

The night rolled on, '«he army arCund him knew nothing of 
what had happened, Chateauroy, conscious of his own coarse 
guilt against the guest of his Marshal, kept the matter untold 
and undiscovered, under the plea that he desite^d not to destroy 
the harmony of the general jrejoiemg. The one or two field- 
ofHcers with whom he took counsel agreed to the wisdom of 
letting the night pass away undistur^. The accused was 
the idol of his own squadron ; there was no gauge what might 
not be done by troops heated with excitement and drunk with 
wine, if they know that tkoir favorite Comrade had set the 
' exiunple of insubordinatioii, and would be sentenced to snffer 

it ^Beyond these^ and the men employed in his amst and 
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f^uard, jiotle knew what had chanced ; not the soldiery beneath 
that vast sea of canvas, many of whom would have rushed 
headlong to mutiny and to desiructaion at hia word; not the 
woman who in the solitude of her wakeful hours was haunted 
by the memory of his love^words, and Mt steal on her tho 
unacknowledged sense, that if his future were left to misery, 
happiness could never more touch her own ; not tho friend ^ 
his early days, laughing and drinking with the odLcors of tbf 
gtafl‘. 

None knew; not even Cigarette. She sat alone, so far 
awaj' that none souglit her out, beside the ]>ickc‘t-tire that 
had long died out, with the little white dog of Zaraila curled 
on the scai’let folds of her skirt. Her arms rested on her 
knees, and her temples were leant on her hands tightly 
twisted among the dark silken curls of her boyish hair, Her 
face had the same dusky savage intensity upon it ; and sho 
never once moved from that rigid attitude. 

»She liad the Cross on her heart — tho idol of her long desire, 
the star to which her longing eyes hud looked up ever Hiace 
her childhood through the reek of carnage and the smoke of 
battle : and she would have iiung it away like dross to have 
had his lips touch hers once with love, 

Qu^ je mi folle! ** she muttered in her tliroot, ‘'yw j$ 
itiiS J^ollC ! 

And she knew herself mad ; lor the dusixes and the delights 
of love die swiftly, but the knowledge of honor abides always. 
Love would have made her youth, sweet with an unutterable 
gladness, to glide from her and leave her weary, dissatisfied, 
foraikon. But that (hoss, the gift of her country, the symbol 
of her heroism, would with her always, and light her for 
over witli the honor of yiiich it was^fhe emblem ; and if her 
1 Uie should last until youth passed away, and age came, and 
1 with age death, lijr hand would wander to it on her dying 
^bed, and she ^uuld smile as she died to hear the living 
I watchers murmur : That life had glory — that life was lived 
for France.” 

She knew this : but she was young ; she was a womaU'* 
child, she had the ardor of passionate youth in her veins, ahe 
hod the desolation of abandoned you^ in her heart And 
honor looked so cold beside love ! 

She rose impetuously ; the night was far spent, the (mmp 
was very still, the torches had long died out, and a streak ojt 
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davn was visible in the east. She etood awhile looking very 
earnestly across the wide black city of tents. 

I pliall bo best away for a time. I grow mad, treacherous, 
wicked here/' she thought. ''I will go and sco Blanc-Beo/' 
Blaric-Boo wJiB the soldier of ihe Array of Italy. 

In u brief wiiile she had saddled and bridled Etoile-Filante, 
uini ridden, out of the camp without \vaniing or farewell to 
any : she was as free to como and to go as though she were 
a bird on the wing. Thus she went, knowing nothing of his 
tatc. And with tho sunrise went also the woman whom he 
loved — ^In ignorance. 


CHAPTER XXXVL 

THE VENGEANCE OF THE LITTLE ONE. 

The warm transparent light of an Afric^an autumnal noon 
shone down through the white canvas roof of a groat tent in 
the lioart of the encjumpod divisions at the hcad-quartors of the 
Array of the South. Jn the tent there was a densely packed 
throng — an immense, close, hushed, listcuiing crowd, of which 
every man wore tho uniform of Frarif*t\ of which tho mute 
undoviating attention, forbiilden l)y iliseiplinc alike to bo 
broken by sound of approval or dissent, had in it sonndliing 
that was almost terrible, contrasted with ihe vivid cagerncsB 
m their eyc« and the strainod absmpiion of their coun- 
Icnances; for t}u?y w^re in court, uikI tliat court was the 
Eensoil de GiUTre of thV v own soutWuai cam]). 

The prisoner was arraigned on the, lieavicsi charge that 
can bo laid aguimt the sohiier of any army, and yet, as the 
many eyes of tlie miliUiry crowd turned di^hizn wliero he 
Blood sunmnded by his guard, hia crime against his chief 
was forgotten, and they only remembered — Zaraila. 

Ml^y of those present had seen him throughout that day 
of bloc^, at the head of his decioiatcd squadron, with the 
euidon held aloft above every foe; to them that tall, slender 
form standing there, with a calm, weary dignity, that had 
nothing of the passion of tho mutinous or tho (xmaciousness 
the crimunjl iu its serene repose, had shed upon it the 
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lustre of a*l^eroiflm that made them readj almost to weep like 
women that the death of a mutineer sho^d be the sole aoswet 
given by Franee to the savior of her houor. 

He preseived entire reticcnoe in court. The inurtaut the 
octe d'accusation had been read to him, he had seen that hia 
chief would not dare to couple with it tho proud, pure name 
he had dared to outrage ; lus most bitter anxiety was thus pii 
an end. For all the rest, he was tranquil. 

No case could be clearer, briefer, less complex, more entirely 
incaj.»ablo of defence. The soldiers of the guard gave evidence 
as to the violence and fury of the assault. Tho sentinel bore 
witness to having heard the refusal to reply ; a moment after, 
lie had seen the attack made and the blow given. Tho 
accuser merely stated that, meeting his sous-officier out of tho 
bounds of Jhc cavalry camp, he had asked liiru where he liad 
been, and why ho was there, and, on his coranuinding an 
answer, had' been assaulted in tho manner described, with 
violence sulBcicnt to have cost his Life had not the guard been 
so near at hand. When questioned as to what motive he 
could assign lor the act, ho replied that ho considered his 
corporal had always incited evil feeling and mutinous conduct 
in the sciua<lron8, and had, he believed, that day attributed 
to hirostdf his failure to receive the Cross. The statement > 
passed without contradiction by tho pnsouer, -who, to tho 
interrogations and entreaties of his Ivgiii drfenmirt only replied 
that the facts were stated accurately us tliey occurred, and 
that his reasons for the deed ho declined to assert. 

When once more questioned as to his country and his past 
by the president, ho brielly declined to give answer. When 
asked if the names by which ho was enrolled were his own, 
he replied that they w ey; two of his Mptismal luirnes, which 
had BCiTcd his purjjoso on entering the army. When asked 
if ho accepted as true the charge of exciting sedition among 
the troops, he retJiiTd that it was so little true that, over and 
over again, tlic^icq would have mutinicid if he had given ^ 
them a sign, and that he had continually induoed them to 
submit to discipline sheerly by force of his own example. 
When inter^gated as to the cause of the language ho had 
used to hia oommtuiding o^cer, he skid briefly that tho 
language deserved the strongest censure aa from a soldier to 
his colonel, but that it was justified os he had used it, which 
w^ as man to man, though he was aware the plea availed 
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nothing in miliUry law, and was impermiftsiWQ f6t the safety 
of the Hf rvico. When it was inquired of him if he had not 
repeatedly invcjighed against his cominfindiiig ofticer for 
eoverily, he hrieJHy denied it; no man had ever heard him 
Biiy a syllablo that could have been construed into complaint ; 
at the same time, he observed that all the squadrons knew 
perfectly well personal enmity and oppression had been shown 
him hy his chief throughout the whole time of his association 
with the regiment. When pressed as to the cause that he 
assigned for tliis, ho gave, in a few comprehensive outlines, 
the story of the capture and the deliverance of the Emir’s 
bride ; this was all that could be elicited from him ; and even 
this was answeied only out of deference to the authority of 
the court, and from his unwillingness, even now, to set a bad 
example before the men witli whom he had served bo long. 
When it was iinally demanded of him if he hud aught lo 
tirge in Ids own extenuation, lie pfiuscd a inonn'Tit, with a 
gaiio und(T which even tlie hard eagle eyes grew restless, 
looked across to Chuteauroy, and addressed bis antagonist 
rather than the president : 

^*Only this: that a tyrant, a liar, and a tniduccr cannot 
wonder if num prefer death to Bubmiasioii beneath insult. 
But 1 am well aware this is no vindication of my act as a 
soldier, and I have no desire to say words which, whatever 
tbeir truth, might become horoaftor dungtTous legacies, and 
dangerous pretuMlents to the army/' 

That was all which he answered, and neither his coun- 
sel nor his accusers could extort another syllable from 
him. 

He knew that what he had done was justified to his own 
oonBcienoc, but he dick not seek ia^i^pute that it was unjus- 
tifiable in militaiy law. True, had all been told, it was 
possible enough that his judges would exonerate him morally, 
sven if they condemned him legally ; his i^t would be 
blameless as a man’s, even while still punishable os a 
soldier’s; but to purchase immunity for himself at the cost 
of bringing tlie fairness of her fame into the coarse babble 
of men’s tongues was an alternative, craven and sb(aanefhl| 
K^hich never even once glanced across his thoughts. 

lie had kept faith to a woman whom he had known heart* 
less and well-nigh worthless; it was not to the woman whom 
Jhe loved with all the might of an intense passion, and whom 
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ho koow piir^ and glorious as the morning aim, that he i?ould 
break his faith now. 

All through the three days that the eonml sat hts look and 
jois maimer never changed : the first was quite calm, though 
very weary; the latter courteous, but resolute, with th6 un- 
changed iirmness of one who knew his own past action justi- 
fied; for the rest, many noticed that, during tlio chief of the 
long exhausting hours of his examination and his trial, his 
thoughts seemed far aw^ay, and he api)earcd to recall them to 
the present with difficulty, and with nothing of the vivid sus- 
pense of an accused, whose life and death swung in the judg- 
ment-balanco, 

In truth, he had no dread as he had no hope left; he knew 
well enough that by the blow which had vindicated her honor 
he had forfaited his own existence. All he wished was that 
his sentence had been dealt without this formula of debate 
and of delay, which could have issue but in one end. There 
was not one man in court who was not more moved than he, 
more quick to terror and regret for his doom. To many 
among his comrades w^ho had learned to love the gentle^ 
silent ‘‘ aristocrat,'' who bore every hartlship so patiently, and 
humani25cd them so imperceptibly by the simple force of an 
unvaunted example, those three days were torture. Wild, 
brutal brigands, whoso year >vas one long razzia of plunder, 
rapine, and slaughter, felt their lips tremble like young girls' 
when they asked how the issue went for him ; and the blood- 
stained marauders, who thought as little of assassination for a 
hidden pot of gold as butchers of drawing a knife across a 
Bheei)'8 throat, grew still and fear-strickafi wdth a great awo 
when the muttering passed through the that they would 
see no more among tbeir^auks that ‘‘ woman's face'' which 
they had beheld so often loreuiost in the fight, with a look on 
it that thrilled their hearts like their forbidden chant of the 
Marseillaise. Fo^wlien the third day closed, they knew that 
he must die. 

There were men, hard as steel, ravenous of bfood as vul- 
tures, who, when they heard that sentence given, choked 
great deep sobs down into the cavernous depths of their brood 
seared sinewy breasts; but he never gave sigh or sign. He 
never moved once while the decree of death was read to him ; 
and there was no change in the weary calmness of his eyeai 
fie. bent hia head in acquiescence* 
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“ C’est bien ! ” ne naid, sitnply. 

It BconK'd woU to him : dead» his secret would lie in the 
^avo with him, and the long martyrdom of his life be ended, 

% it % % % ^ 

In the brightness of the noon Cigarette leaned out of her 
Jil.tle oval (i}ij«emei]t that framed her head like an old black 
uak curving — 4 h<'ad with the meljow bloom on its checks, 
and the Hush of scarlet above its dark curls, and the robiii- 
iike grace of poi8(3 and balance as it hung out there in tlie 
pun. 

Cigarette hewl been there a whole hour in thought; sho! 
who nc'ver had wasted a moment in meditation or reverie, 
and who found the long African day all too short for hei 
busy, abundant, joyous life, that w^as alwuiys full of haste and 
work, just as a bird’s will seem so, Ihougli the bird have no 
more !<» do than to Hy at its will through summer air, and 
teed at its wdll from brook and from berry, from a ripe cur of 
the corn or from a dc(‘j> cup of the lily. if"or the first time 
she wfi» letting time drift away in the fruitless labour of vain 
purposeless tlioughl, because, for the first time also, happiness 
W'as not with lier. 

They were gone for over — all the elastic joyaunce, all the 
free fair hours, all th(3 daunth’ss gait^ty of childhood, all the 
sweet harmonious laughter of a heart without a care. They 
were gone for ever ; lor tho touch of love and of pain had 
been laid on her; and cover again would her radiant eyes 
smile cloudlessly like tho young eagle’s at a suu that rose but 
to bo greotod as only youtti vun greet another dawn of life 
that is w'ithout a slnulow. 

And she leaiU'd wjariJy there vriih her cheek lying on the 
cold gray lifoorish srone ; the colcg: and the brightness were 
iu the rays gf tho light, in the rich hues of her hair and her 
mouth, in the scarlet glow of her dress : there was no brxght- 
u<*ss in her face. The eyes were vactuit*ai^they watched the 
green lizard glide over the woU beyond, and the lips were 
parted with a look of unspeakable fatigue ; the tire, not of the 
limbs, but of the heart She had come thither hopii^ to 
leave behind her on the desert wind that alien care, ftat new 
ptrauge passion, which sapped her strength, and stung her 
pride, and madg her evil >yith such iwiJ'dcrous lust of rm* 
geunce; and they werg with her still. Only something of 
Uie deadly biting ferocity of jealousy had obangad into a 
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passionate longing to be as that woman was who had his 
love; into a certain hopeless sickening sense of having for 
ever lost that w'hich alone could have given her such beauty 
and such honor in the sight of men as those this woman had, 

To her it seemed impossible that this patrician who had 
liis passion should not return it. To the ciiild of the camp, 
tliough she often mocked at caste, all the mexorahle rules, ml 
the reticent instincts of caste, were things unknown. 8ho 
would have thought love could have bridged over any gulf; 
she would have tailed to comprehend all the thousand masons 
which would have forbidden any bond between the great 
arifitoerat and a man of low grade and of dubious name, 8ho 
only thought of love as she hiul always seeu it, quickly born, 
hotly cherished, wildly indulgcMl, and witJjout tiu or restraint. 

^^And 1 eamo wilhout my vengeance!'^ she mused. To 
Iho nature that -felt the ferocity of the rendetia a right and a 
due, there was wounding humiliation in her knowiedg(} that 
she had left Ikt rival unharmed, and had cf>me hitlier, out 
from his sight and his prese nce, lest ho should see in her one 
glimpse of that folly which she would liave killed hcraelf 
under her own ste(d rather than have been betrayed either for 
his contempt or hia cuuipusaion. 

** And 1 came without my vengennee!” she mused; in 
that oppressive noon, in that gre.y and lonely plac(\ in that 
lofty tower-solitude, where there wp^ nothing b(’tween her 
and the hot, hard, cruel blue of the hc'nvtms, vengeance looked 
the only thing that was left her, ti>e only means whereby 
that void in her heart could be Idled, Unit shame in her life 
be w’ashed out. To love! and to lovo a wffSn who hud no 
love ibr her, whose eyes only beheld ar^herie face, -whoscj 
cars only thirsted for anothc^s voice ! lU riegradation stamped 
her a traitress in her own sight — traitress to her code, to her 
pride, to her country, to her Hag ! 

And yet at the nore of her heart, so tired a pang was 
aching ! She who 'had gloried in being the child erf the whole 
people, the daughter of the whole army, felt lonely and 
abandoned, as though she were some bird whicli an hour ago 
had been flying in all its joj among its hrelliren, and now, 
maimed with one shot, had fallen with broken pinion and 
tom plumage to lie alone upon the sand and die. 

The touch of a bird's wing brushing her hair brought the 
dreamy comparison to her wandering thoughts. She started 
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and lifted her ]u ad ; it was a blue carrier-pigeon, one of the 
many «he fed at that casement, and the swii’test and surest of 
several she sent with messages for the soldiers between the 
various stations and corps. She had forgotten she had left 
the bird at the encampment 

She caressed it absently, while the tired creature sank down 
on her bosom; then only she saw that there was a letter 
beneath one wing. She unloosed it, and looked at it without 
being able to tell its meaning ; she could not read a word, 
printed or writtem. Military habits were too 8ti*ong with her 
for the arrival not to change her reverie into action ; whoever 
it was for, it must be seen. She gave the pigeon water and 
grain, then wound her way down tlie dark, narrow stairs, 
uirough the height of the tower, out into the passage below. 

She found an old French cobbler sitting at a -stall in a case- 
ment stitching leather ; ho was her customary reader and 
scribe in tliis quarter. She touched him with the paper. 

Bon Mttthiou ! wilt thou read this to me?^' 

''It is for tliee, Little One, and signed ' Petit Pot-do- 

teiT©/ ” 

Cigarette nodded listlessly. 

" ^Tis a good lad, and a scholar,*^ she answered, absently. 
" Rood on ! 

And he read, aloud : 

" There is ill nows. I send the bird on a chance to find 
thee. Bel-a-faire-j)cjur struck the Black Hawk — a light blow, 
but with threat to kill following it. He has been tried, and 
is to be shot. There is no appeal to the Conseil de Revision. 
The case is eleihr the Colonel could have cut 1dm down, were 
that all. I thou^t you should know. We are all sorry. It 
was done on the night of tlio great fete. I am thy humble 
/over and slave.** 

So the boy-Zouave*s scrawl, crushed, and blotted, and 
written with great difficulty, ran in its l^ief phrascis that the 
ilow muttering of the old shoemaker ^cw out in tedious 
length. 

Cigarette heard; she never made a movement or gave a 
sound, hut all the blood fied out of her brilliant face, leaving 
it horribly blanched beneath its brown sun-scorch ; and her 
eyes, distended, senseless, sightless, were fastened on the olc. 
man's slowly moving mouth. 

Head it again she said, simplyi when all waa ended. 
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He started, an^ looked up at her face: the Toioe had not one 
accent of its own tones Mt. 

He obeyed, and read it once more to the end* Thsn a 
loud shuddering^ sigh escaped her, like the breatfai of, one 
etidlng under dames. 

** Shot ! ” she said, vacantly. Shot ! *' 

Her vengeance had come without her once lifting her hand 
to summon it. 

The old man rose hurriedly. 

Child ! art thou ill ? ’’ 

The blow was striuk for her ! ” she muttered. ** It was 
that night, you hear — that night ? 

‘^What night? Thou lookost so strangely! Dost thou 
love this doomed soldier? ** 

Cigarette laughed — a laugh whose echo thrilled horribly 
through the lon(?ly Moresco courtway. 

'' Love P love ? I hated him, look you ! So 1 said. And 
I longed for my vengeance. It is come ! 

She was still a moment ; her white, parched mouth quivering 
as though she were under physical torture, her strained ej^es 
fastened on the empty air, tiic veins in licr throat swelling 
and throbbing till tliey glowed to purple. Then she crushed 
the letter in one hand, and llcw, doet as any antelope, 
tlirougli the streets of the Moorish quarter, and across the 
city to the quay. 

The people ever gave way before her ; but now they scat- 
tered like frightened sheep from her path. There was some- 
thing that terrided them in that bloodless horror set upon her 
face, and in that fury of resistless .speei^^v’ftrith which she 
rashed upon her way. y* 

Once only in her headlo7-g career through the throngs she 
paused; it was as one face, on which the strong light of the 
noontide poured, came, before her. The senseless look changed 
in her eyes ; she wheeled out of her route, and stopped beforo 
the man who hatf thus arrested her. He was kaning idly 
over the stall of a Turkish bazaar, and her hand grasped his 
arm before he saw her. 

^'Tou have his face?” she muttered. ''What ore yow 
to him?'* 

He made no answer^ he was too amazed, 

" You are of his race,^' she persisted. “ You are brethren 
by your look. What are you to him ? '' 
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** To whom ? 

To the mm who calls himself Ijouis Yictor? a Chasseoz 
of iny army ? 

Her eyes were fastened entirely on him ; keen, ruthless, 
fioroc, in this moment, as a hawk’s. He grew pole, and 
murmured an incoherent denial. He sought to shake her oif 
lirst gently, then more rudely ; he called her mad, and tried 
to fling her from him ; hut the lithe lingers only wound them- 
selvcH closer on his arm. 

*‘Eo still — fool I ” she muttered; and there wasi that in 
the accent that lent a strange force and dignity in that 
moment to the careless and mischievous plaything of th6 
soldiery — force that overcame him, dignity that overawed 
him. ‘‘You are of his p(50]>le ; you have his eyes, and his 
look, and liis featim?s. Ho disowns you, or you liim. No 
mat ter which. Ho is of your blood ; and he lies under 
sontence of death, do you know that?” 

With a stilled cry, the oth<T recoiled from her; ho never 
doubted that she spoke the tjutli, none could who had looked 
upon her face. 

“ Do not lio to she said curtly. “It avails you 
nothing. Head that.” 

She tlu'uat hoforo him the paper the pigeon had brought ; 
his hand tremhh'd sorely as he held it: he believed in that 
moment that this strange creature, half soldier, half woman, 
liiilf brigaml, ImJf child, knew all his story and all his shame 
from his brother : 

“Shot!” he echoed hoarsely, as she had done, when 
he had read onH^to the end. “ Shot I 0 my God! and 

She drew him of the thorq;[ighfare into a dark recess 
within the bazaar, he submitted unresistingly ; ho was filled 
with the horror, the remorse, the over\^he]ming shock of hia 
brother’s doom. ^ 

“ Ho will bo shot,” she said with a 'Sti’ange calmness. 
“ We shoot down many men in our army. I know him wdL 
He was justified in his act, I do not doubt; but discipline 
will not stay for that——” 

“ Silence, ibr mercy’s sake ! Is there no hope-— nd poasi- 
hility P ” • 

Her lips were parched like the desert sand as her diy hard 
«words oame through them. “None* His chief could Imve 
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cut hiin down ou the instant. It took pldce ih tAtkg* You 
feel this thing ; you are of his race, then ? 

I am his brother ! *’ 

She was silent ; looldng at him fixedly, it did t(A Mik to 
her Btrahge that she should thus have met one of his Udod 
in tho crowds of Algiers. She was absorbed in the <mef 
catastrophe whose hideousness seemed to cat her very life 
away, even while her nerve, and her brain, and her ooxlhtge 
remained at their kee nest and strongest. 

‘*You are Ms brother, she said slowly, so niuoh as an 
affirmation that his belief was confirmed that she liad learned 
both their relationship and their histoiy from Cecil. “You 
must go to him, then.*’ 

lie shook from head to foot. 

Yes, yesj But it will be too late ! ** 

She did not know that tlie words were cried out in all 
the contrition of an unavailing remorse ; she gave them 
only their literal significance, and shuddered as she answered 
liim : 

*'That you must risk. You must go to him. But, first, 
I must know more. Tell me his name, his rank.** 

lie was silent: coward and I'gotisi though lie was, both 
cowardice and egotism 'svere killed in him under tho over- 
whelming horror with which he felt himself as truly by 
moral guilt a frati’icide as though lie hud stabbed his elder 
through the heart. 

“Speak!” hissed Cigarette through her clinched teeth, 
'' If you have any kindness, any pity, any love for tho mail 
of your blo6d, who will be shot there a dog, do not 
waste a second — answer me, tell mo all.”^ . 

If e turned his wild tonified glance upon her : he had in 
that moment tto sense but w seize some means of njparation, 
to declare hid brother’s rights, to cry out to the very stones 
of the sti’cets his own wrong and his victim’s sacrifice. 

“ He i.s tho ho^ of my house ! ” he answered her, scarce 
knowing what ho answered. “Ho should bear the title 
that 1 bear now. He is hefe, in this misery, 'necauae ho is 
the most merciful, the most generous, the most long-suffering 
of living souls ! If he die, it is not they who huve killed 
him ; it is 1 1 ” • 

She listened, with her face set in that eiem, fixed, tesoluto 
ooimuand which never varied : she neglected adl that wonder, 
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or curiosity, or interest would have made her as at any 
other time, she only heeded the few great facts that bore 
upon the fate of the condemned. 

'‘Settle with ^rourself for that sin,” she said bitterly. 
“ Tour remorse will not save him. But do the thing that 
I bid you, if that remorse be sincere. Write me out here 
that title you soy he should bear, and your statement that 
he is your brother, and should be the chief of your house; 
then sign it, and give it to me.” 

Ho seized her hands, and gazed with imploring eyes into 
her face. 

Who are you ? Wliat are you ? If you have the power 
to do it, for the love of God rescue him ! It is I who have 
:n urdered him — I — who have let him live on in this hell for 
my sake ! ” 

For your sake ! ” 

She /lung hivS hands off her and looked him full in the 
face; that glance of the spetichless scorn, the unutterable 
rebuke of the woman-ohild who would herself have died a 
thousand deatlis rather than have purchased a whole existence 
by a single falsehood or a single cowardice, smote him like a 
blow, and avenged his sin more absolutely than any public 
chastisement. The courage and the trutli of a girl scorned 
Lis timorous fear and his living lie. His head sank, he 
seemed to shrink under her gaze; his act had never looked 
so vile to him as it looked noAV. 

She gazed a moment longer at him Avith her mute and avou- 
Acring disdain that tliere should be on earth a male life capable 
/f such fear andipf such ignominy as these. Then the strong 
and rapid poAver’^; her took its instant ascendancy over the 
weaker nature. 

“ Monsieur, I do not know yoi6‘ story ; I do not want. I 
am not used to men who let others suffer for thetn. What I 
Avant is your Ai'ritten statement of your brother’s name and 
station ; give it mo.” \ 

He made a gesture of consent ; he would have signed away 
Ills soul, if he could, in the stupor of remorse which had seized 
liim. She brought him pens and paper from the Turk’s store 
and dictated what ha wrote : 

I hereby itfftrm that the person eervtti^ in the CJmseurt 
i^A/Hque tmder the name of Zonis Victor is my elder brother^ 
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Bertie Cecily lawfully ^ hy inheritance, the Vuceuni BayCtUieu, Beer 
of England. I hereby aUo acknowledge that / hace c'ucceeied to 
and borne the title illegally, under the mppouiion of hie death. 

*i (Signed) Beejcelkt Cjbcscu'* 

He wrote it mechanically, the force of her will and the 
torture of hia own conscience driving him, on an impulse, to 
undo in an instant the whole web of falsehood that ho had let 
circumstance weave on and on to shelter him through twelve 
long years. He lot her draw the paper from him aud fold it 
away in her belt. He watched her with a curious dreamy 
sense of his own impotence against the fierce and fiery torrent 
of her bidding. 

“ What is it you will do ? he asked her. 

** The beat that shall lie in my power ; do you the same.” 

** Can his life yet bo saved 
Ilia honor may — his honor shall.^* 

Her face had an exceeding beauty as she spoke ; though it 
was stem and rigid still, a look that was sublime gleamed 
over it. She, the waif and stray of a dissolute camp, knew 
better than the scion of his own race how the doomed man 
would choose the vindication of his honor before the rescue of 
his life. lie laid his band on her as she moved : 

** Stay ! — stay ! One word ** 

She flung him off her again : 

** This is no time for words. Go to him — coward ! — and let 
the balls that kill him reach you too, if you have one trait of 
manhood left in you ! ’’ 

Then, swiftly as a swallow darts, she ^Itcd him and flew 
on her headlong way, down through the pressure of the people, 
and the throngs of the myrts, and the noise, and the color, and 
the movement of the streets. 

The sun was scarcip declined from its noon before she rode 
out of the city, oj^ a half-bred horse of the Spabjs, swift as the 
antelope and aa<Vild, with her only equipment ejrm pistols in 
her holsters, and a bag of rice and a skin of water elung at her 
saddle-bow. 

They asked her where she went ; she never answered. The 
hoofs struck sharp echoes out of the rugged stones, and the 
people were scattered^Uke chaff as she went at full gallop down 
through Algiers. Her comrades, used to see her ever with 
aome song the air and some laugh on the lips as she went, 
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looked after her wonder as she pas^od thcm^i silent^ and 
with her face white and stem as though the bright brown lote- 
Hness of it had been changed to alabaster. 

What is it with the Cigarette?*'- they asked each other, 
l^one could tell ; the desert horse and his rider dew by them 
jis a swallow flics. Tho gleam of her Cross and the colorless 
calm of the childlike face that wore the resolve of a Napoleon's 
on it, were the last they ever saw of Cigarette. 

All her fluent untiring speech was gone — gone with tho 
rose-hue from her cheek, with tho laugh from her mouth, with 
the child’s joyaunce from her heart ; but the brave, stanch, 
dauntless spirit lived with a soldier's courage, with a maityr's 
patience. 

And she rode straight through tho scorch of the mid-day 
sun, along the sea coast wesil ward. The dizzy swifrncas would 
have blinded most wlio should ha\e been carried through the 
dry air and under the burning skies at that breathless and 
paufloless speed ; but she had ridden half-maddened colts with 
the skill of Arabs themselves ; she had been tossed on a holster 
from hfr eailicst years, and had clung with an infant's hands 
in fearless glee to the mane of rough-riders* chargers. She 
never swerved, she never sickened; she was borne on and 
on against the hard hot curionts of the cleft air with only ono 
sense — that she wont so slowly, so slowly, when with every 
boat of the ringing hoofs ono ot the few moments of a doomed 
life fled away ! 

She had a long route before her ; she had many leagues to 
travel, and there ,were but four-and- twenty hours, she knew 
well, left to the ra?vu who was condemned to death. Four- 
and-twenty hours left open for appeal— -no more — betwixt the 
delivery and execution of the sentence. That delay was 
always interpreted by the French Code as a ddbiqr extending 
from the evening of one day to the dawja of tlie e^nd day 
following; and some slight interval might tly^n ensue, accord- 
ing as general in command ordained, jout the twenty- 
four hours was all of which she could be certain ; and even of 
them some must have flown by since the carrier-pigeon had 
been loosed to her. She could not tell how long he hi^ to live. 

There were fifty miles between her and her goal ; Abd-el* 
Kadcr's horse had once covered that space in three hours, so 
men of the Army of B' Aumale had told her : die knew what 
they had done she could Once only she paused, to let her 
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ikom lid fk' brief while, and ooel h!s fbani*£ia£^' and 
eropBeme dbort' sweet grass that grew where ai cldft of water 
ran and made the bare earth green. She sat ^nite nxctioiilesa 
while he rested; she was keehly alire to all that cdojA lest 
«ave his streogth and further her travel ; but she watehed hitn 
during those few minutes of rest and inaction with a fearihl 
look of hunger in her eyes — the worst hunger — that which 
craves Time and cannot seke it fast enough. Then she 
mounted again, and again went on, on her flight. 

She swept by cantonments, villages, soldiers on the maroh^ 
douairs of peaceful Arabs, strings of mules and camels, cara* 
vans of merchandise : nothing arrested her ; she saw nothing 
that she passed, as she rode over the hard dust-covered shadow- 
less roads, over the weary sun-sedrehed monotonous country, 
over the land without verdure and without foliage, the land 
that yet basso weird a beauty, so irresistible a fascination; 
the land to which men, knowing that death waits for them 
in it, yet return with so mad an infatuation as her lovers 
went back across the waters to Circe. 

The horse was reeking with smoke and foam, arid the blood 
was coursing from his flanks, as she reached her destination at 
last, and threw herself off his saddle as ho sank faint and 
quivering to the ground. Whither she had come wtis to a 
fortress where the Marshal of France, who was the Viceroy of 
Africa, had arrived that day in his progress of inspection 
throughout the provinces. Soldiers clustered round her eagerly 
beneath the gates, and over the fallen beast, a thousand ques- 
tions pouring from their curious tongues, ^je pointed to tho 
animal with one hand, to the gaimt pile o^tone that bristled 
with camion with the other. 

Have a care of him ; and lead me to the chief ! ” 

She spoke quietly ; but a certain sensation of awe and fear 
moved t^iose who hea»d. She was not the Child of the Army 
whom they knewj fio well. She was a creatut« , deiperate, 
hard pressed, mdEe as death, strong as steel; above all, hunted 
by despair. 

They hesitated to take her message, to do her bidding. The 
ene whom she sought was great and supreme here as alwg; 
they dreaded tb approach his staflf, to ask his audteUee. 

Cigarette lookw at them a moment, then loosened her 
Cross and held it out to an adjutant standing beneath the 
gates. 

V f 2 
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Take that to the man who gave it me. Tell him CigaMte 
waits ; and with each moment that she waits a soldier's life is 
lost. Go ! 

The adjutant took it, and went. Over and over again she 
liad brought intelligence of an Arab movement, news of a 
contemplated razzia, warning of an internal revolt, or tidings 
of an encounter on the plains, that had been of priceless value 
to the army which she served. It was not lightly that Ci- 
garette^s words were ever received when she spoke as she spoke 
now ; nor was it impossible that she now brought to them that 
which would brook neither delay nor trilling. 

She waited patiently; all the iron discipline of military 
life had never bound her gay and lawless spirit down, but 
now she was singularly still and mute. Only there gleamed 
thirstily in her eyes that fearful avarice which begrudges every 
moment in its flight as never the miser grudged his hoarded 
gold into the robber's grasp. 

A few minuirs and the decoration was brought back to her, 
and her demand granted. She was summoned to the Marshal’s 

f rescncc. She was taken within the casemate of the fortress, 
t was the ordnance-room, a long vast silent chamber filled 
with stands of arms, with all the arts and appliances of war 
brought to their uttermost perfection, and massed in all the 
resource of a great empire against the sons of the desert, who 
had nothing to oppose to them save the despair of a perishing 
nationality and a stifled freedom. 

The Marshal, leaning against a brass field-piece, tunied to 
her with a smile in his keen stern eyes. 

** You, my youXr decor^e ! AVhat brings you here ?*' 

She came up to hten with her rapid Icopord-like grace, and 
he started as he saw the change upon her features. She was 
covered with sand and dust, and with tlie animal’s blood- 
flecked foam. The heating of her heart from the fury of the 
gallop had drained every hue from her face ; her voice was 
scarcely articulate in its breathless haste as saluted him ; 

** Monscigneur, I have come from Algiers since noon—*’ 
“ From Algiers I ” He and his ofiicerB echoed the name ot 
the city in incredulous amaze ; they knew how far from them 
iown along the sea-line the white town lay. 

“ Since noon, to rescue a life — the life of a great soldier, of 
a guiltless man. He who saved the honor of France at Zaraila 
ia to die the death of a mutineer at dawn I 
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What I^your Chasseur 

A dusky scarlet fire burned through the pallor of her face; 
but her eyes never quailed, and the torrent of her eloquence 
returned under the pangs of shame that were beaten back 
under the noble instincts of her love. 

Mine !-^ since he is a soldier of France ; yours too by that 
title. I am come here, from Algiers, to speak the truth in his 
name, and to save him for his own honor and the honor of mj 
Empire. See here ! At noon, I have this paper, sent by a 
Bwift pigeon — read it ! You see how he is to die, and why- 
Well, by my Cross, by my Flt^, by my France, I swear that 
not a hair of his bead shall be touched, not a drop of blood 
in his veins shall be shed ! ” 

He looked at her, astonished at the grandeur and the courage* 
which could come on this child of razzias and revelries, and 
give to her fdl the sjdchdor of a fearless command of some 
young empress. But his face darkened and set sternly as he 
read the paper ; it was the greatest crime in the sight of a 
proud soldier, this crime against discipline, of the man for 
whom she pleaded. 

You speak madly,” he said, with cold brevity, '' Tho 
offence merits the chastisement. I shall not attempt to inter- 
fere.” 

‘‘ Wait ! you will hear, at least, Moriseigneur ? ” 

I will hear you — yes ; but I tell you, once for all, I never 
change sentences that are pronounced by conseih de guerre; 
and this crime is the last for which you should attempt to 
plead for mercy with me.” 

“ Hear me, at least ! ” she cried, with tjossionate ferocity — 
the ferocity of a dumb animal wounded by a shot. ** You do 
not know what this man is— how he has had to endure ; I do. 

1 have watched him ; l^havo seen the brutal tyranny of hia 
chief, who hated him because the soldiers loved him. 1 liavu 
seen his patience, h® obedience, his long-suffering beneath in- 
sults that wouj^ have driven any other to revolt, and murder. 

I have seen him — I have told you how — at Zaraila, thinking 
never of death or of life, only of our Flag, that he has made 
his own, and under which he has been forced to lead the life 
of a galley-slave 

“ The liner soldier he be, the less pardonable his offence/' 
That I deny ! If he were a dolt, a brute, a thing of wood, 
as many are, he would have no right to vengeance; as it is. 
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he i0 a gentleman, a hero, e maitjrri; may he not forget ibr 
hour that he i» a slave? you! 1 have seen him 

^.tried, that I told him-*-I, Who love xny army better than 
any living thing under the 4uii— that I would forgive him if 
he forgot duty and dealt with his tyrant as man to man. And 
he always held his soul in patience* Why ? Not because he 
feared death — he desired it; but because he loved his com- 
rades, and suffered in peace and in silence lest, through him, 

ihey should be led into evil ** 

His eyes softened as he heard her ; hut the inflexibility of 
his voice never altered. 

It is useless to argue with me,” he said, briefly; I 
never change a sentence,” 

• '*But I say that you shall!'* As the audacious words 
were flung forth, she looked him full in the eyes, while her 
voice rang with its old imperious oratory. “ You ’are a great 
chief ; you are as a monarch here ; you hold the gifts and ilia 
grandeur of the Empire; but, because of that — because you 
are os Prance in my eyes — 1 swear, by the name of France, 
that you shall sec justice done to him; after death, if you 
cannot in life. Do you know who he is — this man whom his 
comrades will shoot down at sunrise as they shoot down the 
murderer and the ravishcr in their crimes ? ” 

He is a rebellious soldier ; it is suflicient.” 

/^Ho is not! Ho is a man who vindicated a woman’s 
honor; he is a man who suflers in a brother’s place; he is an 
aristocrat exiled to a martyrdom ; he is a hero who has never 
been greater than he will be great in his last hour. Head 
that I AVhat you refuse to justice, and mercy, and courage, 
and guiltlessness, ^u will grant, may be, to your Order.” 

She forced into his hand the written statement of Cecil’s 
name and station. All the hot bloai was back in her cheek, 
all the fiery passion back in her eyes. She lashed this potent 
ruler with the scourge of her scorn she had lashed % 
drunken horde of plunderers with her whip^^^ She was reck-^ 
less of what she said ; she was ooi^Bcious onl/'of one thing— 
the despair that consumed her. 

The French Marshal glanced his eye on the fragment, care 
lessly and coldly. As he saw the words, he started, and read 
on with wondering eagerness. 

** HoyaUieu I ” he muttered — Eoyallfeu I 

The name was familiar to him; he it was wBo, when he 
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had munaured^ That mm had iba mt of tha EagliBh 
Guards,*' as a Chasseur d'Afriqua had passed him* had 
iguoraut that in that Chasseur he saw uue whom he had 
known in many a scene of 0otti4 splendor and Fartsion plea- 
BUte. The years had been many since Cecil and he hed met, 
but not BO many but that the name brought memories . ol 
fi'iendsbip with it, and moved him with a strange eBK^eH* 
He turned with grave anxiety to Cigarette. 

You speak strangely ; how came tins in your hands ? ” 

Thus : the day that you gave me the Cross, I saw Ha* 
dame la Princesse Corona. 1 hated her, and I went— no 
matter ! From her I learned that ho whom we call Louis 
Victor was of her rank, was of old friendship with her house, 
W'as exQcd and nameless, but for some reason unknown to’ 
her. She needed to see him; to bid him farewell, bo she 
said. I took the message for her ; I sent him to her.** Her 
voice grew husky and savage, but she forcedi^^ her words on 
with the reckless sacrifice of self that moved her. Ho went 
to her tent, alone, at night; that w'as, of course, whence he 
came when Chateauroy met him. I doubt not that Black 
Hawk had some foul thing to hint of bis visit, and that the 
blow was struck for her — ^for her! Well; in the streets of 
Algiers I saw a man with a face like his o^vn ; different, but 
the same race, look you. I spoke to him; 1 taxed him. 
When he found that the one 'whom I spoke of was under sen- 
tence of death, he grew mad ; he cried out that he was his 
brother, and had murdered him — that it was for his sake that 
the cruelty of this exile had been borne — that if his brother 
perished, he would be his destroyer. Then I bade him writ© 
down that paper, since these English names wore unknown 
to me, and 1 brought it hither to you that you might see 
under his hand and with your own eyes that 1 have utt^ed 
the truth. And now is that man to be killed like a mad beast 
whom you fear? l^that deatii the reward France will give 
forZaraila?** ^ 

Her eyes wdfe fixed with a fearful intensity of appeal upon 
the stern face bent over her; ber last arrow was sped; if thia 
foiled, all was over. As he heard, he was visibly moved ; be 
remembered the fdon’s shame that in years gone by had fallen 
across the banished name of Bertie Cecil ; the history seemed 
clear as crystal to him seen beneath the light shed on it fiK>m 
other days* << 
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Hii hand fell heavily on the gan-caniage. 

M(Ri de JJieu / it was his brother’s sin, hvt lii* ! " 

Thete was a long silence; those present, who knew nothing 
of all that was in his memory, felt instinctively that some 
dead weight of alien guilt was lifted off a blameless life for 
ever. 

She drew' a deep, long, sighing breath; she knew that he 
was safe. Her hands unconsciously locked on the great chiefs 
arms; her eyes looked up, senselessly in their rapture and 
their dread, to his. 

Quick, quick!” she gasped. The hours go so fast; 
while we speak here ho—” 

The words died in her throat. The Marshal swung around 
with a rapid sign to a staff officer. 

Pens and ink ! instantly ! My brave child, what can we 
say to you ; I will send an aide to arrest the execution of the 
sentence. It niust be deferred till we know the whole truth 
of this ; if it be as it looks now, he shall be saved if the 
Empire can save him I ” 

She looked up in his eyes with a look that froze his very 
heart. 

His honor! ” she muttered ; his honor — if not his life! ” 

He understood her; he bowed his haughty head low down 
to hers. 

“ True. We will cleanse that, if all other justice be too 
late.” 

The answer was infinitely gentle, infinitely solemn. Then 
ho turned and wrote his hurried order, and bade his aide go 
with it without a second’s loss; but Cigarette caught it frouj 
his hand. 

‘‘ To me ! to me ! No other %viil go so fast ! ” 

“ But, my child, you are worn out^‘already.” 

She turned on him her beautiful wild eyes, In which the 
blinding passionate tears were floating. ' 

“ Do you think I would tarry for that f AJ • ^ 

1 had let them tell me of God, that 1 might ask Him now to 
bless you ! Quick, quick ! Lend me your swiftest horse, 
one that will not tire. And send a second order by your aido- 
dc-camp ; the Arabs may kill me as I go> and then Uiey will 
not know ! ” 

He stoo];>ed and couched her little scorched, feverish 

band with reverence. 
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** My child, Africa has shown tno much heroism, but none 
like yours. If you fall, he shall be safe, and France will 
know how to avenge its darling’s loss/* 

Bhe turned and gave him one look, infinitely sweet, in* 
finitely eloquent. 

Ah, France ! ’* she said, so softly that the last word was 
but a sigh of unutterable tenderness. The old imperishable 
early love was not dethroned; it was there still before ali 
else. Prance was without rival with her. 

Then, without another second’s pause, she flew from them, 
and vaulting into the saddle of a young horse which stood 
without in the court-yard, rode once more, at full speed, out 
into the pitiless blaze of the sun, out to the wasted desolation 
of the plains. 

The order of-releaso, indeed, was in her bosom; but the 
chances were as a million to one that she would reach him 
with it in time, ere with the rising of the sun his life would 
have set for ever. 

All the horror of remorse was on her ; to her nature the 
bitter jealousy in wliich she had desired vengeance on him 
seemed to have rendered her a murderess. Bho loved him 
— loved him with an ej^ceeding passion; and only in this 
extremity, when it was confronted with the imminence of 
death, did the fulness and the greatness of that love make 
their way out of the petulant pride and the wounded vanity 
which had obscured them. Bhe had been ere now a child and 
a hero ; beneath this blow which struck at him she changed 
— she became a woman and a martyr. 

And she rode at full speed through the night, as she had 
done through the daylight, her eyes glancing all around in 
the keen instinct of a trooper, her hand always on the butt of 
her belt pistol. For skb knew well what the danger w^as of 
these lonely, unguarded, uutravelled leagues that yawned in 
fio vast a distance between her and her goal. The Arabs, 
beaten, but ojjy rendered furious by defeat, swept down on 
to those plains with the old guerilla skill, the old marvellous 
rapidity. She knew that with every second shot or steel 
might send her reeling from her saddle, that with every 
moment she might be surrounded by some desperate baii4 
who would spare neither her sex nor her youth. But that 
intoxication of peril, the wine-draught she had drunk from 
her infancy, was all which sustained her in that race with 
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deaQi; It filled her veins with th^ir dd heat, her heart with 
its old daring, her nerves with their old raatchlcss courage : 
but for it she would have dropped, heart-sick with terror and 
despair, ere her errand could bo done; under it she had the 
coolness, the keenness, the sagacity, the sustained force, and 
the supernatural strength of some young hunted animal. They 
might slay her so that she left perforce her ^)i^^sion unaccom- 
jdieJhed ; but no dread of such a fate had cm an instant’s 
power to appal her or arrest her. While there should be 
breath in her, she would go on to the end. 

•There were eight hours’ hard riding before her, at the 
swiftest pace her horse could make; and she was already 
worn by the leagues already traversed. Althon:>h this was 
nothing new that she did now, yet as time ilow on and she 
flew with it, ceaselessly, through the dim solitary barren 
moonlit land, her brain nowand then grew giddy, her heart 
now and then stood still with a sudden numbing faintness. 
She shook the weakness off her with the resolute scorn for it 
of her nature, and succeeded in its banishment. They had 
put in her hand as she had passed through the fortress gates 
a lance with a lantern muffled in Arab fashion, so that the 
Hght was unseen from before, while it streamed over her 
herself, to enable her to guide her w^ay if the moon should be 
veiled by clouds. With that single starry gleam aslant on a 
level with her eyes, she rode through the ghastly twilight of 
the half-lit plains, now flooded with lustre as the moon 
emerged, now engulfed in darkness as the stormy western 
winds drove the cirri over it. But neither darkness nor light 
differed to her ; she noted neither ; she was like one drunk 
with strong wine, and she had but one dread — that the power 
of her horse would give way under the unnatural strain made 
on it, and that she would reach tocKlato, when the life she 
went to save would have fallen for ever, silent unto death, as 
she had seen the life of Marquise fall. ^ 

Hour on hour, league on league, passed ; she felt the 
animal quiver under the spiur, and she heard the catch in his 
panting breath as he strained to give his fleetest and best, 
that told her how, ere long, the racing speed, the extended 
gallop at which she kept him, would tell, and beat him down 
flespite his desert strain. She had no p?ty; she would have 
killed twenty horses under her to reach her goal. She wa> 
gu iT\g her own life, she was willing to lose it, if by its los» 
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Bhe did tbh thing, to save even the man condemned to die 
with the rising of the sun. She did not spare herself; anc 
she would have spared no living thing, to fulfil the raisBion 
that she undertook. She loved with the passionate blindness 
of her sex, with tho absoluto abandonment of the southern 
blood. If to spare him she must have bidden thousands fall, 
she would have given the word for their destruction without 
a moment’s pause. • 

Once from some 6CTet‘n of gaunt and barren rock a shot 
was fired at her, and flew within a hair’s breadth of her 
brain ; she never even looked around to see w'hence it had 
eomo; she knew it was from some Arab prowler of tho 
jdaina. Her single spark of light through tho half-veiled 
lantern passed as swiftly as a shooting-star across the plateau. 
And as she felt the hours sU^al on — so fust, so hideously 
fast — "witli that liorrible releiitlcssness, ohne hast, ohne 
last,” which tarries for no despair, as it hastens for no desire, 
her lips gn^w' dry as du^Jt, her tongue dove to the roof of her 
mouth, the blood beat like a thousand hammers on her brain. 

What she dreaded came. 

]\r.idway in her course, when, by the stars, she knew mid- 
night W’as passed, the animal strained with hard-drawn 
panting gasps to answer tho demand made on him by the 
spur and by tho lance-shaft with which he was goaded 
onward. In the lantern-light she saw his head stretched out 
in the racing agony, his distended eyeballs, his neck covered 
with foam and blood, his heaving flanks that seem bursting 
with every throb that his heart gave ; she knew that, half a 
league more forced from him, he would drop like a dead 
thing never to rise again. She let the bridle drop upon the 
poor beast’s neck, and tlirew her arms above her head with a 
shrill wailing cry, w'hoftc despair echoed over the noiseless 
plains like the cry of a shot-stricken animal. She saw it all : 
the breathing of ttfe rosy golden day; the stillness of the 
hushed camp; the tread of the few picked men*; the open 
coflin by the q)en grave ; tlie levelled carbines gleaming in 

the first rays of tho sun She had seen it so many 

times — seen it, to the aw ful end, when the living man fell 
down in the morning light a shattered, senseless, soulless, 
crushed-out mass. 

That single moment was all the soldier’s nature in her 
gave to the abandonment of despair, to tho paralysis that 



UNDER TWO SLAOS. 


5S8 

• 

floized her. With that one cry from the depths of her 
breaking heart; the weakness spent itself: she knew that 
notion ^one could aid him. She looked across; southward 
and northward, east and west, to see if there wxre aught 
near from which she could get aid. If there were none, the 
horse must drop down to die, and with his life the other life 
would perish as surely as the sun would rise. 

Her gaze, straining thrSugh the darkness, broken here and 
there by fitful gleams of moonlight, caught sight in the 
distance of some yet darker thing, moving rapidly — a large 
cloud skimming the earth. She let the horse, which had 
paused the instant the bridle had touched his neck, stand 
still awhile, and kept her eyes fixed on the advancing clou! 
till, with the marvellous surety of her desert- trained vision, 
she disentangled it from the floating mists and waverinjj 
shadows, and recognized it, as it was, a band of Arabs. 

If she turned eastward out of her route, the failing strength 
of her horse would be*fully enough to take her into safety 
from their pursuit, or even from their perception, for they 
were coming straightly and swiftly across the plain. If she 
were seen by them, she was certain of her fate ; they could 
only be the despcTaie remnant of the decimated tribes, the 
foraging raiders of starving and desperate men, hunted from 
refuge to refuge, and carrying fire and sword in their ven- 
geance wherever an unprotected caravan or a defenceless 
settlement gave them the power of plunder and of slaughter, 
that spared neither age nor sox. She was known throughout 
the length and the breadth of the land to the Arabs : she w'as 
neither child nor woman to them ; she was but the soldier 
who had brought up the French reserve at Zaraila ; she was 
but the foe who had seen them defeated, and ridden down 
with her comrades in their pursuit Ki twice a score of van- 
q^uished, bitten*, intolerably shameful days. Some among 
them h^ sworn by their God to put her' to a fearful death if 
ever they made her captive, for they held her.^n superstitious 
awe, and thought the spell of the Frankish successes would 
bo broken if she were slain. She knew that ; yet, knowing it, 
she looked at their advancing hand one moment, then turned 
her horse's head and rode straight tow'ard them. 

They will kill me, but that may save, him,** she thought 
" Auy other way he is lost.*' 

80 she rode directly toward them : rode so that she crossed 
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their front, ‘and placed hei-aelf in their path, standing quite 
etill, with the cloth tom from the lantern, so that its liglit 
fell fall about her^ as she held it above her head. In an 
instant they knew her. They were the remnant .who had 
escaped from the carnage of Zaraila ; they knew her with all 
the rapid unerring surety of hate. They gave the shrill wild 
war -shout of their tribe, and the whole mass of gaunt, dark, 
mounted figures W'ith their weapons wliirling round their 
heads inclosed her: a cloud of kites settled down with 
their black wdngs and cruel beaks upon one young sil very- 
plumed gerfalcon. 

She sat unmoved, and looked up at the naked blades that 
flashed above her : there w'as no fear upon her face, only a 
calm resolute proud beauty, very pale, very still in the light 
that gleamed on it from tlie lantern rays. 

** 1 surrender,” she said briefly : she had never thought to 
say these words of submission to her scorned foes ; she would 
not have been brought to utter them to spare her own 
existence. Their answer w'as a 5 TII of furious delight, and 
their bare blades smote each otlier with a clash of brutal joy : 
they had her, the Frunliish child who had brought shamo and^ 
destruction on them at Zaraila, and they longed to draw their 
steel across the fair yo\ing throat, to plunge their lances into 
the bright bare bosom, to twine her hair round their spear 
handles, to rend her delicate limbs apart, as a tiger rends the 
antelope, to torture, to outrage, to wreak their vengeance on 
her. Their cliief, only, motioned their violence back from 
her, and bade them leave her untouched. At him she looked, 
still with the same fixed, serene, scornful resolve ; she had 
encountered these men so often in battle, she knesw so well 
bow rich a prize she was to him. Hut she had one thought 
alone with her ; and ftfr it she subdued contempt, and hate, 
and pride and every^assion in her. 

** 1 surrender,” she said, with the same tranquillity. 
have heard tha^ yoy have sworn by your God and ;,iour Prophet 
to tear me liinb from limb because that I — a child, and a 
woman-child — brought you to shame and to grief on the day 
of Zaraila. Well, J am here ; do it. You can slake youi 
will on me. But that you are brave men, and that I have 
ever met you in faiy fight, let me speak one word with yon 
first.” 

Through the menaces and the rage around her^ fierce as the 
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velUtig of starvittg wolves around a frozen corpse, her dear 
bmve tones reached the ear of the chief in the lingtia-sahir 
^at she used. He was a young man, and his ear was caught 
by that tuneful voice, his eyes by that youthful face. He 
signed upward the swords of his followers, and motioned them 
back as &eir arms were stretched to seize her, and their shouts 
clamored for her slaughter. 

Speak on,'' he said, briefly to her. 

You have sworn to take my body, sawn in two, to Ben- 
Ihreddin ? " she pursued, naming the Arab leader whom her 
Spahis had driven off the field of Zoraila. ‘'Well, here it is ; 
you can take it to him; and you will receive the piastres, 
and the horse, and the arms that he has promised to who> 
soever shall slay me. I have surrendered ; I am yours. But 
you are bold men, and the bold are never mean ; 'therefore I 
will ask one thing of you. There is a man yonder, in my 
camp, condemned to death with the dawn. He is innocent. I 
have ridden from Algiers to-day with the order of his release. 
If it is not there by sunrise, ho will be shot ; and he is guilt- 
less as a child unborn. My horse is w'orn out ; he could not 
*go another half league. 1 knew that, since he had failed, my 
comrade would perish, unless 1 found a fresh beast or a mes- 
senger to go in my stead. 1 saw your band come across Iho 
plain. I know that you would kill me, because of your oath 
and of your Emir’s bribe ; but I thought that you would have 
greatness enough in you to save this man w'ho is condemned, 
without crime, and who must perish unless you, his foes, have 
pity on him. Therefore I came. Take the paper that frees 
him; send your fleetest and surest with it, under a flag of 
truce, into our camp by the dawn ; let him tell them there 
that I, Cigarette, gave it him — he must say no word of what 
you have done to me, or his white flVg will not protect him 
from the vengeance of my army^ — and then receive your reward 
from your chief, Ben-Ihreddin, when you lay my head down 
for his horse's hoofs to trample into the dhst. Answer me — 
is the compact fair P Hide on with this paper northward, and 
then kill me with what torments you choose." 

She spoke with calm unwavering resolve, meaning that 
which she uttered to its very uttermost letter. She knew tha^ 
these mmi had thirsted for her blood ; sbe^ offered it to be' shed 
to gain for him that messenger on whose speed his life was 
Spi^Bg; she knew that a price was set upon her head, but 
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ehe deliver^ bersdi oter to tho bands of enemies so that 
thertby she might purchase his redemption. 

As they heard, silence fell upon the bnital clamorous herd 
around— the silence of amaze and of respect. The young 
chief listened gravely ; by the glistening of his keen black 
eyes, he was surprised and moved, though, true to his teaching, 
be showed neither emotion as he answered her : 

“ Who is this Frank for whom you do this thing ? ** 

’*'* He is the warrior to whom you offered life on the field of 
Zaraila because his courage was as the courage of gods.'' 

She knew the qualities of the desert character ; knew how 
to appeal to its reverence and to its chivalry, 

** And for what docs ho perish he asked. 

Because he forgot for once that he was a slave ; and 
because he .has borne the burden of a guilt that was not his 
own." 

They were quite still now, closed around her ; these fero- 
cious plunderers, who had heon thirsly a moment before to 
sheathe their weapons in her body, were spell-bound by the 
sj^mpathy of courageous souls, by some vogue perception that 
there w^as a greatness in this little tigress of Franco, whom 
they had sworn to hunt down and slaughter, which surpassed 
all they had known or dreamed. 

And you have given yourself up to us that by your death 
you may purchase a messenger from us for this errand?" 
pursued their leader. He had been reared as a boy in the 
high tenets and the pure chivalries of the school of Abd-el- 
Kader ; and they were not lost in him despite the crimes and 
the desperation of his life. 

She held the paper out to him with a passionate entreaty 
breaking through the enforced calm of despair with which 
she had hitherto spoken.^ 

" Cut me in ten thousand pieces with your swords, but 
save Am, as you are brave men, as you are generous foes ! " 

With a singly' of his hand, their leader waved them 
back where they crowded around her, and leaped down from 
his saddle, and led the horse he had dismounted tc her. 

Maiden," he ^id, gently, “ we arc Arabs, but we are not 
brutes. We swore to avenge ourselves on an enemy; we are 
not vile enough to aocept a martyrdom. Take my horse — he 
is the swiftest of my troop — and go \ou on your errand ; you 
are safe from me." 



592 C/XD£/i TWO 

She looked at him in stupor; the sense of hia words was 
not tangible to her ; she had haid no hope, no thought, that 
they would ever deal thus with her ; all she had ever dreamed 
of was so to touch their hearts and their generosity that they 
would spare one from among their troop to do the errand of 
mercy she had begged of them. 

You play with mo 1 ” she murmured, while her lips grew 
whiter and her great eyes larger in the intensity of her emo- 
tion. Ah ! for pity’s sake, make haste and kill me, so that 
this only may reach him 1 

The chief, standing by her, lifted her up in his sinewy 
arms, up on to the saddle of his charger. II is voice was very 
solemn, his glance was very gentle ; all the nobility of the 
highest Arab nature was aroused in him at the heroism of a 
( diild, a girl, an infidel — one, in his sight abandoned and 
shameful among her sex. 

'^Go in peace,” he said, simply; ** it is not with such as 
thee that we war.” 

Then, and then only, as she fdt the fresh reins placed in 
her hand, and savr Ihe ruthless horde around her fall back and 
leave her free, did she understand his meaning, did she com- 
prehend that he gave her back both liberty and life, and, with 
the BUTTcnder of the horse ho loved, the noblest and most 
precious gift that the Arab ever bestows or ever receives. 
The unutterable joy seemed to blind her, and gleam upon her 
face like the blazing light of noon, as she turned her burning 
eyes full on him. 

** Ah I now I believe that thine Allah rules thee, equally 
with Christians ! If I live, thou shall see me back ere another 
night; if 1 die, France will know how to thank thee ! ” 

” We do not do the thing that is right for the sake that men 
may recompense us,” he answered hof, gently. ** Fly to thy 
friend, and hereafter do not judge that those who are in arms 
against thee must needs be as the brutes that seek out whom 
they shall devour.” 

Then, with one word in his own tongue, he bade the horse 
bear her southward, and, as swiftly as a spear launched from 
his hand, tne animd obeyed him and flew across the plaina 
He looked after her awhUe, through the dim tremuloos dark* 
ness that seemed cleft by the rush of thg gallop as the clouds 
are cleft by lightning, while his tribe sat silent on their 
^ horses in moody unwilling consenti savage in that they had 
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been deprived of prey, moved in that they were senaible of 
this martyrdom which had been offered to them. 

“ Verily the courage of a woman has put the best among 
US unto shame/' he said, rather to himself than them, as he 
mounted the stallion brought him from the rear and rode 
slowly northward, unconscious that the thing ho had done 
was great, because conscious only that it was just. 

And, borne by the fleetnesa of the desert bred beast, she 
went away through the heavy hrouze-hued duluess of thi' 
night. Her brain had no sense, her hands had no feeling, 
her eyes had no sight ; the rushing as of waters was loud 
on her ears, the giddiness of fasting and of fitigue sent the 
gloom eddying round and round like a whirlpool of shadow. 
Yet she had remembrance enough left to ride on, and on, and 
on witliout once flinching from the agonies lliat racked her 
cramped limbs' and throbbed in her beating temples; she had 
remembrance enough to strain her blind (‘yes toward the oast 
and murmur, in her terror of that white dawn, that must 
soon break, the only prayer that had been ever ultered by 
the lips no mother’s ki-^s had ever touched ; 

O (rod / hej) ifiC day had: I ” 


CIIArTER XXXVII, 

IKT TUE illDSX OF UEll A.KMr. 

Theuk was a line of light in the eastern sky. The camp 
was very still. It was the hour for the mounting of the 
guard, and, as the iight^pread higher and higher, whiter and 
whiter, as the morning came, a score of men advanced slowly 
and in silence to a broad strip of land screciu^d from the great 
encampment by thoAise and fall of the ground, and stretching 
tar and even, with only here and there a single palm to break 
its surface, over which the immense arc of the sky bent, gray 
and serene, with •only the one colorless gleam eastward that 
was changing imperceptibly into the warm red flush of 
opening day. ^ 

Sunrise and solitude : they were alike chosen lest tho 
army that honored, the comrades that loved him should rise 
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to lie rescue, casting off the yoke of discipline, aid reinem 
bering only that^ tyranny and that -wretchedness under -which 
they had seen him patient and unmoyed tliroughout so many 
years of servitude. 

He stood tranquil beside the cofiln within vdiich his broken 
limbs and shot^picrccd corpse would bo soon be laid for ever. 
Til ere was a deep sadness on his face, but it was perfectly 
serene. To the words of the j^riest who approached him he 
listened with respect, though ho gently declined the services 
of the Church. He had spoken but very little since his 
arrest ; he was led out of the camp in silence, and waited in 
silence now, looking across the plains to where the dawn was 
growing richer and brighter with every moment that tho 
numbered seconds of liis life drifted slowly and surely 
away. 

WlniU they came near to bind the covering over his eyes, 
he motioned them away, taking the bandage from their 
hands and casting it far I'rom him. 

Bid I ever fear to look down the depths of my enemies^ 
muskets P 

It was the single outbreak, the single reproach, that 
escaped from him — the single utterance by which he ever 
quoted his services to France. Hot one who heard him 
dared again force on him that indignity which would have 
blinded his sight, as though he had ever dreaded to meet 
death. 

That one protest having escaped from him, he was once 
more still and calm, as though the vacant grave yawning 
at his feet had been but a couch of down to rest his tired 
limbs. His eyes watched tho daylight deepen, and widen, 
and grow into one sheet of glowing roseate warmth; but 
there was no regret in tho gaze ; therV was a fixed fathomless 
resignation that moved -with a vague seufje of awe those who 
had come to slay him, and who had been so used to slaughter 
that they fired their volley into their Vomrgde’s breast as 
callously as into the ranks of their antagonists. 

It is best thus,^' he thought, ‘‘ if only she never 

^Snows 

Over the elope of brown and barren earth that screened the 
camp from view there came, at the very moment that the 
ramrods were drawn out with a shi-ill, i^arp ring from the 
edrhin e-barrels, a single figure, tall, stalwart lithe, with thi* 
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spring of Che deerstalker in its rapid frtep, and the sinew 
of the northern races in its mould. 

Cecil never saw it; he was looking at the east, at the 
deepening of the morning flush that was the signal of his 
slaughter, and his head was turned away. 

The new-comer went straight to the adjutant in command, 
and addressed him with a brief preface, hurriedly and low. 

''Your prisoner is Victor of the Chasseurs? — he is to be 
shot this morning?^’ 

The officer assented; he suffered the interruption, recog- 
nizing tlie rank of the speaker. 

" I heard of it yesterday ; I rode all night from Oran. I feel 
great pity for this man, though ho is unknown to mo,*' the 
stranger pursued, in rapid w'hispered words. "His oxime 
was 

"A blow to'his colonel, monscigneiir.” 

" And there is no possibility of a repiieve P " 

"Xoiie.” 

"May I speak with him an instant? I have heard it 
thong} it that he is of my countr}*-, and of a rank above his 
fitanding in his rc'gijncnt here.’* 

"Yon may address him, M. le Duo; but be brief. Time 
presses.** 

lie thanked the oflioer for the untipual permission, and 
turned to ajiproach the prisoner. At tliat moment Cecil 
turned also, and their (’yt-s met. A great, sliuddi'ring 017 
broke from them both ; his head sank as ihcaigh the bullets 
had already ]nerccd his breast, and the man who believed 
him dead stood gazing at him, i)aralyzed witli horror. 

¥or a mo7nent there was an awful si] once : then the 
Seraph’s voice rang out with a terror in it that thrilled 
through the careless, callous heju’ts of the watching soldiery. 

" Who is that mauj? J/e died — he died so long ago ! And 
yet ** 

Cecirs head waslsunk on his chest; ho neve/ spoke, he 
never moved he Knew the helpless, hopeless misery that 
waited for the one who found him living only to find him 
also standing bewdo his open grave. He saw nothing; ht 
only felt the crushing force of his friend’s arms flung round 
him, as though eeizicig him to learn w'hether he were a living 
man or a spectre dreamed of in delirium. 

'I JFAo ore you ? Answer me for pity’s sake ! ” 


Q Q d 
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Aa the swift, hoarse, incredulous words poured on his ear, 
he> not seeking to unloose the other’s hold, lifted his head 
and looked full in. the eyes that had not met his own for 
twelve long years. In that one look all was uttered; the 
strained, eager, doubting eyes that read their answer in it 
needed no other. 

You live still ! Oh ! thank God— thank God ! *' 

And as the thanksgiving escaped him, he forgot all save 
the breathless joy of this resurrection; forgot that at their 
feet the yawning grave was open and unfilled. Then, and 
only then, under that recognition of the friendhhip that had 
never failed and never doubted, the courage of the condemned 
gave way, and his limbs shook with a groat shiver of in- 
tolerable torture; and attho look that cameu]»on his face, the 
look of dumb, brute-like anguish, the man who him re- 
membered all — remembered that he stood tliero in tlni morn- 
ing light only to be shot down like a beast of prey. Ifolding 
him there still with that strong pressure of his sinewy hands, 
he swore a groat oath that rolled like thunder down the hard, 
keen air. 

You ! perishing here ! If they send their shots through 
yoUj they shall reach me first in their passage ! 0 heaven ! 
Why have you lived like this? Why have you been lost to 
me^ if you were dead to all the world beside ? ” 

They were the words that his sister had spoken ; Cecil’s 
white lips quivered as he heard them ; his voice was scarcely 
audible as it panted through them. 

I was accused ” 

Ay ! But by whom P Not by me. Never by me 1 ” 
Cecil’s eyes filled with slow blinding tears ; tears sweet as 
a woman’s in her joy, bitter aa a man’s in his agony. He 
ijnew that in this one heart at least’no base suspicion ever 
had harbored ; ho knew that this love, at least, had cleaved 
to him through all shame and against all evil. 

*'God reward you!” he murmured. ‘“You have never 
doubted ? ” 

“ Doubted P Was your honor not as my own ? ” 

“ I can die at peace then; you know me guiltless— 
“Great God! Death shall not touch you. Ajs I stand 
here, not a hair of your head shall be harmed- — ” 

“ Hush ! Justice must take its course. Oue thing only— 
Vas 9h4 heard f ” 
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Nothing. She has left Africa. But you can be saved ; 
you ^hall be saved ; they do not know what they do ! " 

“ Yes ! They but follow the sentence of the law. Do not 
••egret it. It is best thus.^’ 

‘‘Best! — that you should be slaughtered in cold blood! 
His voice was hoarse with the horror which, despite his words, 
possessed liiin. He knew what the ckMnands of discipline 
exacted, he knew what the inexorable t^Tanny of the army 
enforced, he knew that he had found the life lost to him 
for so long only to stand by and see it struck down like a 
shot stag’s. 

Cecil’ 8 eyes looked at him with a regard in which aU the 
sacrifice, all the patience, all the martyrdom of lua life spoke. 

“ Best, because a lie I could never speak to you, and the 
truth I can never tell to you. Do not let her know*’; it 
jnight give her pain. I have loved her ; that is useless, like 
all the rest. Give me your hand once more, and then — let 
them do their duty. Turn your head away ; it will soon be 
over ! 

Almost ere he asked it, his frieners hands closed upon both 
his own, keeping the piotniso made so long Ixd’ore in the old 
years gone; great tearless sobs heaved the depths of his 
broad chest; those g(‘ntle weary words had rent his very 
soul, and ho knew that he was powerless here; ho knew 
that he could no more stay this doom of death than he could 
stay the rising of the sun up ovtr the ea'^tern heavens. The 
clear voice of the oflicer in command rang shrilly through the 
stillness. 

“ Monseigneur, make your farewell. I can wait no 
longer.” 

The Seraph started, and Hung himself round with the 
grand challenge of a^ion, struck by a puny R])ear ; his face 
liushed crimson; hjs words were choked in his throbbing 
throat. 

“ As I livj yoi/ shall not fire ! I forbid you ! I swear 
by my honor and* the honor of England that he shall not 
die like a dog> Jfe is of iny couutr)' ; he is of my order. I 
will appeal to ySur Emperor ; he will accord me his life the 
instant I ask it. Give mo only an hour’s re})rieve — a few 
moments’ space to* speak to your chiefs, to seek out your 
general ” 

ia impossible, monseigneur.” 
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The curt, calm answer was infleiihle ; against the sentence 
and its exccation there could be no appeaL 

Cecil laid his hand upon his old inend’s shoulders. 

“ It will ho useless,” he murmured. Let them act j the 

quicker the hotter.” 

** What ! you think I can look on, and see you die ? ” 

^ “Would to ilearen you had never known 1 lived—” 
The officer made a gesture to the guard to Separate them. 

“ Monsieur, submit to the execution of the law, or 1 must 
arrest you.” 

Lyonesse flung off the detaining hand of the guard, and 
swung round so that his agonized eyes gazed close into tho 
admtant’s immovable face, which before that gaze lost its 
coldness and its rigor, and changed to a great piiy for this 
stranger who had found tho Iriend of his youth in the man 
who stood condemned to perish there, 

“ An hour’s reprieve ; for mercy’s sake, grant that ! ” 

“ I have said, it is impossible.” 

“But you do not dream who is ” 

“It matters not.” 

“ Ho is an English noble, I tell you— 

“ He is a soldier who has broken the law ; that suffices.” 

“ 0 Heaven I have you no humanity ? ” 

“Wo have justice.” 

“ Justice ! If you have justice, lot your chiefs hear his 
story ; let his name be made known ; give me an hour’s 
space to plead for liiin. Your Emperor would grant me his 
life, were he here ; yield me an hour — a half hoUr— anything 

that will give me time to serve him ” 

“It is out of the question; I must obey my orders. I 
you should have this pain ; but if you do not cease to 
interfere, my soldiers must make you.^^ 

Where the guards held him, Cecil bs.w and heard. His 
voice rose with all its old strength and swf'ctness : 

“My friend, do not plead for me. sake of our 

common country and our old love, let us both meet this with 
silence and with courage.” ^ ® 

“ You are a madman !” cried the man, whose heart felt 
breaking under this doom he could neither avert nor share. 
“ You think that they shall kill you belbre my eyes ? — you 
♦ think I shall stand by to see you murdered ? What crime 
have S^ou done? Hone, I dare swear ^ave being moved, 
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under insult, to act as the men of yoor race e^er acted ! Ah, 
Ood ! why hare you lived as you have done P why not have 
trusted my faitli and my loveP If you had believed in my 
faith as I believed in your innocence, this misery never' had 
come to us ! '* 

Hush ! hush ! or you will make me die like a coward.” 

He dreaded lest he should do so ; this ordeal was greater 
than his power to bear it. With the mere sound of this 
man’s voice a longing, so intense in its despairing desii'c, 
came on him for this life which they were about to kill in 
him for ever. 

The words stung bis hearer well nigh to madness; he 
turned on the soldiers with all the fury of his race that 
slumbered so long, but when it awoke was like tho lion^s 
rage. Invective, entreaty, conjuration, command, imploring 
prayer, and ungoverned passion poured in tumultuous words, 
in agonized eloquence, from his lips : all answer was a quick 
sign of tho hand ; and, ere he saw them, a dozen soldiers 
were round him, lus arms were seized, his splendid frame 
was held as powerless as a lassoed bull ; for a moment there 
was a horrible struggle, then a score of ruthless hands locked 
him in as in iron gyves, and forced his mouth to silence and 
his eyes to blindness ; this Avas all the mercy they could give, 
— to spare him the sight of his friend’s slaughter. 

Cecil’s eyes strained on him with one last longing look, 
then he raised his hand and gave the signal for his own 
death-shot. 

Tho levelled carbines covered him ; he stood erect with his 
face full toward the sun; ere they could hre, a shrill cry 
pierced the air : 

** Wait ! in the name of Prance.” 

Dismounted, breat^ess, staggering, with her arms flung 
upward, and her face bloodless with fear. Cigarette appeared 
upon tlio ridge of xj^sing ground. 

The cry of, conamand pealed out upon tho silence in tho 
voice that the Afmy of Africa loved as the voice of their 
little One. *And the cry came too late ; tho volley was tired, 
the ora&h of somid thrilled across the words that bade them 
paxisc, the heavy smoke rolled out upon the air, the death 
that was doomed was dealt. 

But beyond the smoke-doud he staggered slightly, and then 
•Wed erect almost unharmed, grazed only by some feW 
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ot the balls. The flash of Are was not so fleet as the swift* 
ness of her love ; and on his breast she threw herself, and 
flung her anna about him, and turned her head backward 
with her old dauntless sunlit smile as the balls pierced her 
bosom, and broke her limbs, and were turned away by that 
shield of warm young life from him. 

Her arms were gliding from about his neck, and her shot 
limbs were sinking to the earth as he caught her up where 
she dropped to his feet. 

0 God ! my child ! they have killed you ! ” 

He suffered more, as tlie cry broke from liira, than if the 
bullets had brought him that death which lie saw at one 
glance had stricken down for ever all the glory of her child- 
hood, all the gladne.«B of her youth. 

She laughed— all the clear, imperious, arch laughter of her 
sunniest hours unchanged. 

Chut ! It is the powder and ball of France ! that does 
not hurt. If it was an Arbico’s bulht now! Ihit wait! 
Here is the Marshal’s order. He suspends your sentence ; I 
have told him all. You are safe! — do you hear? — you are 
safe ! How he looks ! Is lie grieved to live ? Mes Fran^au t 
teU him clearer than I can tell — here is the order. The 
General must have it. Ko — not out of my hand till the 

Genertil sees it. Fetch him, some of you — fetch him to me.” 
** Great Heaven I you have given your life for mine ! ’’ 

Tlio words broke from him in an agonj^ as lie held her 
upward against his heart, liimself so blind, so stunned, with 
the sudden reofill from death to life, and with the sucrilice 
whereby life was thus brought to him, that he could scarco 
see her face, scarce hear her voice, but only dinilj’, incredu- 
lously, terribly knew, in some vague sense, that she was 
dying, and dying thus for him. ^ 

She smiled up in his eyes, w^hile e\;;cn in that moment, 
ji’hen her life was broken down like a wounded bird’s, and 
tlie shots had pierced through from her shiulder to her bosom, 
a hot scarlet tlusli came over her cheeks as she'^ielt bis touch 
and rested on liis heart. , ♦ 

j^.Ufe ! 2\en% I what is it to give ? vV^e hold it in our 

hands every hour, we soldiers, and toss it in change for a 
draught of wine. Lay me down on the ground — ^at your feet 
—so I I shall live longest that way, and I have much to tell- 
’ How they crowd around me ! Men sold^ts, do not make that 
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grief uiiii tllat rage over me. They are sorry they fired ; that 
is i'oolish. They were only doing their duty, and they could 
not hear me in time/^ 

But the brave words could not console those who had killed 
the Child of the Tricolor; they flung their carbines away, 
they beat their breasts, they cursed themselves and the mother 
who had home them; the silent, rigid, motionless phalange 
that had stood there in the dawn to see death dealt in tlie 
inexorable penalty of the law was broken up into a tumul- 
tuous, breathless, heart-stricken, infuriated throng, maddened 
with remorse, convulsed with sorrow, turning wild eyes of 
hate on him as on the cause through which their darling had 
been stricken, lie, laying her down with unspealtable gentle- 
ness as she had bidden him, hung over her, leaning her head 
against his arm, and watching in paralysed horror the help- 
lessness of the 'quivering limbs, the slow flowing of the blood 
beneath the Cross that shone where that young heroic heart 
so soon would heat no more. 

Oh, my child, my child ! he moaned, as the full might 
and meaning of this d(*vot.ion which had saved him at such 
cost rushed on him. ‘‘ AV'^hat am I worth that you should 
j)erish for me ? Better a thousand times have loft me to my 
late 1 Such nobility, such sacrifice, such love ! 

The hot color fluvshed her face once more ; she was strong 
to the last to conceal tliat passion for which she was still con- 
tent to perish in her j'outh. 

** Chut ! We are comrades, and you are a brave man. 
I would do the same for any of my Spaliis. Look you, 
I n(wer heard of your arrest till I heard too of your 
sentence 

She paii'^ed a moment, and her featr.ros grew white and 
quivered with pain ai^ with the opjin^ssion that seemed to 
lie like lead upon h|?F chest. But she forced herself to he 
stronger than the qiiguish which assailed her strength ; and 
she motioned ^heny all to be silent as she spoke uit while her 
voice still should s^ve her. 

“ They will teB[you how T did it — I have not time. Tim 
Marshal gave his word you shall be saved ; there is no fear. 
That is your friend wdio bends over me liere? — is it not? A 
fair face, a brave fact? ! You will go back to your land — you 
will live among your owji people — and she^ she wdil love you 
now — now she knows you arc of her Oi'der ! ” 
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43otn^t}iIi7g^ of the old thtill of jealotis dc^ai and hate 
quivered through the words, but the purer, nobler nature 
vanqnrehed it; she smiled up in his eyes, heedless of the 
tumult round them. 

** You will be happy. That is well. Look you — it is 
nothing that I did. 1 would have done it for any one of my 
soldiers. And for this — she touched the blood llowing from 
her side with the old, bright, brave smile — it was an acci- 
dent; they must not grieve for it. My men aie good to me; 
they will feel such regret and remorse ; but do not let them. 
1 am glad to die.” 

The words were unwavering and heroic, but for one moment 
a convulsion went over her face ; the young life was so strong 
in her, the young spirit was so joyous in her, existence was 
Bo'new, so fresh, so bright, so dauntless a thing to Cigarette. 
She loved life ; the darkness, the lonidiness, the aiiniliilatiou 
of death were horrible to her as the blackness and the solitude 
of night to a young child. Death, like night, can be welcome 
only to the weary, and she was i\eary of nothing on the earth 
that bore her buoyant slejjs ; tJxe suns, the winds, the delights 
of the sights, the joys of the senses, the music of her own 
laughter, the mere pleasure of the air upon her cheeks, or of 
the blue sky above her licad, were nil so sweet to h(T. Her 
welcome of her death-shot was the only untruth that had 
ever soiled her fearless lips. Death was terrible ; yet she was 
content — content to have come to it for his sake. 

There W'as a ghastly stiicken silence round her. The order 
she had brought had just been glanced at, but no other thought 
was with the most c^lous there than the heroism of her act, 
than the martyrdom of her dcatli. 

The color was fast passing from her lips, and a mortal 
pallor settling there in the stead of tVit rich bright hue, once 
warm as the scarlet heart of the pod'^'^granate. Her head 
leant back on Cecil^s breast, and she fe^t the great burning 
tears fall one by one upon her brow as ^he l\,ung speechless 
over her: she put her hand upward anl touched his eyes 
softly ; u 

‘‘Chut! What is it to die— just to die r You have lived 
your martyrdom ; I could not have done that. Listen, just 
one moment. You will bo rich. Tako*care of the old man 
—ho will not trouble long — and of Vole-qui-veut and Etoile, 
and Boule Blanche, and the rat, and aU the dogs, will you • 
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should not like to think that they would starve/* / ' 

She felt his lips move with the promise he could UEOt And 
voice to utter ; and she thanked him with that old chUdlike 
smile that had lost nothing of its light : 

That is good ; they will bo happy with you. And see 
here ; — that Arab must have back his white horse : he alone 
saved you. Have heed that they spare him. And make my 
grave somewhere where my army passes ; where I can hear 
the trumpets, and the arms, and the passage of the troops— 0 
God ! I forgot ! I shall not wake \vhcn the bugles sound. 
It will all e7id now, w’ill it not ? That is horrible, horrible !’* 
A shndder shook her as, for the moment, the full sense 
that all her glowing, redundant, sunlit, passionate life was 
crushed ou^ for ever from its place upon tlie earth forced 
itself on and overwhelmed her. But slie was of too bravo a 
mould to suffer any foe — even the foe that conquers kings— 
to have power to appal her. She raised herself, and looked 
at the soldiery around her, among them the men whose 
ciirbines had killed her, whoso anguish was like the heart- 
rending anguish of W{>raen. 

** Mes Fran<;ai8 ! That w’as a foolish word of mine. How 
many of my bravest have fallen in death ; igid shall I be 
be afraid of what they wx-leomcd ? l)o not grieve like that. 
You could not help it; you wuto doing your duty. If the 
shots had not come to me, they would have gone to him ; and 
he has been unhapi)y so long, and borne W'rong so patiently, 
he has earned tlie right to live and enjoy. Now 1 — have 
been bajipy all my days, like a bird, like a kitten, like a 
foal, just from beiug young and taking no thought. I should 
have had to suffer if I had lived; it is much best as it 

Her voice failed ^er when she had spoken the heroic 
words; loss of blood was fast draining all strength, from her, 
and she quivered iii a torture she could not wholly conceal; 
he ftr whom she Mrished hung over her in an agony greater 
far than hers ; iyfsecmcd a hideous dream to him that this 
;ihild lay dying in his stead. 

^‘Can nothing save her?’* he cried, aloud. “0 God! 
that you had fired oife moment sooner ! *’ 

She heard ; and looked up at him with a look in which all 
the passionate, hopeless, imperishable love she had resisted 
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attd concealed so long spoke with an intensity she never 
dreamed. 

<'8he is content,” she whispered softly- ^'You did not 
understand her rightly ; that was all.” 

All ! 0 God, how I have wronged you ! ” 

The full strength, and nobility, and devotion of this passion 
he had disbelieved in and neglected rushed on him as he met 
her eyes ; for the first time he saw her as she was, for the 
first time he saw all of which the splendid heroism of thio 
untrained nature would have been capable under a different 
fate. And it struck him suddenly, heavily, as with a blow ; 
it filled him with a passion of remorse. 

‘^My darling! — my darling! what have I done to be 
worthy of such lovof” he murmured, while the tears fell 
from his blinded eyes, and his head drooped until his lips 
mot hers. At the first utterance of that word between them, 
at the unconscious tenderness of his kisses that had the 
anguish of a farewell in them, the color suddenly flushed all 
over her blanched face ,• she trembled in his arms ; and a 
great shivering sigh ran through )ier. It came too late, this 
warmth of love. She learned what its sweetness might have 
been only when her lips grew numb, and her eyes sightless, 
and her heart without pulse, and her sensoa without con- 
Boiousnoss. 

Hush ! ” she answen'd, with a look that pierced hhs soul. 
** Keep those kisses for Miladi. She will have the right to 
love you ; she is of your ‘ aristocrates,* she is not * unsoxed.' 
As for me, — I am only a little trooper who has saved my 
comrade ! My soldiers, come round mo one instant ; I shall 
not long find words.” 

Her eyes closed as she spoke ; a deadly faintness and 
coldness passed over her; and she^sped for breath. A 
moment, and the rc.solute courage in conquered : her eyes 
opened and rested on the war-worn face^ of her ** children” 
— crested in a long-lost look of unspeakable yistfulness and 
tenderness. V 

“ I cannot speak as I would,” she saW at length, while 
her voice grew very faint. ** But I have loved you. All is 
said ! ” 

All was uttered in those four brief words. “ She had 
loved them.” The whole story of her young life was told in 
'!lhe single phrase. And the gaunt, battlo-scarred, murderous, 
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ruthless veterans of Africa who heard her could havo turned 
their weapons against their own breasts, and sheathed them 
there, rather than have looked on to see their darling die. 

**Ihave been too quick in anger sometimes— forgive it,” 
she said gently. ‘‘And do not fight and curse among your- 
selves ; it is bad amid brethren. Bury my Cross with me, if 
tliey will let you ; and lot the colors be over my grave, if you 
can. Think of mo when you go into battle; and tell them 
in France ” 

For the first time her own eyes filled with great tears as 
the name of her beloved land paused upon her lips; she 
Etretched lier arms out with a gesture of infinite longing, like 
a lost child that vainly seeks its mother. 

“ If 1 could only see France once more ! France ” 

It was l^ie la>t vrord upon her utterance; her eyes mot 
Cecirs in one fit'otiiig upward glance of iiniitterahle tender- 
ness, then with her hands still stretched out westward to 
where her country was« and with tlie dtiuntless heroism of her 
smile upon her face like light, she gave a tired sigh as of a 
cliild that sinks to sleep, and in tlui midst of her Army of 
Africa the Little One lay dead. 

In the shadow of his tent, at midnight, he wliom she had 
rescued stood looking down at a bowed, stricken form before 
him with an exceeding yearning pity in lus ga;:c. 

The words had at length been spoken lliat had lifted from 
him the burden of anoth(;r’s guilt; the hour at last had come 
in whicli his eyes liad met the eyes of Jiis friend, without a 
hidden thought between them. The sacrifice was ended, the 
martyrdom was over; henceforth this doom of exile and of 
wrelchedne.ss would bo but us a hideous dream ; hencoforUi 
his name would he sinless among men, o,nd the desire of 
his heart would be ^;^en him. And in this hour of release 
the strongest feeling in him was the sadness of an infinit** 
compassion ; and where his brother was stiidched prostrate in 
shame before ifim, Cecil stooped and raised him tenderly. 

“ Bay no more/ he muimured. “ It has been well for 
me that 1 have smTered these things. For yourself — ^if you 
Ao indeed repent, and feel that you owe me any debt, atone 
for it, and pay it, bji letting your own life be strong in truth 
and fair in honor ” 

And it aeemed to him that he himself had done no great 
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f^r rig)iteQU3 t/iing in that ficrvitml^for another's %ake, wnosa 
yoka W1I3 now lilted ofif him for evermore ; but, looking out 
War tlio slocidess camp where one young child alono lay in a 
slumber that never would be broken, hia heart achtd with 
the ^enscof sonio great priecWa gift received, and undeserved, 
and cast aside ; even M’lule in ih^ dreams of passion that now 
know its fruition possible, and the sueetne'-s of communioi 
with the frieud uhoso iailh had never for aken him, he 
ictracedtho years of his exile, and tlianked G^d tLjt it wai 
thus with him at the end 



AT ^£Sr. 




CHAPTER THE LAST. 

AT 11E8T 

pNnm the grcou pprir*g-ti(le loaCigo of EiifrlipH tvoodlands, 
m.nlo inxisical with the movojTK'Uj, and the sonp; of immmerabln 
birds that had their nests among tlio hawUioni houghs ond 
deep cool foliage of elm and beech, an old liorse atood at 
]>jet>iTe. Siteping — w‘ith the •'Uii on his gray sillion skin, 
and tie flies driven off wdth a dr(‘amy switch of his tail, and 
the grasses odorons about his hoofs, witli dog-violota, and 
cow'.slitjs, and v'dld thyme — sleeping, yet not so surely but at 
onevoitu he slorted und raised his head wdth all the eager 
grace his }onth, and gave a niiinnuriiig noise of welcome 
and dclii'ht. ii(‘ had known tliat voice in an instant, though 
for so nnniy 3'ears his car had never thiilh^d to it: Porest 
King had never forgotten. Isow, searc(‘ a day passed hut 
what it s[»o‘ke to him suine'\\ord of greeting or of aflection, 
ami his hliuk soil e^es ^Aonld glroiu with tliCT old Are, be- 
cause its tone brouglit hack a tlmup<ind nu'rnoiies of bygone 
victory — only nioinorics now, wlum Porest King, Iti the years 
of a go,, dreamed out his happy life under the fragrant slmde 
of the forest wealth of Uoyallieu, 

With his {inu <)\(r the liorVs neck, the exile, who had 
T(‘tuni(sl to his birthrighf, ‘^tood silent awliih*, gating out over 
the land on ^\hich his < yis jievd* wcau< d ot resting; the glad, 
cool, green, dcw-fre‘'hc m d eaith that was bo sweti und full of 
])faco, after the scorched und hlood-shiinod tdain?, whoso sun 
was as flame, and w^j^^'se breath was as pestdence. Then his 
ghmee came buck ^nd dwcdt upon the f'uco beside him, the 
])roud and splendid w^omurds face that had lourned^its softness 
and its fr<mi him alone. 

It was wort^ banishment to return,” he murmured to 
her. ** It w^as \*orth the tiials that I bore to learn tho love 
that I havo known ” 

She, looking upward at him with those deep, lustrous, 
imperial eyes that had first met his own in the glare of the 
A mean noon, parsed her hund over his lips with a gesture of 
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tendcmiss far more eloquent from her tiian from women le^s 
proud and less prone to weakness. 

Ah, hush r when 1 think of what her love was, haW 
worthless looks my own! how little worthy of the fete it 
£nds! What have I done that every joy should become 
mine, when she^ 

Her mouth trembled, and the phrase died unfinished; 
strong as her own love had grown, it looked to her unproven 
and without desert, beside that which had chosen to perish 
for his sake. And where they stood with the future as fair 
before them as the light of the day around them, he bowed 
bis head as before some sacred thing at the whisper of the 
child who had died for him. The memorioR of both went 
back to a place in a dcficrt land where the folds of the tricolor 
drooped over one little grave turned w^estward toward the 
shores of France — a grave, made w'hero tlic beat of dniin, 
and the sound of moving squadrons, and the ring of the 
trumpet-call, and the noise of the assembling battalions could 
be heard by night and day; a grave, where the troops as 
they passed it by, saluted and lowered their arms in tender 
reverence, in faithful unasked homage, because, beneath the 
Flag they honored, there was carved in the white stone one 
name that spoke to every heart within the army she had loved, 
one name on which the Arab sun streamed as with a marty^'^’s 
glory: 

CIOAllETTE, 

^iihpAKT PE L AJa.'^IKE, SOU>AT D£ LA FliAlTCE.'' 
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A few Laige-Priin r lopies will l»e caiefull) pinUed on h.'ind-niade 
p.ijv i. tor which e.iilv aj'phc alion should be nade. 

Jrirge.jio, half-hound, profii.sely llhi ^tiattd, afb. 

Chatto and Jackson. -A Treatise on Wood 

i Mi';raving : H sioi ical .uid Piactical ByWlMdAM \M>l<KU (‘llATlo 
a/ul John JAcK'-on. With an A<ldilional t’liapler by UhNKY (j. 
Bohn; ami liinsfrahons. r\r<'pnntol iIji lad kiwaseii h'dition. 

Small 410, cloth golt, with Culoured Illustraiioii.s, ioj. bd. 

Chancer for Children: 

A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawphs. With Eight Coloured 
lectures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 

Derny 8vo, cloth limp, 2J. bd. 

Chaucer for Schools. 

By Mrs. Hawei.s, Author of “Chaucer for ChiMien.’' 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, w'Uh Map and Illustrations, 2j. bd, 

Cleopatra’s Needle: 

Its Acquisition ancRRemovjiI to England. By Sir J. E Alexander. 
Cfown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, yr. bd, 

Colman’s Humorous Works : 

“ &g8;^rins," “ My Nightgown and Slippers,” and other Humorous 
\^T’KS, Prose r.nd Poetical, of George COI.man. With Life by G. 
B, Buckstone, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 

Po.sl 8vo, cloth limp, 2.J. bd. 

Convalescent Cookery : 

A Family Handbook. By uim/inr >( . \s. 


' hi thf pns). 



nOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. 

'ro/jaihcr with an Analjrsh of the Openinjys, and a Treatise on End 
(lames. By the late Hovvakd STAU^^TO^^ ICdited by Rokekt 
H. WORMALD. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works by: 

Demonology and DovU-Lore. By Moncure D. Conway, 

M.A. Two Vols. , royal 8vo, with 65 Illustrations, aSj. 

A Necklace of Stories. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. 

Illustrated by W, J. Hrnnkssy. Square 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 

‘The Wandering Jew. By Monciti^r [>. ('onwav, M.A. Crown 

lix'o, cloth extra, 6 s. 

'Thomas Carlyle. By Monvurk f>. Cdnu'w, M.A. With 

Jlhi''tr:itioiis. Crown uvo, rioth cj 

Two Vols,, t-rown 8vo, i** iru, 2iu 

•Cook (Dutton).— Hours with the Players. 

By Dun ON Cook. 

Post Hvo, cloth limp, 2^. b// 

Copyright.— A Handbook of English and 

Korditii Copyri)»ht in Literary and Drnmatir Work.';. a con- 

cise IMgest of the Laws n^giilatinp Copyright in the C'hief Countries 
o( the World, toReihci with the Chief Copyright Conventions existing 
ibetween Gre.it Britain and Foreign Countries By Fidnf.y Jkrrold, 
ol the Middle Temple, Ebq., Bairister-at-LaH. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, yr. Oc/. 

' Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West 

■tif iinghind or, I'he Drolls, Tiaditicns, ar.d Siipcrstitions of Old 
Cornwall. ColUteted and Edited by Rohek i Hunt, F.k S. New 
ind Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Sled-plate Illustrations 
vl>y Gkorge Cruikshank. 

Crovm Svo, doth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, 71. 6d, 

Creases Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 

wilh Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir Edward 
Creasy, Author of “The Fifteen Decisive '^^ttles of the World.*' 

Crown Svo, doth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, yj. 6<f. 

Credulities, Past and Present. 

By William Jones, F.S.A., Authorof “Fingpr-RiDg'!i: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6;. 

Grimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria's Dei Delitt! e deile Pene.** 
By JAMKS Anson Farrer. 
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Crown 8vo. cloth gilt, Two veiy thick Volumes. 7 6tf. each« 

Cmikshank’s Comic Almanack. 

Complete in Two Seuies : The FntST from 1835 to 1843 ; the Skconp 
from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of tlie Best Humour of 
Thackeray. Hood, Mayhkw, Albert Smith. A'Beckbtt, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2.000 Woodcuts and Steel Bngmviiiga 
by Crujkshank, Hine. Landells, &c. 

Two Vols , crown Svo, iloih extra, with Illustrations. 24,^. 

Cruikshank (The Life of George). 

In 'I'wo Kfiochs I'v [iLANniARD Jkirrdm), Author of "ThcLifr 
of Napil«.-rtn III tScc. With iiiimerous lllusinuions, ami a List o! 
Ins Works. I ffi preparation. 

Two VoLs., demv 410. hand.somelv bound m half-morocco, gilt, profusely 
IlliLSlrated with Coloured and Plain Plates and W’oodcuLs, price £;j 71, 

Cyclopsedia of Costume ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military — 
from the ICarliest Period in Knglund to the reign of George the Third; 
Including Notices of Contemporantx)U5 Fashions on the Contineni, 
and a G^eral History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of 
Europe. By J. R, PLANCHfi, Somerset Herald. 

The Volumes may also be had (each Complete in itselOat each: 

Vol. 1. THE DTOTIONART. 

Vol IL A GENERAL HISTORY OF OOBTUME IS EUROPE. 

Also IT) as Parts, at 51 . each. Cases for binding, as, 

“A comprehensive and hi\f^hly valuable book of reftimu-e. . We have 

rarely failed to find trt this book an account of an article of dress, tvhiie in moU 
of the entries curious and instructive details are given. . . . Mr, PlanchfS' 

enormous labour of lor>e, the production of a text which, wluther m its dictionary 
form or in that of the * General History f tt imthtn its intended scope immeasurably 
the best and ruhest work on Costume tn I'^lisk. , . , This booh is not only- 
one of the most retuiable works of the kind, hut intrinsically attractrve ond 
‘Athknaum, 

A most readable and interesting' work — and it can scarcely he consulted in 
vain, whether the readier is in search for information as to military, tosert. 
ecclesiastical, le^al. or professional costume. . . • All the chronuy-Uthogfa^s. 

and most of the woodcut illustration^ ^^ihe Miter amounting to several thostsands 
—are very elaborately executed; ano Rework forms a livre de Juxt which rmden 
it egually suited to the library and ladies' drawing-room.** — I'lMKa 

Xpea-j 8vo, ^th extra, i». fid. 

Doran’s Memories of our Great Tovms. 

With A«.‘cdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and tlieli 
OdJMHS; By Dr. John Dohan, F.S.A. 

Two Vols.. crown 8vo, cloth extra, air. 

Drury Lane, Old ; 

Fifty Year?’ Recollections of Author, Actor, and Manager, By 

Edward Stiklinu. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth, x6j. 

Dutt’s India, Past and Present; 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By Shoshkk Chundei 
Durr. Bdhdd^r. 

Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6f. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart. 
Grosart has spent the most laborious and the most enthusiastic care m 
the perfect restoration and preservation of the text, , . From Mr, Grosart we 
always expect and always receive the final results of most patient and competent 
tfAtfMrrAif/.'*— Examinkk. 

1. Fletober’s (Giles, B.D.) Com- 3. Herrick's (Robert) Hesperl- 

? lete Poems: Chri.st’s Victnrie in des, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

leaven, Christ’s Victoric on Earth, Collected Poems. With Memorial* 

Christ's Triumph over Death, and Introduction and Notet, Steel For* 

Minor Poems. With Memorial-In- trait, Index of First Lines, and 

troduction and Notes. OneVoI. Glossarlal Index, &c. Three Yols. 

a. Dapiea' (Sir John) Complete 4. Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Gom- 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. plete Poetical Works, including all 

to L. in Vcr>e, and other hitherto those in “ Arcadia *' With Portrait, 

Unpublished MSS.| for the first time Memorial-Introduction, Essay on 

Collected and Edited. Memorial* the Poetry of Sidney, and Notes. 

Introduction and Notes. TwoVols. Three Vols. 

Imperial 8vo, with 147 fine Engravings, half-inorocco, 365. 

Early Teutonic, Italian, and French Masters 

(The). Translated and Edited from the Dohnie Sr Hes, by A, H. 
Keane, M.A.I. With numerous Illustrations. 

** Cannot fail to be of the utmost use to students of a>/ Timfs. 

Crown 8v(», cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6j. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. td, 

Englishman’s/ House, The ; 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. ^gy c. J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with nearly 300 Illustrations, yj. (id. 

Evolution, Chapters on; - 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develop- 
ment. Andrew WiusON. Ph.D., F.R.S. F.din. preparatjon, 

, ‘ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 j. 

Evolmonist (The) At Large. . 

By (Kant Allen. 



^CHATTO ^ IVINDVS^ PWCADILLY. 


y 


Folio, cloth extm« zxj. 6dr. 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Foreign 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J, CoMYNS CAAtt. 

** tt twmld not be easy te meet with a more sumbtueust and at tk€ same time 
a more tasteful and instructive draioing^oom Nomgonpokmist, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6t* 

Fairholt’s Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. Bv F. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwaids of 
xoo Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yf. 6d. 

Familiar Allusions : 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated' Siaiiies, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seals, Ruins, 
Churches. Ships, Streets, Clubs. Natmal Cnnosiiics, and the like. 
Begun (but Itlt unfinished) by William A. WH^^LKK, Autbo^ of 
“ Noted Names of Fiction , ’ completed by Ciiavx.ks G. Wheeler. 

yinthtprt'u. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extni, with Illustrations, 4J. 6^. 

Faraday’s Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
by W. Crookes, F.c.b. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 41. 6t/. 

Faraday’s Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited byW. Crookes, F.C.S. Numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6^. 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A. With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rlng^s of all Ages and Countries. 
0/ those gossiping books which are as full 0/ amusement as of ihstruc- 
AtH KNiBU M. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year 8 Wory in Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice 

to Amateur tiardeners a-, to the Mamigemeiit of iho F;*1wcr, Fruit, and 
Frame Carden, by Gforok (h rwv. 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 6d. 

OfthT'x^^tchen Qardtn : 'Phe Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook 'I'liem. by ‘Jom Ji-sk,.lii, Auihor of “The Garden that Paid the 
Rent/’ . Po>.i cJoili limp, 7S. fid. 

■^ asehold Horticulture : A Gossip alrout Flowers. By To.m 

and Jan K Jcwrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, aj. 0.7. 

My Garden *VYUd, and What I Grew there. By Fka.slts 

Gi OKor Hk i rown Cv'., Oolh ^''ir.i, ■;?. 
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One Shilling Monthly. 

Qentlemaii’s Magazine (The), for 1882 . 

I'he January Number of this Periodical will contain the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled “Dust,” by Julian Hawthoknr, 
Author of “Garth,” &c. “Science Notes,'’ by W. Mattiku 
Williams, F.R.A S., will also be continued montM\. 

*** Nmv ready, the Volume for January to June, i88i. cloth extra, 
price fir, 6rf.; and Cases for binding, price as, each. 

Demy 8vo, illuminated cover, ir. 

Gentleman’s Annual, The. 

Containing Two Complete Novlms. [No7)- is* 


THE RUSKIN GRIMM.— 8vo. cloth extra, ts, 6d , ; 
gilt edge.s, js. 6d. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor* 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 2a Illustrations 
after the inimitable designs of GEORGE Ckuikshank. Both Series 
Complete. 

The illustraiume of this volume . . , are of quite sterling and admirable 
art, of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales which 
they illustrate; and the original etchings, as / have before said in the Appendix to 
my * S/ements of Drawing* were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem- 
brandt (in sofne qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him), To make 

somewhat enlarged copies 0 / them, looking at them through a magnifying glass^ 
Kind never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exer- 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt 
in schools.** — E.ttract Jrom Introauction by John Ruskin. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2.1. 6d. 

Glenny’s A Year’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. 
“ A,great deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple language. The 
•amateur need not wish for a better guide P—'Le.v.Xi^ Mercury. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, ys. 6d, 

Golden Treasury of Thought, ^The: 

An Encyclop/EDIA of Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylo r 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with lUustratioiisiVi.ddr. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Quhl and W. 
ICONER. Translated from the. Third German Edition, and Edited by 
^ Dr. F. Hubffer. With 545 Illustrations. ^ 
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Square x6mo (Tauchnitz size), 

Golden Library, The : 

Ballad History of England. By 

W, C. Bennett. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of 

the Echo Qub. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Emerson's Letters and Social 

Aims. 

Godwin’s (WUllam) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat ol the 
Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table! 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities, j 
Complete. With all the ori(;tu<tl II* j 
lustrations. 

Irving’s (Washington) TelIbb of j 

a Traveller. i 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of j 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and | 

Occupations of Country Life. | 

Lamb’s Essays of Elia. Both I 

Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays : A Tale ' 

for a Chimney Corner, and other 
Pieces. WithPortrait, and Introduc* | 
tioD by Edmund Ollisk. * 


doth extra, sj. per volnmu. 


Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d* Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur 
and of rile Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. Montgomekis 
Ranking. 

Pascal’s Provincial L^t6^ A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction aud Notes, by T. M’Crie, 
D.D. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Com- 

plete. 

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and 

Mor.il Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainie- 
Bsuvu. 

St Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited 
with Lile, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley’s Early Poems, and 

ueen Mab. with Essay by laucH 

UNT. 

Shelley’s Later Poems : Laoa 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley’s Posthumous PoennSy 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley’s Prose Works, indnd- 

ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastiozri, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White’s Natural History of Sel- 

burne. Edited, with Additiotis, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with illustrations, 4J. 6d, 

Quyot’s Earth and Man; 

or. Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray ; xa Maps 
and ICneravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index. 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 410, cloth extra, 8 j. , 

New Symbolsf Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 j. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

A^^ium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

HBU’8(Mrs. S. C.)Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisp Gil- 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

** Ifiih Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mtiford^s heauHJul RngUsh 
sheUfus in * Our VilU^ef hut they are far more vigorous and pictures^ and 
Blackwood's Magazine. 
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Haweis (Mrs.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs, H. R. Haweis. Illustrated by the 

Author. Small 8vo, illustrated cover, \s. \ cloth limp, ix. (m/. 

A well-considered attempt to apply canons op good taste to the costumes 

oj ladies oj our time Mrs, Haweis writes frankly and to the 

pointy she does not mince matters^ hut holdfy remonstrates with her snvn sex 

on the follies they indulge in Ive may recommend the book to the 

ladies whom it Athbn^UM. 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, f^ilt, (rilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly loo 
Illustrations, lox. td. 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. 11. R. Haweis. Square 8vo, 

handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, lox. hd. 

See also Chaucer, p, $ of this Catalogue. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51 

Heath (F. G.)— My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By Francis George Heath, Author of 
“ The Fern World,” &c. 

SPECIMENS OF MODERN POUrS.—Cto^n 8vo. cloth extra, 6 j. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense, 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

“ The merits of the hook cannot he fairly estimated by means of a few extracts ; 
it should be read at leftgth to be appreciated proper ly^ and^ tn our opinion^ its 
merits entitle it to be very widely read indeed — St. Jam ks’s Gazette. 

Cr. 8vo, bound in parchment, Cx ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 15J. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Complete in Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, i2j. each. 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 1880. By Justin 
McCarthy, M.P. 

"Criticism is disarmed before a composition which provokes little but approval. 
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject^ and words piled on words 
could say no mote for it. Saturday Review. 

New Work by the Author of •'A fl/STOR Y ofcMp 0 \VN TIMES." 
Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth e.xtra, i2j. each, 

History of the Four Georges. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy, M, P. [/« preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2J. td, 

Holmes’s Th^ )pcience of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservi. A Popular Manual fer the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By GoJ^n Holmes, L.R.C.P.E. 
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Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, gilt, 71. 6rf, 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Crkam ok the Comic ANNUALS. 
Wit h L ife of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustra tions. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6 s. 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah’s Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations bf 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

“ T’Atf amusing letter j^ress is profusely interspersed nviih ilu jingling rhymn 
wAiih children love and learn so easily. Messrs, Brunton and Barnes da pkll 
'US lice to the writer's meanings and a pleasanter result of the harmanious CC^ 
operation of author and artist could not he desired.** — TlMiiS. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6d. 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his ^Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. 
With a new life of the Author, Portraits, Facsnniles. and Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 

Horne’s Orion : 

.An Epic Poem in Three Rooks. By Richard Hengtst Hornb. 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
from a Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6 d. 

Howell’s Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Bntain, showing their Oridn, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, &o- 
noniical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

** This hook is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt^ to place the 
UfOtk of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future^ fairly before the 
pnblu from the working man's point of view ** — Pall Mall Gazbttb, 

Demv 8vo, cloth extra, i2j. 6 d, 

HuefTer’s The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 
Erancis Huekfer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Janvier.— Praotical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherine if. Janvier. . 

“ Will be found a useful han ihntk by those who wish to try the manufacture 
or decoration o$pottery, and may be studied by all who desire to know something 
of the Post. 

Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New 
L Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6 d. 

tunings’ The Rosicrucians : 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 
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Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 

and Jane Jbirolo. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. Py Tom jERROtn, Author of “The Garden that Paid the Rent,** 
&c. Post 8vo, cloth Imip, 21 . bd. 

“ Tlie combination of hints on cookery nvith gardening has been very cleverly 
carried out^ and the result ts an interesting and highly instriu tive little •work. 
Mr. Jerrold is correct in saying that English peofle do not wake half the use of 
v€^etaJ}le\ they might ; and by showing ium> easily they can he and so obtained 

fresh, he is doing a great deal fo make them tno*e popular.'*- Daily Chuoniclb. 

Two Voh. 8vo. with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, X4J. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both '* The Anuquities of the 
Jews “ and “ The Wars of the jews.” 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges^ with Illustrations, 6 j. 

Eavanaghs’ Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stones. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

*• Genuine new fairy stories of the old type^ some of them at deitghfful at the 
best of Crimm*t * German Popular Stones,* .... For the most part the 
tiories are downright f thorough-going fairy stones of the most admirable kind. 

, . Mr. Moyr Smitns tliust rat ions, too, are admirable.** — SpbcTATOX. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, wuh Illustrations, 6 j 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

r>y Charles Mills. Wuh numerous Hlusiraiions by Thomas 
I . I N n s AY ( In the press . 

Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2 j. Gd, 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portoits, 7J. 6d. 

Lamb's Complete Works, ^ 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimileof a Page 
of the “ Essay on Roast Pig.*’ 

** A complete edition of Lamb's •arritingt^ in prose and verse, has long been 
wanud, and is noiv supplied. The editor appears to have takofs great pains 
to together Lamb's Scattered contributions, and his colieriion contasns a 

'fdmber nf pin es which art now reproduicd fo^’ the fi*si time since their original 
appearance in various old Saturday Review. 
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Crown 8/0, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, ioj. W. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

ITieir Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Carew Hazlftt, With Hancock’s Portrait of the Essayist, 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of l...amb’s and 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

•• Vtry many fassag'M will dilight thou fond of literary triAi* i ^rdly any 
portion Will fail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and his sister, — Stamdaso* 

Small 8 VO, cloth extra, 51. 

Lamb’s Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Dorus. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 

" The quaint and delightful little book, over the recovery of which all ike kearfi 
of hts looters are yet warm with rejoicingf* — A. C. SwiNBURNR. 

Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, dr. 

Lares and Penates; 

Or, The Background of Life. By FLORENCE Cadlv. 

*• rite whole hook is well worth readinii, for ti h full oj prat tjcal suggestions. 
.... ll^'e hope novody will be deterred Jrom taking np a book tvhu h teaches a 
good deal about s^veetening poor lives as well as giving grai r to wealthy ones.* — 
"Grai*hic. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 6s, 

Leigh’s A Town Garland. 

By Henrv S. Leigh, Author of ''Carols of Cockayne.” 

**/f Mr. Leigh's verse survive to a future generation— and there it no leason 
why that honour should not be accorded productions so delicate, so finis fud, and .\o 
full of humour— their author will probably be remembered as the Poet of the 
Strand.*"— A.yHv.uA'\)ui. 

Second Edition. — Crown Svo, cloth e.xtra, with Illustrations, di-. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly BiologicaL 

By Andrew Wilson, K.R.S.E., Lecturer on Zoology and Compaia- 
tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School, 

“// is well when we can take up the work of a really qualified invc^U^ato7\ 
who in the intervals of his more serious projesswnal labours sets himself to impart 
krunvUdge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misUiMing the tyro in mztural science, huch .s work ts this 
little volume, made up Iff essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr. 
At^rew IVilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edinburgh and Glasgotv, at 
Uisureintervah in a busy professional life. . . . Dr. mUon" s pages Uem with 

mailer ^ka^lnting to a healthy lave qf science and a reverence for the trutht 
of nature f—SATVSLDAV Rbvirw. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, with lUustraDons, yr. 6d, 

Life iu London; 

or, The History oi Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of CRtTiKSHANK S lUustratlons, in Colours, after the OnginalB. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6 s, 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the latej. H. Alexander, B.A 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by li. A. Page, Author of 
“Thoreau* A Study.’* 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6rf. 

Longfellow’s Complete Prose Works. 

Including “ Oiure Mer." ‘'Hyperion,” " Kavanagh,” "The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe,” and "Driftwood.” With Portrait and Illus- 
trations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, cloth e.xtra. gilt, with Illustrations, ys, 6d, 

Longfellow’s Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With numerous 
6ne Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. * 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

** TIu story is clever and interesting^ sad beyond measure though the subject 
ii. There is no personal bitterness^ and no violence or anger. Whatever may 
have been the evidence for our author* s madness when he was consigned to an 
asylum^ nothing can be clearer than his sanity when he wrote this book ; it it 
Irighi^ calm^ and to the point ." — Spectator. 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, cloth boards, i8j. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrench Duff, 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

MaUock’s (W. H.) Works : 

Is Life Worth Living P By William Hurrell Mallock. 

New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

“ This deeply interesting volume It is the most powerful vin- 

dication of religion, both natural and revealed, that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrotep and is much more useful than either the Analogy or tfu Ser- 
mons qf that great divine^ as a refutation of the peculiar form assumed by 

the infidelity of the present day Deeply philosophical as the book 

is, there is not a heavy page in it. The writer is ' possessed f so to speak, 
with kis great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extent^ 
and brought to hear on it all the resources of a vtnd, rich, and impassioned 
style, as well as an adequate acquaintance with \ ie science, the philosophy, 
and the literature of the rfay.”— I rish Daily News. 

The New Republic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, clotlr^..p, 2 s. 6d. 
The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 

W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth hmp, 2 s. 6d. 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Smsill 410, bound in parchment, 8 j. 

A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock, 
Second Edition, with a Preface, Two Vols., croVn 8vo, sir. 
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Macquoid (Mrs.)) Works by: 

In the Ardeimes. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

50 fine Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Uniform with ** Pictures 
anil Legends.'* Square 8vo, cloth extra. los, ^d, 

“ This is another rf Mrs. Macquoid* s pleasant boohs of trecttel^fullof Hse^ut 
' information^ of picturesque descriptions of scenery^ and of quaint traditions 
respecting the various inonumeuts and ruins ivhich she encounters in lur 
tour. To such of our readers as arc already thinking about the year's 
holiday ^ ive strongly recommend the perusal of Mrs. Macquoid' s e.xpertqnfes^ 
The book is well illustrated by Mr* Thomas T* Macquoiil."-~GRKyH\C» 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 

Katharine S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid, Square 8vo, cloth gilt. tor. Cd. 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. K, Macquoid. Square 8vo. cloth extras 7s. td, 

“ One of the few hooks which can be read ns a p 'ece of literature^ vukilst at 
the same time handy in the knapsack Quarterly Review. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, qs, (id. 

** The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Maiguoid offers^ while wander* 
ing frenn one point of interest to another ^ seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-depicted scene .*' — Morning Post. 

Mark Twain’s Works: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life. Portrait, and numerous lUustra' 
tions. Crowu 8vo. cloth extra, qs. 6 d, 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

TOO Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, qs. bd. Cheai* Edition, illustrated 
bo.'urds, 25 . 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 
Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Mark Twain, Post l.vo, 
illustrated boards, us. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustration.**. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, bd. 

The fun and tendernes^ a/ the conception, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable^ its ^ace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line, make oj all this eMsode 0/ 
yim Baker and his jays a piece 0/ work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading, hut also of a high degree of merit as literature. . . . The book is 

full of good thingsMind contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those thmt have gone Athenaium. 

The Prince and the Pauper. By Mark Twain. * With nearly 

200 II 1^1 si rat ions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, qs. bd. Uniform with “ A Tramp 
• VLroad.” \Jn the prvs'^.. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pilgrim’s Progress : 
lleing some Account of the Steamship “ Quaker City's ’’ Pleasure £xcur.ston 
to Europe and the Holy Land, with descnpiioiis of Countries, Nations, 
Incident-), and Adveninrcs. as they appeared to the Author. With 214 
Illustrations. By Mark Twain, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, qs. bd. Uniform 
with “A 'J‘ramp*Abroad.” \ht fres^. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2r. 6^. 

Madre Matura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limnek. With 32 illustrations by the Author. Fourth 
Edition, revis^ and enlarge. 


Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 51. 

Magna Gharta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2j. 6 d, per 

Mayfidr Library, The : 


The New Republic. By W. IL 

Mallock. 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True History of Joshua 

Davidson. By E. Lynn Linton. 
OldStorlesRe-told. By Walter 
Tkornburv. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 

By H. A. Pagb. 

By Stream and Sea. By W'il- 

UAM Senior. 

Jeuxd’Esprit Edited by Henry 
S. Leigh. 

Pimlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. 

Hugh Rowley. 

Puok on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmondelbv-Pbnnbll. 

The Speeches of Charles 

Dickens. 

Muses Of Mayfair. Edited by 

Hi Cholmondblby-Fbnnell. 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art By 

Bkillat-Savarin. 

The Philosophy of Hand* 

writing. By Don Felix db Sala- 

MANGA. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 

Henry J. Jbnkincs. 

Literary . Fii7ollti6R, Fancies, | 

Follies, Frolics. By W. T. Do«‘>on. | 
Pencil and Palette. By Rorkrt I 
Khmpt. 

OfAar Vdumtt 


I Original Plays by W. S. Gii- 

j BERT. First Sekuvs.' Co?i?.jining ; 

I The Wicked World- -Pygm.ilion and 

Galatea — C.harity — I'hc Princess — 

' The Palace of Truth — Trial by Jury. 

I Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 

’ BKRT. Skconu Seribs. Containing; 
Broken Hearts — Engaged — Sweet- 
hearts — Dan’l Druce — Gretchen— 
Tom Cobb— The Sorcerer — H.M.S, 
Pinafore • 'i’Uc Pirates of Penzance. 

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by 

W. Davkni’Ort Aoams. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 

S. Leigh 

The Book of Clerical Anec- 
dotes. By Jacob Larwood. 

The Agony Column of “The 

Times,*' from i8(X) to 1870. Edited, 
w'lth an Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

The Cupboard Papers. By 
Fin-Bkc. 

Pastimes and Players. By 
Robert Macgrhgor. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A 

Popular Abridgment of Burton’s 
Anatomy olHleUncholy.” 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 
by W. Davenport Adams. 

Leaves from a Naturalist’s 

Note-Bdok By Andrj.w “I^ilson, 
F. R.S. E. \ln the press. 

The Autocrat of the Break* 
fast-'J'alile. By Ouv k Wendell 
IloLMi Illu;trated by J.G. Thom- 
[/// the press t 

ire in p'^eparniimm 
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Small 8vo, doth limp, with lUustrations, ar. 6d, 

Miller’s Physiology for tiie Youzig; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Presczration of Health4 For use in Closes and Popmar Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 

** An admirable iniroduciicn to a subject wkich all who value heeUtk and enjoy 
life should have at their fingers' endsf'—'fLz'AO. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 

Manaf^ement of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths 
&:c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John’s Hospitd. Smal 
8vo, I j. ; clotii extra, (id. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, li.; doth extra^ 

Zf. fkf. 

Squa^ 8vo/ cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, yj. 6</. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott, 

•• A delightful hook ^ of a kind which is far too rare. If anytme wants to really 
heunu the North Italian folk, we can honesih ad^nse him to omit the journey, and 
read Mrs. Carr* s pages instead, . . Description with Mrs, Ca^ns areal gift, • 
It is rarely that a book ts so happily Comtbmporaky Ebvxew. 

NKW NOVELS NOW IN THh PKESS, 

A NEW NOVEL BY OUIDA. 

The Title of which will '■^hortIy be announced. . vols. , crown Hvo. 

SOMETHING IN THE CITY. 

By GEORtjE Ai GLSTL’?, Sa' A. 3 vols. trowii ^ VO 

GOD AND THE MAN. 

Bv Roulr’i BnCH ’. nan, Author of ** Thf idoiA oJ tin Sword,” 3 vu!s., 
crown 8vo. 

THE COMET OF A SEASON. 

By Justin M(.Cak;hv, M P., AuiIji^t •»! '‘Mi.s Misanthrope.” -5 \ol-4., 
Clown 8vo, 

JOSEPH’S COAT. 

By Davii> Ci:K;'^nr /l: rrav. Author of “ \ Life’s Atottcment,” iLi. Will* 
T2 IIlusiraiiuM. hy Trfd. Baknakd. 

PRINCE SARONI’S WIPE, and other Stories. * 

ByTi ’LIAN Hawtih'RN'i 3 volb., crovi 0 Sv'O, 

A HEART’S PROBLEM. 

By Charlkv Gjuko i, Author of ” Kobia Gray,” »S.c. i; vols, crown bvo. 

THE BRIDE’S PASS. 

By SaRMT Ty" : r’”, • .'o’' ,, ' rown Svo. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6 s, per Vol. 

Old Dramatists, The: 

Ben Jonson’s Works. by Algbrnoi^t Charles Swinburnr. 

With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, J Translations of the Iliad 

and a Biogiaphical Memoir by WiL- and Odyssey. 

LtAM Gifford. Edited by Colonel MmtIowO S WorkS. 

Cunningham. Three Vols. Including his Translations. Edited, 

with Notes and Introduction, by Col. 
Chapman's Works. Cunningham. One Vol. 

Now First Collected. Complete in ^ Massinger’s Plays. 

Three Vols, Vol. 1. contains the Play.s From the Text of William Gifford. 
complete, including the doubtful ones; With the addition of the Tragedy of 
Vol II. the Poems and Minor Trans- ‘ “Believe as you List.’* Edited by 
latioTis. with an Introductory Essay ' Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 

O’Shaughnessy (Arthur) Works by : 

Songs of a Worker, lly Arthur C)'Siiauuhnh^s^y. Fcap. 

^vo, cloih cxli.T, 6(i. 

Music and Moonlight. IJy Arthur O’SHAUGUNKbSY, Fcap. 

Svo, cloth e.vtia, yj G</. 

Lays of France. By Arthur O’Shaughaessy. Crown Svo, 

cloth extr.i, lo^. 6;/. 

Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 51. each. 

Ouida’s Novels.— Library Edition. 

Held in Bondage. By Ouida. Pasoarel. By Ouida. 

Strathmore. By Ouida, ; Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 

Ohandos. By Ouida, I Slgna. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. In a Winter City, By Ouida. 

Idalia. By Ouida. i Ariadne. By Ouida. 

Cecil Castlomaine. By Ouida. Friendship. By Ouida. 

Triootrln. By Ouida. | Moths. By Ouida. 

Puck. By Ouida. ; Piplstrello. By Ouida. 

FoUe Fdrlne. By Ouida. ! A Village Commune. By Ouida. 

Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 

*,* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s, each. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, \s. 6(L 

Parliamentary Procedure, A jropular Hand- 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. ^ 

Large 410, cloth extra, gilt, beauufully Illustrated, 31^. 6 d/^ 

Pastoral Days; 

Or, Memories of a New England Year. By W. Hamilton Gibson. 
With 76 Illustrations in the highest style of Wood Engraving. 

“ T/ze volume contains a prose poem^ with illHsirati>tis in the shape of wood 
more beautiful than it can well enter into the hearts 0 / most men to 
ron Hve ’’—Scotsman. 



CZ/ATTO 6f WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 21 

Likkary Editions, mostly Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 31. (id, each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

^opuUr jfrtaricit &n tibr Stitt ^utbartf. 


Maid, Wife, or Widow? By 

Mrs. Alhxakdkr. 

Ready- Money Mortiboy. By 
W. bt-sANT and James Rich. 

My LitUe Girl. By W. Besant 
and James Rice. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft, By 
W, Besant and James Rick. I 

This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

With Harp and Crown. By \V. : 

Be'- ANT and James Rick. 

The Golden Butterfly. By W. | 
Besant :ind Jame.s Rick. I 

By Celia’s Arbour. By W. I 

Krsant and James Rice. 1 

The Monks of Thelema. By ' 
\V. Besant and James Rk k. 

'Twaa in Trafalgar’s Bay. By 
W. Bks vnt and James Rn 

The Seamy Side. By Walter 
Be.sant and James Rick. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins, 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret. W. Collins. 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 
The Woman in Whit By 

WiLKIK COCLINS I 

The Moonstone. W. C ins. 
Man and Wife. \V. C^x .ns. | 
Poor Miss Finch, W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. ? By W. Collins. 
The New Magdalen. By Wilkie j 

Collins. j 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. ; 
The Law and the ^dy. By , 
WiLKiR Colli N. s. I 

*Ihe Two Destinies. By WiLKi^ 
Colli ^ 

The Hinted Hotel. ByWiLKii. 

Collins. 

The Fallen Leaves. By W^ilkib 

Collins. 

J ezebel' a Daughter. W. Colli ns. 
Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. H. ^ 

Lovett Cameron, 


Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. H, 
Lovbtt Cameron. 

Felioia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Olympia By R. K. Francillon. 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 

GAKRErr. 

Robin Gray. Charles Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. By Charle-S 
Gibiion. 

In Love and War. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

What will the World Say P By 

Chakle-! riir.noN. 

For the King. Charles Gibbon. 
In Honour Bound. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Queen of the Meadow. By 

Chaki es Gibbon. 

In Pastures Green. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hakoy 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Ellice Quentin. By Julian 

Hawtiiornr. 

Thornicrofr/s Model. By Mrs. 
A W. Hunt. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Inoklow, 

Confidence. Henry James, Jmi. 
The Queen of Connaught. By 

Harkiktt Jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

Kinoslev. 

Oakshott Castle. II. Kingsley. 
Patricia Kemball. By E. Lynn 

T.in rON. 

The Atonement of Leam Dun- 

das. By li. Lynn Linton, 

Tee World Well Lost. By E. 

Lvnn Linton. , 

Under which Lord? By E. 

Lvnn Linton. 

With a Silken Thread. By £. 

Lvnn Linton. 

The Waterdale Nelghboura. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
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Piccadilly Novels — ccntinued . 
My Enemy's Dangliter. By | 

Justin McCarthy, 

Llnley Rochford. By Justin 
McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon, J. McCarthy, 
Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Miss Misanthrope. By J ustin 

McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
Quaker Cousins. By Agnes 
Macdonell. 

Lost Rose. By Katharine S. 

MacQUOII). 

The Evil Eye.. By Katharine 

S. Macquoid. 

Open 1 Sesame ! By P'lorence 

Marryat. 

Written in Fire. F. Marryat. 
Touoh and Go. By Jean Mid- 

A Life’s Atonement. By I). 

Christik Mckrav. 

Whiteladies, Mrs. Oliphant, 
The Best of Husbands. By 
James Payn. 


Fallen Fortunes. James Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Walter’s Word. James Payn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than we’re Painted. 
By James Payn. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Root James Payn. 
High Spirits. By James Payn. 
Her Mother’s Darling. By Mrs. 
J. H. Riddell. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John 

Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One jS gainst the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in tire Path. By 
John Saunders. 

The Way We Live Now. By 
Anthony Trollope. 

The American Senator. By 
Anthony Trollope. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 
T. A. Trolloj'e. 


NEW VOLUMES OF “ THE PICCADJLLV NOVELL ’ 
Ntnu in the fircsi. 


A Confidential Agent, By | 
James Payn. With i? lllintrations | 
by Arthur Hoi’KiN*-'. j 

The Violin-Player. liyli'.RTn -v i 

'J’homas. j 

Queen Cophetua. By K. VI. I 

Francillon. * ! 

The Leaden Casket. By ISlrs. ' 
All- RED Hunt. i 

Oarlyon’s Year. ByJ. I’ayn. 
The Ten Years* Tenant, nnd : 
other Stories. By Walter BeS'VNt 
and James Rice. 

A Child of Nature. By Robert j 

Buchan \n. I 

Oressida. By Bertha Thomas. I 
From Exile. By James Payn. ' 


Sebastian Strome. By J i; u a \ 
Haw'ihounl 

The Black Robe. l\y Wjlkie 

Collin-.. 

Archie Lovell. By M]^. Annif 
Edw.\ mdks. 

“My Love!” By JC. Lynn 
Linton. TPavn. 

Lost Sir Masaingberd ByjAMKS 
The Chaplain of the PletU By 
Wai. I’KR IIes \n 1 and James Rk e. 

Proud Maisio. By Bertha 

Thomas) 

The Two‘Dreamers. By John 
Saunders. 

What She Came ‘through. By 

Sarah Tytu.r. * 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 j. 

Flanche.— Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, with an Intro4.uctioi^ by his Daughter, 
Mrs. Mackarness. 
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[WiLKiB Collins' Novels and Bbsant and Rica's Novbls may also balmd in 
cloth limp at sf. Set, too, the Piccadilly Novels, / tN- Librairt EdtStiom^^ 


ConMences. Hamilton Aini?:. 
Carr of Carrlyon. II. AiDt. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow F By 

Mrs. Albxandkr. 

Heady-Money Mortlboy. By 
Walter Besant and James Rice. 
Wltti Harp and Crown. By 
Walter Be-sant and Jambs Rice 
This Son of Vuloan. By W. 

Besant and James Rice, 

My Little GirL By the same. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By 

Walter Besant and James Rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

By Celia's Arbour. By Walter 
Besant and James Rice. 

The Monks of Thelema. By 
Walter Besant and James Rick, 

*TwaB In Trafalgar's Bay. By 

Walter Besant and James Rice. 
Seamy Side. Besant and Rice. 
Grantley Grange. By Shelsllv 

BjAI'CHAMI*. 

An Heiress of Red Bog. By 
Bret Hartb. 

The Lack of Roaring Camp. 

By Bret Harte. 

Gabriel Conroy. Bret Harte. 
Surly Tim. By F. E. BuRNErr. 
Deceivers Ever, By Mrs. L. 

Camekon. 

Juliet’s Guardian. By Mrs. 
Lovett Cameron. 

The Cure of Souls. By Mac- 
larkn Cobban. 

The Bar Sinister, By C. 

Allston Collins. j 

Antonina. By WilkieCollins. 
BaslL By Collins. 

Hide aad Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret. W. Collins. 
Queen of Eearta. W. Collin.s. 
My MiflceUanies. W. Collins. 
Womanin White. W.Collins. 
The Moonstone. W.« Collins. 


Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finch. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. P W. Collins. 
New MagdaleiL W. Collins. 
The Frozen Beep. W, Coi.lins. 
Law and the Lady. W.Collins. 
Two Destinies. W. Collins. 
Haunted. Hotel. W. Collin^. 
Fallen Leaves. By W.Collins. 
Leo. By Dutton Cook. 

A Point of Honour. By Mis. 
Annie EDWXRnKS. 

Archie Lovell. ,M rs A. Edwardes 
Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Roxy. By Edward Eggleston, 
Polly. By Pekcy Fitzgerai.d. 
Bella Donna. P. Fitzgerald. 
Never Forgotten. Fitzgerald. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotaon. By 

pRkCV Fl IVi.hrtALD. 

Seventy-FiveBrookeStreet. By 
Pkkuv Fit/(j,kald. 

Filthy Lucre. By Albany de 

Fcinblanque. 

Olympia. By R. E. Francillon.i 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 

Garrltt. 

Robin Gray. By Chas. Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. C. Gibbon. 
What will the World Say P By 

Charles Gibbon. 

In Honour Bound. C. Gibbon. 
Th 'i Dead Heart. By C. Gibbon. 
T lOveandWar. C. Gibbon, 
the King. By C. Gibbon. 
of the Meadow. By 

i .ARLES GiBMON. 

Dick Temple. By James 

ORBENvrOOD. 

Every-day Papers. By Andrew 

Hallidav. 

Paul Wynter'a Sacrifice. By 

Lady 

Under the >eenwo6d Tree. 

By Thom/ Hakdv. 
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Popular Novels — continued 
Oarth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Oolden Heart By Tom Hood. 
TbeHunohbaok of Notre Dame. 

By Victor Hugo. 

Thomloroft’s Model. By Mrs. 

Alrkeo Hunt. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Ingklow. 

Oonfldenoe. By Henry James, 
Juu. 

The Queen of Connaught By 
Harriett Jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

Kingslbv. 

OakahoU Castle. H. Kingsley. 
Patricia Eemball. By K . Lynn 
Linton. 

LeamDundas. E.Ly> \Lim on. 
The World Well Lost. By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

Under which Lord P By E, 
Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

Dear Lady Disdain. By the same. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. By 
Ju.stin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy. 
Llnley Rochford. McCarthy. 
Miss Misanthrope. McCarthy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoio. 

Lost Rose. K. S. Macquoid. 
OpenI Sesame I By Florenc e 
Markyat. 

Harvest of Wild Oats. By 

Florence MAKKVAr. 

A Little Stepson. F. Marryat. 
Fighting the Air. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By Jean 
Middlemass. 

Mr, Dorlllion. J. Middlemass. 
Whlteladles. ByMr.s.OLirHANT. 

Held In Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
ChandoB. By OuiDA. 

Undier Two Flags. By Ouina. 
Idalia. By Ouida. ^ 


OeoU CasUemaine. ByOuiD^ 
Tricotrln. By Ouida. 

Puok. By Ouida. 

FoUe Farlne. By Ouida. 

A Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
Paacarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Ouida. 

Slgna. By Ouida, 

In a Winter City. By OuiDA. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida. 

Moths. By Ouida 
Lost Sir Massingberd. J. Pavn. 
A Perfect Treasure. 1. Payn. 
Bentinck's Tutor. ^By J. Pavn. 
Murphy’s Master. By J. Payn. 
A County Family. By J. Payn. 
At Her Mercy. By J. Payn. 
AWoman’sVengeance. J. Pavn. 
CecU’s Tryst. By James Payn. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. J.Payn. 
Family Scapegrace. J.Payn.. 
The Foster Brothers. J. Payn. 
Found Dead. By James Payn 
Qwendoline’sHarvest. J Payn. 
Humorous Stories. J. 1’ayn. . 
Like Father, Like Son. J.Payn 
A Marine Residence. J. Payn. 
Married Beneath Him. J.Payn. 
Mirk Abbey . By J \ m es Pay n . 
Not Wooed, but Won. J. Payn . 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

By James P \vn\ 

Best of Husbande. ByJ. Payn. 
Walter’s Word. By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Fallen l^ortunos. By J. Payn. 
What HenCost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than We’re Painted . 
By Jamrs Payn. 

By ^oxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Roof. By J. Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jas. Payn. 
Paul FerroU. 

The Myatery of Marie Roget. 

By Edga': A. Pob. 
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Popular Novels— 

Her Mother’s Darling. By Mrs. 
J. H. Riddell. 

GhiBlight and Daylight. By 

Gbokge Augustus Sai^. 

Bound to the Wheel. By J ohn 

Saundeks. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John 

and Katherine Saunders. 

A Match in the Dark. By A. 

Sketch LKY. 

Tales for the Marines. By 

Walter Thornbuky. 


! The Way wo Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

The American Senator. By 

' Anthony Trollope. 

Diamond Gut Diamond. ^ 

T. A, Trollope. 

A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 

; By Mark Twain 
: Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. 
An Idle Exouralon. M. Twain. 
Sabina By Lady Wood, 
Castaway. By Edmund Yates. 
Forlorn Hope. Kdmund Yatr.s. 
LandatLast. Edmund Yates. 


Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, u. each. 

Jeff Brigga’b Love Story. By Bret Harte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By the Author of ** That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of “ That Lass o* Lowrie’s/' 
Trooping with Crows, By Mrs. Pirkis. 

The Professor’s Wife, By Leonard (Graham. 


Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ioj. 6rf. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated Irom the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorne. New Edi- 
tion, with Medallion Portraits. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, yj. 6^. 

Poe’s Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudelaire's '*E.ssay.” 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yj. td. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. ^ _ 

Small 8vo,fcloth extra, with Illustrations, y. 6d, 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story o{ the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. With 

13% lUustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, yj. 6i. 

Pursuivant of Arms, The; 

or. Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the Science of 
Heraldry. By J. R. Planche, Som^et Herald. Whh Coloured 
Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 Illustrations. 
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Proctor’s (R. A.) Works; 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Eveiy Night in the 

Year, Drawing's of the Constellations, &c. By Richard A. Proctor. 
Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, 6f. \ In preparation^ 

PamiU&r Science Studies. Dy Richard A. pRor ron. Crown 

y. 8vo, cloih extra, 7.V. (.ni \^/u theprvss^ 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of '* Other WorlUs than Ours.**&c. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6f. 
Pleasant Ways In Soienoe. ByR. A. Proctor. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.6j. 
Rough Ways made Smooth ; A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Pkoctow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Our Place amox^ Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6.f. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 

of the FirmamenL By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, doth, 6r. 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. I^y Richard A. 

Proctor. Crown 8vo, is. 6d, 

. . _ . _ _ • . , . . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with IIlusi rations, yj. 

Rabelais’ Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Tlhisfrations by Gustave Dore. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, yr. 6rf. 

Raxnbosson's Astronomy. 

By T. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Revised, Crown 8vo, 1,200 pages, half-roxburghe, 121. 6rf. 

Reader’s Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re- 

ferences, Plots, aud Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 

Crown 8 VO, cloth excia, 6 j, 

Richardson’s (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., Ac. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 50 Illustiations. By 
Alfred Rimjmek. Square 8vo. cloth extra, gilt, lor, 6d. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. ?iy Alfred Rimmer. 

With about 60 Illustrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s. 6d. 

\Ju the Press. 

About England with Dickens. With Illustrations by Alfred 
Rimmer and C. A. Vanukrhooi , Sq. 3vo, cloth gilt, tot. 6d. [/« press. 

Handsomely printed, price 51. 

Roll pf Battle Abbey, The; 

or, A list of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, A.D. 1066.7. 
Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet ^by two, with the prim- 
f dpal emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
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Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, i6f. 

Rowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Gkego, Author of ** James Gillray, the Caricaturist ; his Li^ 
Works, and Times.’* 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4J. 6rf, each. 

“ Secret Out” Series, The. 


The Pyrotechnist’s Treasury; 

or. Complete Art of M -iking Fire- 
works. Ey Thomas Kentish. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Gaines, , 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Chiradcs. By 
Frank BbllSw, 300 liUistnuions. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Ivlru^ic, Sleight oi Hand. 
Edited by W.H.CftBMkK 200 I llusts. . 

The Merry Circle ; ! 

A Rook of New l*itel'eccu,il Games 
and Amuse m-nts. By Clara EKLI.KW. 
Many IIIu‘>irit.’'^'ns. 


Magician’s Own Book : 

PerforntaiiLcs with Cups and Balls. 
Eggs, Hats, llantlkcrcniefs, &c. All 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremhr. 2cx> Illustrations. 
Magic No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, Ac.* 
with lully descrl]>tive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing ; Training of 
Performing Animals, Coloured 

Frontispiece and many Illustratinas. 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards, lUiA 
other Recreations ; with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-room or 
“White Magic. ” By W. H. CaEMUK. 
300 Engravings 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Senior’s Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Ani^ler’r- .sk^nches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WiLLlAM 
Senior (“Red Spinner"), Author of “ Stream and Sea." 


Shakespeare ; 

Shakespeare, The First Polio. Mr. William Shakespeare’s 

Comedies. Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Origiuall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iagcard and Ed. Blount, 
1633.— A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process— ensuring the strictest accuracy in every dettuli. 
Small 8vo, half-Roxburghe, js. 6d, 

Shakespeare, The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 
and black, in smajyi but very dear type. With engraved iacsimile of 
Dkokshout*s Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, i^loured and 
nlain, byj. Moyr Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt; ios.6d, 

Shakespeare Music, The Handbook of. Being an Account of 
350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays .and Poems of 
Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to tho 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 4to, half-Roxburghe, jx. 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Cbarlbs Swin- 
burne. Crown 8go, cloli extra, 8x. 
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‘Crowa^Bvo, cloth extra, gflt, with lo full-page Tinted Iliastratlons, 7r. W. 

^eridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collection of SheridanJana. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6i/. 

Signboards : 

Their History, With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Renirirkah'o 
Characters. By Jacob Lakwood and John Camden Hotien. 
With nearly 100 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6j. td. 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Eniikli v^’ 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

Exquisitely primed in ininiaiure, cloth extra, gilt engtif, 

Smoker’s Text-Book, The. 

By J. Hamek, KR .S.L. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 

Spalding’s Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Kxistcn(,s o' 

the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Shai. ' r» ' ( , 

Crown 4to, uniform with "Chaucjr for Children,” with 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, loj. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. Towrv. Illustrations in Colours by Walter ] M i iRi^ a n. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs, 

Stedman’s Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 


Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Stories about Number Nip, 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children, by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth cxda, 21J. 

Stories from the State Papers. 

By Alex. Charles Ewald, Author of “ The Life of^ Prince Charlt^^ 
Stuart, ' ' &c. [Nearly ready 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, with Illustrations, 24J'. 

Strahan.— Twenty Years of a Publisher’s 

Life. By Alexander Str.\han. With Portraits and Illusir.itions. 

^ Ik i hi' prey 
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C^wn Svo. cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. t 

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes of the Peojj^ 

of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Ppl^^us 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. wlt£c.l40 

Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 

Oown avo, with a Map ol Suburban London, cloth extra, yj, 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : ? v: 

A i^'csidential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their SoCietj^, 
C(;]chritioi, and Associations. With Notes on their Rental, Rates;’ 

and House Accommodation. _ __ _ 

Lrown 8vo, cloth extra, wah lUusirauoni*, yj. td» 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

^1 Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles oi the 
m the Orifi:inal Edition of ‘‘Gulliver’s Tiavels." 


, ':ibin*n»i'a Works; 

'jae 'n^otber and Hosa- 

i'.i.’r J, F .ap Svo, 54 . ♦ 

‘ -,i.,nta in Caledon. 

A N. ^ "I'on. Ciow.i Svo, 6i. 
Ohl*' 

A 'i i'’\oay k ^ towt ) Svo, 7J. 
and EulladP. 

FiK‘»’. SrH'as. Fcap 8vo, oj Ako 
u. crown tivo, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. 

.SkCOND hEFIKS. reap, ho, Qf. Ako 
in crown 8vo, it saint p »lo. 

Notes on “Poems and Bal- 

lad.s.'' Svo, ts, 

wmiarn Blake : 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Dehiy Svo, i&t. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown Svo, loj. 6d. 


Bothwell : 

A Tragedy. Crown Svo, icr. 
George Chapman : 

An Essay. Crown Svo. 7s, 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown Svo, 64. 

EsBaya and Studios, 

Oown Svo, laf. 

Erechtheua ; 

A TVagtidy. Crown Svo, 6f, 

Note of an English Republloan 

on the Muscovite Crusade. Svo, »• 
A Note ou Charlotte Bronte 

Crown Svo, 6s, 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown Svo, 8j. 

Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 

Svo, 64. 

Studies in Song. 

Crown Svo, js. 


MJ\, .S //7A7Vtf/i A /'’.S' NEW Crown Svo, cloth extra, 

Mary Stuart : A 'J'ragedy, in Five Acts. By Algernon Charles 
SwiNnUKNh. _ . _ - _ \.ln preparation. 


Demy Svo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 21 j. 

Sword, The Bbok of the : 

Being a History of the Sword, and its Use, in all Times and in all 
Countries. By Captain Richard Burton. With numerous lUustra- 

ticjps. * r/« p ripar aiion^ 

~~ Medium Svo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 71. td,~ 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and In Search^ 
of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page lUiistra^ 
lions, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. Hotten, 



' Four Vol$» small'Svo, eloth 

Taittfi's Histoi^ of |il^6f4ttire; 

Iran-slatnlby HENatf'VANLA0isf;''N ^ 

Also a Popular IComoN*, tVo VoU, croAfn rioth extra, 119, 
fjrowu 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Ifcfr'.V.J, 

fRlea of Oid Thule. 

Collficfed and lUmfratud by J. Moyk Smith. 

One Vol. crown 8vo, cloth extr.;. 7* 0^/ 

Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

“ C'larc. Mty," “Jeanne Dare," “ TwiU A\( luiri < t.',. n " “The P'or I’s 
Revern^e," “ Arkwright's Wife," “ Anne Btri yn, “ / ;ind pL>s5iot>." 

Tag Plays may also be bad soparatp.ly, a‘ i.<j oa-.h 

Ci'uwndvo, cloth extra, with Colcured FrDntiii''U‘L'’ :iirl t’'.*irr,rcMiy 
lUustrf^i'ons, p, 6d, 

Thackerayana : 

Notss and Anecdotes. lUustraled by a profticra of S!. reh--"; by 
William MyJKEPRAC'R THArKB.R AY, depicting Kimioroiu, Btcwl' i.ts 
in his School-life, and Favoiuite Chk-Mcv'r? m thu bo tl;.; (,r >,;s i ry- 
day reading. With Huunreds of Woofl hngravi'ig'y, hicsinnl-d :un" 
M;. Thackeray s Oriiiinul Drawings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, wiih IK'iMntiot'P, 7: 61/. 

Thomson’s Seasons and Gasde of Indolenc«\ 

With 0. Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan hh’NNiNG- 
HAM. and over 50 fine Illustrations on St( e) 11.! i V/ )Ofl. 

Ctown 8vo, cloth extra, with nnnicrous IHum! Uioll 7r. (td, 

Thornbury’s (Walter) Haunted London. 

A New Edition, FMitod by Edward Walpokd, M.A., with numerous 
lUiustrations by F. W. Faiuiiolt. F.S.A. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6(f, 

Timbs’ Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its fynous Coffee-houses, Ho.stolries, and ijv<'Tn--. 
By fOHN Times, F.S.A. With numerous IlhistratJons. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, p. 6tf, 

Timbs’ English Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 

ties: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Ecceiurm 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By John Timi^^, 
F,S,A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. « 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 145. 

Tor 3 tts’ The Marquess Wellesley, 

Ai?^itectof Empire, An Historic Portrait. Forming VoL /. of Prc- 
CoNSUL and Tribune; Wellesley and O'Connell: Historic 
Portrait. By W, M. Torrens, M.P. In Two V0I5. 









